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*HE Publishers of the Collection of “ STANDARD
ToveLs” are extremely desirous that I should furnish
1em with a few lines, by way of introduction to the
ppearance of St. LEoN in its present form. I am
owever at a loss how to oblige them. In the original
'reface I frankly stated the sources upon which I had
rawn for the idea and conduct of the work. I have
aerefore no remarks to offer, but these which follow : —
In 1794 I produced the novel of Caleb Williams. I
elieved myself fortunate in the selection I had made
E the ground-plot of that work. An atrocious
rime committed by a man previously of the most
xemplary habits, the annoyance he suffers from the
nmeasurable and ever-wakeful curiosity of a raw youth
‘ho is placed about his person, the state of doubt in
‘hich the reader might for a time be as to the truth
E the charges, and the consequences growing out of
1ese causes, seemed to me to afford scope for a nar-
ative of no common interest. I was not disappointed.
‘aleb Williams was honoured with the public favour..
The consequence was, that I was solicited to try my
and again in a work of fiction. I hesitated long. I
espaired of finding again a topic so rich of interest
nd passion. In those days it was deemed a most
aring thought to attempt to write a novel, with the
ope that it might hereafter rank among the classics
£ a language. The most successful English writers
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in that province of literature had scarcely g
beyond three. It had not then been conceived that 8
same author might produce twenty or thirty, at t
rate of two or three per annum, and might still at le
retain his hold upon the partiality of his contempon
ries. To Sir Walter Scott we are indebted for ¢
discovery.

At length, after having passed some years in
state of diffidence and irresolution, I ventured on
task. It struck me that if I could “ mix human fe
ings and passions with incredible situations,” I mig
thus attain a sort of novelty that would conciliate
patience, at least, even of some of the severest judg
To this way of thinking St. LeoN was indebted for
¢ local habitation, and a name.”

One of my most valued friends [Mr. Northcots
has often told me, that the public may sometimes
interested in the perusal of a book, but that they ne
give themselves any trouble about the author.
therefore kindly advised me on no occasion to say a
thing in print about myself. The present race
readers seem scarcely disposed to verify this maxi
They are understood to be desirous to learn somethi
of the peculiarities, the « life, character, and bel
viour,” of an author, before they consign him to ¢
gulph of oblivion, and are willing to learn from his o
testimony what train of thoughts induced him to ade
the particular subject and plan of the work, upon t
perusal of which they are engaged.

June, 1831.




PREFACE.

““mx following passage from a work, said to be written by
re late Dr.John Campbel, and entitled Hermippus Re-
lwivus, suggested the first hint of the present perform-
nee:—
¢¢ There happened in the year 1687, an odd accident at
‘enice, that made a very great stir then, and which I
vink deserves to be rescued from oblivion. The great
eedom and ease with which all persons, who make a good
>pearance, live in that city, is known sufficiently to all
Tho are acquainted with it ; sach will not therefore be sur-
rised, that a stranger, who went by the name of signor
-waldi, and who made a considerable figure there, was
Amitted into the best company, though nobody knew who
> what he was. ¥ He remained at Venice for some months;
ad three things were remarked in his conduct. The first
®&s, that he had a small collection of fine pictures, which
= readily showed to any body that desired it; the next,
vat he was perfectly versed in all arts and sciences, and
»oke on every subject with such readiness and sagacity, as
H:omshed all who heard him ; and it was, in the third place,
ed, that he never wrote or received any letter, never
Esired.any credit, or made use of bills of exchange, but
aid for every thing in ready money, and lived decently,
ough not in splendour.
!« This gentleman met one day at the coffee-house with
‘Venetian nobleman, who was an extraordinary good judge
T pictures: he had heard of signor Gualdi’s collection, and
t a very polite manner desired to see them, to which the
ther very readily consented. After the Venetian had
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viewed signor Gualdi’s collection, and expressed his ;
faction, by telling him that he had never seen a finer,
gidering the number of pieces of which it consisted ; h
his eye by chance over the chamber-door, where hu
picture of this stranger. The Venetian looked upon it
then upon him. ¢ This picture was drawn for you
says he to signor Gualdi, to which the other made n
swer, but by a low bow. ¢ You look,” continued the Y
tian, ¢ like a man of fifty, and yet I know this pictu
be of the hand of Titian, who has been dead one hu
and thirty years, how is this possible?’— ¢ It is not
said signor Gualdi, gravely, ‘to know all things ths
possible ; but there is certainly no crime in my being
a picture drawn by Titian.” The Venetian easily pere:
by his manner of speaking, that he had given the str
offence, and therefore took his leave.

“ He could not forbear speaking of this in the ev
to some of his friends, who resolved to satisfy them:
by looking upon the picture the next day. In ord
have an opportunity of doing so, they went to the ¢
house about the time that signor Gualdi was wont to
thither ; and not meeting with him, one of them, wh
often conversed with him, went to his lodgings to en
after him, where he heard, that he had set out an hou
fore for Vienna. This affair made a great noise, and 1
a place in all the newspapers of that time.” *

It is well known that the philosopher’s stone, the i
transmuting metals into gold, and the elizir vite, v
was to restore youth, and make him that possessed i
mortal ; formed a principal object of the studies o

* To this story, in the book from which I have quoted it, is subjoined t
lowing reference : — * Mémoires Historiques, 1687, tom. i. p. 365.” Bei
sirous of giving my extract from the oldest authority, I caused the ]
Museum, and the libraries of Oxford and Cambridge, to be searched f
publication, but in vain. The story and the reference are, not imp
both of them the fictions of the English writer.
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.curious for centuries. Many stories, beside:this of signor
- Gualdi; have been told, of persons who were supposed to'be
*in: possession of those wonderful secrets, in search of which
:hundreds of unfortunate adventurers wasted ‘their fortunes
:and their lives.
It has been said of Shakespear, that he
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new *:

but the burthen sustained by Shakespear was too heavy for
“the shoulders of any other individual. I leave the first part
of the task above mentioned to be divided among those ce-
‘lebrated novelists, living and dead, who have attempted to
delineate the scenes of real life. In this little work I have
‘endeavoured to gain foc')ting in one neglected track of the
‘latter province. The hearts and the curiosity of readers
‘have been assailed in so many ways, that we, writers who
bring up the rear of our illustrious predecessors, must be
contented to arrive at novelty in whatever mode we are able.
The foundation of the following tale is such as, it is not to
‘be supposed, ever existed. But, if I have mixed human
‘feelings and passions with incredible situations, and thus
rendered them impressive and interesting, I shall entertain
some hope to be pardoned the boldness and irregularity of
my design. i
Some readers of my graver productions will perhaps, in
perusing these little volumes, accuse me of inconsistency ;
the affections and charities of private life being every where
in this publication a topic of the warmest eulogium, while
in the Enquiry concerning Political Justice they seemed
to be treated with no great degree of indulgence and favour.

. In answer to this objection, all I think it necessary to say

on the present occasion is, that, for more than four years,
I have been anxious for opportunity and leisure to modify

* Johnson's O 1 Prologue on Garrick’s g the 8 of
Drury-lane Theatre.
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some of the earlier chapters of that work in conforn
the sentiments inculcated in this. Not that I see cz
maske any change respecting the principle of justice, |
thing else fundamental to the system there delivered
that I apprehend domestic and private affections inser
from the nature of man, and from what may be styl
culture of the heart, and am fully persuaded that th
not incompatible with a profound and active sense o
tice in the mind of him that cherishes them. True w
will recommend to us individual attachments; fo
them our minds are more thoroughly maintained in a
and life than they can be under the privation of then
it is better that man should be a living being, than &
or a stone. True virtue will sanction this recommend
since it is the object of virtue to produce happines:
since the man who lives in the midst of domestic re.
will have many opportunities of conferring pleasure, 1
in the detail, yet not trivial in the amount, without
fering with the purposes of general benevolence. N
kindling his sensibility, and harmonising his soul, the
be expected, if he is endowed with a liberal and
spirit, to render him more prompt in the service of str:
and the public.

Nov. 26, 1799.

-



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

CHAPTER 1.

[mers is nothing that human imagination can figure
rilliant and enviable, that human genius and skill do not
spire to realize. In the early ages of antiquity, one of
he favourite topics of speculation was a perfect system of
ivil policy ; and no sooner had Plato delineated his ima-
inary republic, than he sought for a spot of earth upon
vhich to execute his plan. In my own times, and for
ipwards of a century before them, the subject which has
thiefly occupied men of intrepid and persevering study,
1as been the great secret of nature, the opus magnum, in
ts two grand and inseparable branches, the art of multi-
ilying gold, and of defying the inroads of infirmity and
leath.

1t is notorious that uncommon talents and unparalleled
ndustry have been engaged in this mighty task. It has,
i know, been disputed by the audacious adversaries of
il sober and reasonable evidence, whether these talents
nd industry have in any case attained the object they
ought. It is not to my purpose to ascertain the number
of those whose victory over the powers and inertness of
natter has been complete. It is enough that I am a living
nstance of the existence of such men. To these two se-
rrets, if they are to be considered as two, I have been for
rears in the habit of resorting for my gratification. I have
n my possession the choice of being as wealthy as I please,
ind the gift of immortal life. Every thing that I see
tmost, I can without difficulty make my own ; for what
»alaces, pictures, parks or gardens, rarities of art or nature;
1ave not a price at which their owner will consent to yield

B



2 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

them? The luxuries of every quarter of the

emptied at my feet. I can command, to an ext
inconceivable, the passions of men. What heart
stand the assault of princely magnificence? W
inaccessible to a bribe ? Add to these advantages,
invulnerable to disease. Every sun that rises,
circulations of my frame in the most perfect orde
pitude can never approach me. A thousand wi
the power to furrow my countenance with w
turn my hairs to silver. Exhaustless wealth a
youth are the attributes by which I am distingui
the rest of mankind.

I do not sit down now to write a treatise of n:
losophy. The condition by which I hold my pr
that they must never be imparted. I sit down
relate a few of those extraordinary events that
produced, in the period of my life which is alreac
by the circumstances and the peculiarity to whi
Jjust alluded.

It is 8o obvious, as to make it almost improper
it, that the pursuit in which so many of my co
ries are engaged, and the end of which I have so
achieved, is in its appearance infinitely more ¢
interesting than that which occupied the though:
and the most eminent writers of antiquity. Wk
tical liberty compared with unbounded riches anc
vigour ? The immediate application of political
to render a man’s patrimony or the fruits of hi
completely his own, and to preserve them from t}
of others. But the petty detail of preservation
acquisition can never enter into competition witl
secret, which endows a man in a moment v
thing that the human heart can wish. Conside
light, how mean and contemptible does the ambi
boasted ancients appear, compared with ours? V
or probationer of the present day would be «
resign the study of God and the profounder
nature, and to bound his ardour to the investiga
own miserable existence ?

It may seem perhaps to many, that the histor:
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son possessed of advantages so unparalleled as mine, must
be, like the history of paradise, or of the future happiness
of the blessed, too calm and motionless, too much of one
invariable texture and exempt from vicissitude, to excite
the attention or interest the passions of the reader. If he
will have patience, and apply to the perusal of my narra.
tive, he will in no long time perceive how far his conjecture
is founded in segacity and reason.

-Some persons may be curious to know what motives can
have induced a man of such enormous wealth, and so every
way qualified to revel in delights, to take the trouble of
penning his memoirs. The immortality with which I am
endowed seems to put out of the question the common mo-
tives that relate to posthumous fame.

The curiosity here mentioned, if it really exists, I can-
not consent to gratify. I will anticipate nothing. In the
progress of my story, my motive for recording it will pro-
bably become evident.

I am descended from one of the most ancient and honour-
mble families of the kingdom of France. I was the only
<hild of my father, who died while I was an infant. My
mnother was a woman of rather a masculine understanding,
and full of the prejudices of nobility and magnificence.
Her whole soul was in a manner concentrated in the am.
bition to render me the worthy successor of the counts de
8t. Leon, who had figured with distinguished reputation in
the wars of the Holy Land. My father had died fighting
mallantly in the plains of Italy under the standard of Louis
the Twelfth ; a prince whose name was never repeated to
me unaccompanied with the praises due to his military
prowess, and to the singular humanity of disposition by
wrhich he acquired the title of The father of his people. My
mother’s mind was inflamed with the greatness of my an.
mestors, and she indefatigably sought to kindle in my bosom
= similar flame. It has been a long-established custom for
the barons and feudal vassals of the kings of France to
=nter with great personal expense into the brilliant and
Bazzling expeditions of their sovereigns; and my father
Zreatly impaired his fortune in preparations for that very
Sampaign in which he terminated his life. My mother

B 2
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of letters a this time gave particular avdowr. I was i
structed in the principles of the fine e There was
species of accomplishment 2t that time in vegme, that
mother was not saxions I should make my own. The ¢
mlnedeaedvzthm science which has si

of my body, and to the adventurousness and cma-pn:e
my mind. My mother loved my honour and my fa
more than she loved my person.

A circumstance that tended perhaps more than any ot
to fix the yet fluctusting character of my youthfol mi
was my heing present as a spectator at the celebrated
ing between Francis the First and Henry the Eighth,
of England, in a fleld between Ardres and Guines. M
mother refused to accompany me, being already arrived
an age in which curiosity and the love of festive scenes
ususlly diminished, and the expenses incurred by all ¢
nobility who attended upon this scene being incompati
with the economy to which she rigidly adhered. I
therefore placed under the protection of the Marquis
Villeroy, her brother, and, with two servants who attend
me, formed & part of his suite.
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I was at'this time fifteen years of age. My contempla<
tions had been familiar with ideas of magnificence and
grandeur, but my life had been spent in the most seques-
tered retirement. This contrast had a particular effect
‘upon my disposition ; it irritated to a very high degree my
passion for splendour and distinction ; I lived in the fairy
‘fields of visionary greatness, and was more than indifferent
to the major part of the objects around me. I pined for
every thing the reverse of my present condition; I culti-
vated the exercises in which I was engaged, only as they
were calculated to prepare me for future achievements.

By the incident I have mentioned, I was transported at
once from a scene of modest obscurity, to a scene of the
most lavish splendour that the world perhaps ever contem.
plated. I never remembered to have seen even Paris itself.
The prevailing taste of Europe has for some time led very
much to costliness in dress. This taste, in its present pro-
fusion, I believe took its rise in the field of the Vale of
Ardres. The two kings were both in the vigour of their
youth, and were said to be the handsomest men of the age
in which they lived. The beauty of Henry was sturdy and
Inuscular ; that of Francis more refined and elegant, with—
out subtracting in any considerable degree from the firm-
ness of his make. Henry was four years older than his
‘brother monarch. The first of them might have been taken
as a model to represent a youthful Hercules, and the last an
Apollo.

The splendour of dress that was worn upon this occasion
exceeds almost all credibility. Every person of distinction
ight be said in a manner to carry an estate upon his
shoulders ; nor was the variety of garments inferior to the
xichness. Wolsey, a man whose magnificence of disposition
‘was only surpassed by the pride of his soul, was for the
amost part the director of the whole. He possessed the most
absoluté ascendancy over the mind of his master, at the
same time that Francis artfully indulged his caprice, that
Te might claim from him in return a similar indulgence in
‘weightier matters.

I The pomp of processions, and the ceremony of opening
this memorable festival, went first ; a sort of solemn and
B 3
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of the armour, the caparisens of the steeds, the mettle (
the animals themselves, he adowr and grace of 4
combatants, surpessed ¢y nngth-yheyhdeu
puinted. These scenes were icted i the midst of a v
amphithestre of spectators, where all that was meble =
eminent of either country v assemabled — the manliness (
aspiring youth, and the boundless varieties of fermale s
traction. All were in their gayest attire ; every eye w
lighted up with complaceney and joy. i Heraclitms, ¢
any other morose philosopher who has expatiated on 4
universal misery of mankind, had entered the field of A
dres, he must have retracted his sssertions, or fled from th
scene with confusion. The ki igs were placed at either e»
of the lists, surrounded with their courtiers. Every ¢
through this vast assembly was fixed upon the combatants
the body of every one present was inclined this way or the
in unconscious sympathy with the redoubted knights. Fre
time to time, as the favourites of either party prevailed, th
air was rent with shouts and acclamations.

What added to the fascination of all that I have w
mentioned, was that now, for the first time in an equ
degree perhaps for centuries, the stiffness of unwieldy for
was laid aside, and the heart of man expanded itself wid
generosity and confidence. It burst the fetters of ages
and, having burst them, it seemed to revel in its new_foun
liberty. It is well known that, after a few days of idl
precaution and specious imprisonment on both sides, Fraa
eis one morning mounted his horse, and appeared, withou
guards or any previous notice, before the tent of Henry
The example was contagious, and from this time all cers
mony was laid aside. The kings themselves entered per
sonally into the combats of their subjects. It was !
delightful and a ravishing spectacle, to witness the freedon
of the old Roman manners, almost of the old Roman Satur
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alia, polished and refined with all that was graceful and
umane in the age of chivalry.

It may easily be imagined what an effect a scene like
ais was calculated to produce upon & youth of my age and
1y education. I recollected with anguish that the imma-
arity of my years precluded me from taking any active
art in the spectacle. My appearance however was suf.
ciently advantageous., I was presented to Francis the
irst. He did me the honour to question me respecting
ay studies ; and, finding in me some knowledge of those
rts and that literature, of which he was himself so zealous
favourer, he expressed to my uncle a great satisfaction
rith my figure and acquisitions. I might from this time
ave been taken to court, and made one of the pages to
his illustrious monarch. But the plan of my mother was
lifferent. She did not wish for the present that my eye
bould be satiated with public scenes, or that the public
hould grow too familiarly acquainted with my person. She
ightly judged that my passion for the theatre of glory
vould grow more impetuous, by being withheld for some
ime from the gratifications for which it panted. 8he wished
hat I should present myself for the first time among
he nobility of France an accomplished cavalier, and not
uffer the disadvantage of having exposed in the eye of the
vorld those false steps and frailties, from which the inex.
rerience of youth is never entirely free. These motives be-
ng explained to the king, he was graciously pleased to
anction them with his approbation. I accordingly returned
o finish the course of my education at my paternal chatean
ipon the banks of the Garonne.

The state of my mind during the three succeeding years
mply justified the sagacity of my mother. I was more
mger for improvement than I had ever yet been. I
1ad before formed some conceptions of the career of honour
rom the books I had read, and from the conversation of
his excellent matron. But my reveries were impotent and
ittle, compared with what I had now seen. Like the au-
hor of our holy religion, I had spent my forty days with.
wt food in the wilderness, when suddenly my eyes were
spened, and I was presented with all the kingdoms of the

B 4
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viewed signor Gualdi’s collection, and expressed his
faction, by telling him that he had never seen a finer,
sidering the number of pieces of which it consisted ; h
his eye by chance over the chamber-door, where n
picture of this stranger. The Venetian looked upon it
then upon him. ¢ This picture was drawn for you
says he to signor Gualdi, to which the other made n
swer, but by a low bow. ¢ You look,’ continued the "
tian, ¢like 2 man of fifty, and yet I know this picti
be of the hand of Titian, who has been dead one hu
and thirty years, how is this possible ?’— ¢ It is not
said signor Gualdi, gravely, ‘ to know all things th:
possible ; but there is certainly no crime in my bein;
a picture drawn by Titian.” The Venetian easily perc
by his manner of speaking, that he had given the st
offence, and therefore took his leave.

“ He could not forbear speaking of this in the ev
to some of his friends, who resolved to satisfy them
by looking upon the picture the next day. In orc
have an opportunity of doing so, they went to the ¢
house about the time that signor Gualdi was wont to
thither ; and not meeting with him, one of them, wh
often conversed with him, went to his lodgings to er
after him, where he heard, that he had set out an hov
fore for Vienna. This affair made a great noise, and
a place in all the newspapers of that time.” *

It is well known that the philosopher’s stone, the
transmuting metals into gold, and the elizir vite, 1
was to restore youth, and make him that possessed i
mortal ; formed a principal object of the studies o

* To this story, in the book from which I have quoted it, is subjoined -
lowing reference : — “* Mémoires Historiques, 1687, tom. i p, 365.” Bei
sirous of giving my extract from the oldest authority, I caused the
Museum, and the libraries of Oxford and Cambridge, to be searched |
publication, but in vain. The story and the reference are, not impr¢
both of them the fictions of the English writer.



PREFACE. ix

curious for centuries. ‘Many stories, beside:this of signor
Gualdi; have been told, of persons who .were supposed to'be
in. possession of those wonderful secrets, in search of which
hundreds of unfortunate adventurers wasted :their fortunes
and their lives.
It has been said of Shakespear, that he
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new *:

but the burthen sustained by Shakespear was too heavy for
the shoulders of any other individual. I leave the first part
of the task above mentioned to be divided among those ce-
lebrated novelists, living and dead, who have attempted to
delineate the scenes of real life. In this little work I have
endeavoured to gain fot’)ting in one neglected track of the
latter province. The hearts and the curiosity of readers
have been assailed in so many ways, that we, writers who
bring up the rear of our illustrious predecessors, must be
contented to arrive at novelty in whatever mode we are able.
The foundation of the following tale is such as, it is not to
be supposed, ever existed. But, if I have mixed human
feelings and passions with incredible situations, and thus
rendered them impressive and interesting, I shall entertain
gome hope to be pardoned the boldness and irregularity of
my design.

Some readers of my graver productions will perhaps, in
perusing these little volumes, accuse me of inconsistency ;
the affections and charities of private life being every where
in this publication a topic of the warmest eulogium, while
in the Enquiry concerning Political Justice they seemed
to be treated with no great degree of indulgence and favour.
In answer to this objection, all I think it necessary to say
on the present occasion is, that, for more than four years,
T have been anxious for opportunity and leisure to modify

* Jot ’s Occasional Prologue on Garrick’s assuming the management of
Drury-lane Theatre,
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some of the earlier chapters of that work in conforr
the sentiments inculcated in this. Not that I see ¢
make any change respecting the principle of justice,
thing else fundamental to the system there deliverec
that I apprehend domestic and private affections insej
from the nature of man, and from what may be sty]
culture of the heart, and am fully persuaded that tk
not incompatible with a profound and active sense ¢
tice in the mind of him that cherishes them. Truew
will recommend to us individual attachments; fo:
them our minds are more thoroughly maintained in a
and life than they can be under the privation of then
it is better that man should be a living being, than :
or a stone. True virtue will sanction this recommenc
since it is the object of virtue to produce happines:
since the man who lives in the midst of domestic re
will have many opportunities of conferring pleasure, 1
in the detail, yet not trivial in the amount, without
fering with the purposes of general benevolence. N
kindling his sensibility, and harmonising his soul, the
be expected, if he is endowed with a liberal and
spirit, to render him more prompt in the service of str
and the public.

Nov. 26, 1799.
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TRAVELSV OF ST. LEON,

CHAPTER 1.

1ERB is nothing that human imagination can figure
lliant and enviable, that human genius and skill do not
ire to realize. In the early ages of antiquity, one of
favourite topics of speculation was a perfect system of
il policy ; and no sooner had Plato delineated his ima-
ary republic, than he sought for a spot of earth upon
ich to execute his plan. In my own times, and for
wards of a century before them, the subject which has
efly occupied men of intrepid and persevering study,
; been the great secret of nature, the opus magnum, ih
two grand and inseparable branches, the art of multi-
ing gold, and of defying the inroads of infirmity and
ith.
1t is notorious that uncommon talents and unparalleled
lustry have been engaged in this mighty task. It has,
know, been disputed by the audacious adversaries of
sober and reasonable evidence, whether these talents
1 industry have in any case attained the object they
ight. It is not to my purpose to ascertain the number
those whose victory over the powers and inertness of
tter has been complete. It is enough that I am a living
tance of the existence of such men. To these two se-
its, if they are to be considered as two, I have been for
ars in the habit of resorting for my gratification. I have
my possession the choice of being as wealthy as I please,
d the gift of immortal life. Every thing that I see
nost, I can without difficulty make my own ; for what
laces, pictures, parks or gardens, rarities of art or nature;
ve not a price at which their owner will consent to yield
B
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them? The luxuries of every quarter of the world
emptied at my feet. I can command, to an exient ah
inconceivable, the passions of men. What heart can w
stand the assault of princely magnificence? What m:
inaccessible to a bribe ? Add to these advantages, that 1
invulnerable to disease. Every sun that rises, finds
circulations of my frame in the most perfect order. De
pitude can never approach me. A thousand winters v
the power to furrow my countenance with wrinkles
turn my hairs to silver. Exhaustless wealth and ete
youth are the attributes by which I am distinguished f
the rest of mankind.

I do not sit down now to write a treatise of natural )
losophy. The condition by which I hold my privilege
that they must never be imparted. I sit down purel
relate a few of those extraordinary events that have 1
produced, in the period of my life which is already elap
by the circumstances and the peculiarity to which I 1
Jjust alluded.

It is so obvious, as to make it almost improper to spe
it, that the pursuit in which so many of my contemp
ries are engaged, and the end of which I have so singu’
achieved, is in its appearance infinitely more grand
interesting than that which occupied the thoughts of -
and the most eminent writers of antiquity. What is
tical liberty compared with unbounded riches and imr
vigour # The immediate application of political libe
to render a man’s patrimony or the fruits of his in
completely his own, and to preserve them from the ir
of others. But the petty detail of preservation or
acquisition can never enter into competition with tl
secret, which endows a man in a moment witl
thing that the human heart can wish. Considered
light, how mean and contemptible does the ambitio
boasted ancients appear, compared with ours ? Wt
or probationer of the present day would be co
resign the study of God and the profounder s
nature, and to bound his ardour to the investigati
own miserable existence ?

It may seem perhaps to many, that the history
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son possessed of advantages so unparalleled as mine, must
be, like the history of paradise, or of the future happiness
of the blessed, too calm and motionless, too much of one
invariable texture and exempt from vicissitude, to excite
the attention or interest the passions of the reader. If he
will have patience, and apply to the perusal of my narra.
tive, he will in no long time perceive how far his conjecture
is founded in sagacity and reason.

-Some persons may be curious to know what motives ean
have induced & man of such enormous weslth, and so every
way qualified to revel in delights, to take the trouble of
penning his memoirs. The immortality with which I am
endowed seems to put out of the question the common mo-
“tives that relate to posthumous fame.

The curiosity here mentioned, if it really exists, I can-
mot consent to gratify. 1 will anticipate nothing, In the
yrogress of my story, my motive for recording it will pro-
“bably become evident. :

T am descended from one of the most ancient and honour:
wmble families of the kingdom of France. I was the only
«hild of my father, who died while I was an infant. My

‘amother was a woman of rather a masculine understanding,
iaand full of the prejudices of nobility and magnificence.
:3er whole soul was in a manner concentrated in the am-
Wbition to render me the worthy successor of the counts de
MSt. Leon, who had figured with distinguished reputation in
‘@he wars of the Holy Land. My father had died fighting
aeallantly in the plains of Italy under the standard of Louis
sthe Twelfth ; a prince whose name was never repeated to
e unaccompanied with the praises due to his military
rprowess, and to the singular humanity of disposition by
wwvhich he acquired the title of The father of his people. My
tanother’s mind was inflamed with the greatness of my an-
wzestors, and she indefatigably sought to kindle in my bosom
b similar flame. It has been a long-established custom for
- he barons and feudal vassals of the kings of France to
i =nter with great personal expense into the brilliant and
"Blazzling expeditions of their sovereigns; and my father

Zreatly impaired his fortune in preparations for that very
deampaign in which he terminated his life. My mother

B2
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industriously applied herself to the restoration of my p
trimony ; and the long period of my minority afforded b
scope for that purpose.

It was impossible for any boy to be treated with
kindness and considerate indulgence than I was during ¢
period of my adolescence. My mother loved me to th
very utmost limits perhaps of human affection. I
her darling and her pride, her waking study, and her nig

or suffered to rust in inactivity of mind. I was provid
with the best masters. I was excited, and successfully e
cited, zealously to apply myself to the lessons they taugi
1 became intimately acquainted with the Italian writers
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. I was initiated in t
study of the classics, to the cultivation of which the revi
of letters at this time gave particular ardour. I was i
structed in the principles of the fine arts. There was
species of accomplishment at that time in vogue, that m
mother was not anxious I should make my own. The on
science I neglected was the very science which has sin
given rise to the most extraordinary events of my life,
the object to which my attention was principally calle
was the pursuit of military exercises, and the cultivation
every thing that could add to the strength, agility, or g
of my body, and to the adventurousness and enterprise
my mind. My mother loved my honour and my fu
more than she loved my person.
A circumstance that tended perhaps more than any of
to fix the yet fluctuating character of my youthful mi
was my being present as a spectator at the celebrated me
ing between Francis the First and Henry the Eighth,
of England, in a field between Ardres and Guines.
mother refused to accompany me, being already arrived
an age in which curiosity and the love of festive scenes
usually diminished, and the expenses incurred by all |
nobility who attended upon this scene being incompati
with the economy to which she rigidly adhered. I wi
therefore placed under the protection of the Marquis
Villeroy, her brother, and, with two servants who attend
me, formed a part of his suite. 1
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. I was at this time fifteen years of age. My contempla<
tions had been familiar with ideas of magnificence and
grandeur, but my life had been spent in the most seques-
tered retirement. This contrast had a particular effect
-upon my disposition ; it irritated to a very high degree my
passion for splendour and distinction ; I lived in the fairy
‘fields of visionary greatness, and was more than indifferent
to the major part of the objects around me. I pined for
every thing the reverse of my present condition ; I culti-
vated the exercises in which I was engaged, only as they
were calculated to prepare me for future achievements.

By the incident I have mentioned, I was transported at
once from a scene of modest obscurity, to a scene of the
most lavish splendour that the world perhaps ever contem-
plated. I never remembered to have seen even Paris itself.
The prevailing taste of Europe has for some time led very
much to costliness in dress. This taste, in its present pro-
fusion, I believe took its rise in the field of the Vale of
Ardres. The two kings were both in the vigour of their
youth, and were said to be the handsomest men of the age
in which they lived. The beauty of Henry was sturdy and
i muscular ; that of Francis more refined and elegant, with—
ox out subtracting in any considerable degree from the firm-
gr ness of his make. Henry was four years older than his
se brother monarch. The first of them might have been taken
f1 88 a model to represent a youthful Hercules, and the last an

Apollo.

ot The splendour of dress that was worn upon this occasion
ai exceeds almost all credibility. Every person of distinction
ne might be said in a manner to carry an estate upon his
k shoulders ; nor was the variety of garments inferior to the -
} richness. Wolsey, a man whose magnificence of disposition
ad was only surpassed by the pride of his soul, was for the
5. most part the director of the whole. He possessed the most
. t absolute ascendancy over the mind of his master, at the
il same time that Francis artfully indulged his caprice, that
w he might claim from him in return a similar indulgence in
s weightier matters,
ad  The pomp of processions, and the ceremony of opening
this memorable festival, went first ; a sort of solemn and
B 3

] TR

AL L BN B Y B BN



6 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

Imlf-moving pageant, whi  1e eye took in at leisure, @
took in till it was filled. 1'his was succeeded by eve
thing that was rapid, ani ted, and interesting: mnasqu
and exhibitions of all ki s; and, which was still more |

me, and whichmys ¢ ed with indescribable ardon
Justings, tilts, and t s without end. The beant

of the armour, the capanis : of the steeds, the mettle «
the animals themselves, ana the ardour and grace of ¢
combatants, surpassed every thing that my fancy had em
painted. These scenes were acted in the midst of a va
amphitheatre of spectators, where all that was noble a»
eminent of either country was assembled — the manliness (
aspiring youth, and the boundless varieties of female a
traction. All were in their gayest attire ; every eye wm
lighted up with complacency and joy. If Heraclitus, ¢
any other morose philosopher who has expatiated on th
universal misery of mankind, had entered the field of Ar
dres, he must have retracted his assertions, or fled from th
scene with confusion. The kings were placed at either ea
of the lists, surrounded with their courtiers. Every ey
through this vast assembly was fixed upon the combatants
the body of every one present was inclined this way or the
in unconscious sympathy with the redoubted knights. Fros
time to time, as the favourites of either party prevailed, th
air was rent with shouts and acclamations. '
What added to the fascination of all that I have p
mentioned, was that now, for the first time in an
degree perhaps for centuries, the stiffness of unwieldy fon
was laid aside, and the heart of man expanded itself wif
generosity and confidence. It burst the fetters of ages
and, having burst them, it seemed to revel in its new~foun
liberty. It is well known that, after a few days of id
precaution and specious imprisonment on both sides, Fraa
eis one morning mounted his horse, and appeared, withow
guards or any previous notice, before the tent of Hem
The example was contagious, and from this time all cex
mony was laid aside. The kings themselves entered pe
sonally into the combats of their subjects. It was
delightful and a ravishing spectacle, to witness the freedo
of the old Roman manners, almost of the old Roman Satu
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2alia, polished and refined with all that was graceful and
umane in the age of chivalry.

. It may easily be imagined what an effect a scene like
=his was calculated to produce upon a youth of my age and
/oy education. I recollected with anguish that the imma-
,:unty of my years precluded me from taking any active
Dart in the spectacle. My appearance however was suf-
Aciently advantageous. I was presented to Francis the
Kirst. He did me the honour to question me respecting
ny studies ; and, finding in me some knowledge of those
arts and that literature, of which he was himself so zealous
a favourer, he expressed to my uncle a great satisfaction
wswith my figure and acquisitions. I might from this time
=ave been taken to court, and made one of the pages to
=his illustrious monarch. But the plan of my mother was
different. 8he did not wish for the present that my eye
mhould be satiated with public scenes, or that the public
=hould grow too familiarly acquainted with my person. She
cightly judged that my passion for the theatre of glory
mvould grow more impetuous, by being withheld for some
Eime from the gratifications for which it panted. She wished
=hat I should present myself for the first time among
=he nobility of France an accomplished cava.her, and not
muffer the disadvantage of having exposed in the eye of the
wrorld those false steps and frailties, from which the inex-
perience of youth is never entirely free. These motives be-
ing explained to the king, he was graciously pleased to
manction them with his approbation. I accordingly returned
£o finish the course of my education at my paternal chitesn
gapon the banks of the Garonne.

The state of my mind during the three succeeding years
_nmply justified the sagacity of my mother. I was more
meager for improvement than I had ever yet been. I
#had before formed some conceptions of the career of honour
Xrom the books I had read, and from the conversation of
&his excellent matron. But my reveries were impotent and
dlittle, compared with what I had now seen. Like the au-
thor of our holy religion, I had spent my forty days with.
gout food in the wilderness, when suddenly my eyes were
sopened, and I was presented with all the kingdoms of the

B 4
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world, and all the glory of them. The : »y scene o
tinued for a moment, and then vanished ; leaving nothi
behind it on all sides, but the same barrenness and g
by which it had been preceded. I never shut my
without viewing in imagination the combats of km.ghh
the train of ladies. I had been regarded with distineti
by my sovereign ; and Francis the First stood before
mind the abstract and model of perfection and great
I congratulated myself upon being born in an age
country so favourable to the acquisition of all that my
desired.

1 was already eighteen years of age, when I experiens
the first misfortune that ever befel me. It was the de
of my mother. She felt the approach of her dissoluts
several weeks before it arrived, and held repeated conves
ations with me, respecting the feelings I ought to entertss
and the conduct it would become me to pursue, when
should be no more.

My son,” said she,  your character, and the promi
of your early years, have constituted my only consolatif
since the death of your excellent father. Our i
was the result of a most sincere and exclusive atte
and never did man more deserve to be loved than Regin
de 8t. Leon. When he died, the whole world would hs
been nothing to me but one vast blank, if he had not
behind him the representative of his person, and the ke
to his virtues, While I was busied in your education,
seemed to be discharging the last duty to the memory
my husband. The occupation was sacred to the honour
the dead, even before it became so peculiarly pleasing
me upon its own account, as I afterwards found it. I he
I have in some measure discharged the task, in the mani
in which my lord your father would have wished it to ha
been discharged, if he had lived. I am thankful to Heave
that I have been spared so long for so dear and hono
& purpose.

 You must now, my son, stand by yourself, and be ¢
arbitrator of your own actions. I could have wished th
this necessity might have been a little further deferred
but I trust your education has not been of that sort whid
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@ i8 calculated to render a young man helpless and contempt-
m ible. You have been taught to know your rank in society,
I.and to respect yourself. You have been instructed in every
w thing that might most effectually forward you in the career
p of glory. There is not a young cavalier among all the no--
i bility of France more accomplished, or that promises to do
m greater honour to his name and his country. I shall not
a live to witness the performance of this promise, but the
= anticipation even now, pours a long stream of sunshine on
- my departing hour.
" ¢ Farewell, my son! You no longer stand in need of
p My maternal carec. When I am gone, you will be com-
- pelled more vividly to feel that singleness and self-depend-
i ence which are the source of all virtue. Be careful of your-
- self. Be careful that your career may be both spotless and
¢ illustrious. Hold your life as a thing of no account, when
; it enters into competition with your fame. A true knight
thinks no sacrifice and suffering hard, that honour demands.
. Be humane, gentle, generous, and intrepid. Be prompt
, to follow wherever your duty calls you. Remember your
, dncestors, knights of the Holy Cross. Remember your
. father. Follow your king, who is the mirrer of valour:
, and be ever ready for the service of the distressed. May
» Providence be your guardian. May Heaven shower down
a thousand blessings, upon your innocence, and the gal-
lantry of your soul !’
The death of my mother was a severe blow to my heart.
For some time all the visions of greatness and renown which
had hitherto been my chosen delight appeared distasteful
to me. I hung over her insensible corpse. When it had
been committed to the earth, I repaired every day to the
spot where it was deposited, at the hour of dusk, when all
visible objects faded from the eye, when nature assumed
her saddest tints, and the whole world seemed about to be
wrapped in the darkness of the tomb. The dew of night
drizzled unheeded on my head ; and I did not turn again
towards the turrets of the chateau, till the hour of midnight
had already sounded through the stillness of the scene,
Time is the healer of almostevery grief, particularly in
the sprightly season of early youth. In no long period



10 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

1 changed the oppression of inactive sorrow, for the :
tionate and pious recollection of my mother’s last ins
tions. I had been too deeply imbued with sentimen
glory, for it to be possible, when the first excess of
was over, that I should remain in indolence. The %
remembrance of my mother itself, in no long time,
nished a new stimulus to my ambition. I forgot the
lancholy spectacle of the last struggles of her expiring
I even became accustomed no longer to hear her voic
longer to expect her presence, when I returned to the chi
from a short excursion. Her last advice was now all
survived of the author of my existence.

CHAPTER II

I was in this state of mind, when early one morning i
beginning of summer, soon after I rose, I was startle
the sound of trumpets in the plain near the chiteau.
bugle at the gate was presently sounded ; the drawb:
was let down ; and the Marquis de Villeroy entere:
court-yard, accompanied by about thirty knights in .
plete armour. I saluted him with respect, and the
derness excited by recent grief. He took me by the }
after a short repast in the hall, and led me to my clos

“ My son,” said he, it is time to throw off the
minacy of sorrow, and to prove yourself a true soldi
the standard of France.”

I trust, my lord,” replied I, with modest earnest
¢ that you well know, there is nothing after which my |
so ardently aspires. There is nothing that I know w
living for but honour. Show me the path that leads :
or rather show me the occasion that affords scope foi
love of honour to display itself, and you shall then
whether I am backward to embrace it. I have a pa
pent up within me, that feeds upon my vitals : it disc
speech ; it burns for something more unambiguous and
stantial.”
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= “ Itis well,” rejoined my uncle. I expected to find
myou thus. Your reply to my admonition is worthy of the
wblood of your ancestors, and of the maternal instructions
gof my sister. And, were you as dull as the very stones
miyou tread on, what I have to tell you might even then rouse
#you into animation and ardour.”
g After this short preface my uncle proceeded to relate a
#ale, every word of which inflamed my spirits, and raised
» all my passions in arms. I had heard something imper-
wiectly of the state of my country ; but my mother carefully
gkept me in ignorance, that my ambition might not be ex-
cited too soon, and that, when excited, it might be with the
Ffullest effect. While I impatiently longed for an occasion
of glory, I was far from apprehending, what I now found
%o be true, that the occasion which at this period presented
Atself, was such, that all the licence of fiction could scarcely
hhave improved it.

The Marquis de Villeroy described to me the league now
mmubsisting against France. He revived in my memory, by
terms of the most fervent loyalty, the accomplishments and
Iealents of my royal master. He spoke with aversion of the
phlegmatic and crafty disposition of his imperial rival ¥ ;
mnd, with the language of glowing indignation, inveighed
magainst the fickleness of the capricious Henry.t He de-
mucribed the train of disasters, which had at length induced
mhe king to take the field in person. He contrasted, with
mreat effect, the story of the gallant Chevalier Bayard, the
Wenight without fear and without reproach, whose blood was
matill fresh in the plains of the Milanese, with that of the
Lonstable of Bourbon, the stain of chivalry, whom inglorious
mresentment and ungoverned ambition had urged to join the
«©nemies of his country, in neglect of his loyalty and his
w©ath. He stimulated me by the example of the one, and
tthe infamy of the other ; and assured me that there never
wvas an opportunity more favourable for acquiring immortal
Jrenown.

1 wanted no prompter in a passion of this sort ; and im«
mmediately set about collecting the whole force of my clients
mnd retainers. I shook off the inglorious softness of my

® Charles V. + Henry VIIL
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melancholy, and was all activity and animation. The
sons of my youth were now called into play. I judgel
necessary to invite the assistance of some person of
rience to assist me in marshalling my men ; but I did
of what was to be done myself, and ] did it well. It
my first employment in the morni d the last that
witnessed by the setting sun. My“¥kcellent mother
left my revenues in the best order, and I spared no
in the gratification of my favourite passion.

However eager I felt myself to take the field, the
to appear in 2 manner worthy of a Count de St. Leon
strained me ; and I did not join the royal army till
Imperialists, having broken up the siege of Marseilles,
retreated with precipitation into Italy, the king had
crossed the Alps, entered the Milanese, and gained un
tested possession of the capital.

From Milan Francis proceeded to Pavia. Glory was
idol of his heart ; and he was the more powerfully exci
to the attack of that place, because it was the strongest i
best fortified post in the whole duchy. The more he
played of military prowess, the more firmly he believed
should fix himself in his newly acquired dominions;
inhabitants would submit to him the more willingly,
the enemy be less encouraged to enter into a fresh con
tion for what he had acquired. Such at least were
motives that he assigned for his proceedings: in i
perhaps he was principally induced by the brilliancy
he conceived would attend on the undertaking.

It was a few weeks after the opening of the siege,
1 presented myself to my royal master. He received
with those winning and impressive manners by which
was 80 eminently distinguished. He recollected i
ately all that had passed at our interview in the Vale
Ardres, and warmly expressed the obligations which
had at various times owed to my ancestors. He spoke wil
earnest respect of the virtues and wisdom of my mothe
and commended the resolution by which she had in forns
instances held me back from the public theatre. * Youn
gentleman,” said the king, ““ I doubt not the gallantry
your spirit ; I see the impatience of a martial temper writ
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in your face: I expect you to act in a manner worthy
~of your illustrious race, and of the instructions of a woman
:who deserved to be herself a pattern to all the matrons of
(France. Fear not that I shall suffer your accomplishments
}to rust in obscurity. I shall employ you. I shall assign
jJou the post of danger and of renown. Fill it nobly ; and
[from that hour I shall rank you in the catalogue of my
chosen friends.”

The siege of Pavia proved indeed to be a transaction, in
the course of which military honour might well be acquired.
‘It was defended by a small, but veteran garrison, and by
sone of the ablest captains that Europe at that time pos-
“sessed.* He interrupted the approaches of the besiegess
fby frequent and furious sallies. In vain, by the aid of our
;excellent artillery, did we make wide and repeated breaches
in the fortifications. No sooner did we attempt to enter by
the passage we had opened, than we found ourselves en-
* countered by a body composed of the choicest and bravest
‘soldiers of the garrison. The governor of the city, who,
“though grey-headed and advanced in years, was profuse of
every youthful exertion, was ordinarily at the head of this
‘body. If we deferred our attack, or, not having succeeded
in it, proposed to commence it anew with the dawn of the
following day, we were sure t6 find a new wall sprung up
in the room of the other, as if by enchantment. Fre-
guently the governor anticipated the success of our batteries ;
and the old fortification was no sooner demolished, than we
beheld, to our astonishment and mortification, a new wall,
which his prudence and skill had erected at a small lnterval
-within the line of the former.

One of these attacks took place on the second day after
my arrival at the eamp of our sovereign. Every thing that
1 saw was new to me, and inflamed me with ardour. The
noise of the cannon, which had preceded the attack, and
which was now hushed ; the inspiring sounds of martial
music which succeeded that noise ; the standards floating
in the air; the firm and equal tread of the battalion that
advanced ; the armour of the knights ; the rugged, resolute,
and intrepid countenances of the infantry ;—all swelled my

. # Antonio de Leyva,
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soul with transport hitherto unexperienced. I had beh
the smoke of the artillery, in the midst of which ew
thing was lost and confounded; I had waited in aw
suspense till the obscurity should be dissipated ; I saw
Ppleasure and surprise the ruin of the wall, and the wide
of the breach. All that had been recorded of the milit
feats of Christian valour seemed then to stand crowded i
my busy brain ; the generosity, the condescension, the ki
ness, with which the king had addressed me the day be
urged me to treble exertion. I was in the foremost
‘We surmounted the ditch. We were resisted by a che
body of Spaniards. The contention was obstinate ; bm
teen, generous and enterprising spirits, fell on the one sl
and the other. I seized the cloth of a standard, as, in
playing of the wind, it was brought near to my hand. B
tween me and the Spaniard that held it there ensued an o
‘stinate struggle. I watched my opportunity, and with
sword severed the flag from its staff. At this moment #
trumpets of the king sounded a retreat. I had rece
two severe wounds, one in the shoulder and the other
the thigh, in the contest. I felt myself faint with the
of blood. A French officer, of a rude appearance and §
gantic stature, accosting me with the appellation of by
commanded me to surrender the standard to him. I
fused ; and, to convince him I was in earnest, procee
to wrap it round my body, and fastened it under my «
Soon after I became insensible, and in this situation
accidentally found by my uncle and his companions,
immediately took me and my prize under their care,
soon as I was a little recovered of my wounds, the ki
seized an opportunity, after having bestowed loud e
mendations upon my gallantry, of conferring the hono
of knighthood upon me in the face of the whole army.
-While our tents were pitched under the walls of P,
I was continually extending the circle of my acquaint
among the young gentry of France, who, like myself,
attended their sovereign in this memorable expedition.
had some enemies, made such by the distinctions I ¢
tained during the siege. But they were few ; the gre
part courted me the more, the more I showed myself word
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i of their attachment. Envy is not a passion that finds easy
g Yoot in a Frenchman’s bosom. I was one of the youngest
n of those who attended on the siege ; but my brothers in
-.ms were generous rivals,' who in the field obstinately
ve with me for superior glory, but over the convivial
mboard forgot their mutual .competitions, and opened their
sehearts to benevolence and friendship. ¢ Let us not,” was
-.c sentiment I heard ofter) repeated, “ forget the object that
us from our pleasant homes to pour from the heights
x of the Alps upon the fields of Italy. It is to humble the
imperious Spaniard—to punish the disloyal Bourbon —to
. windicate the honour of our beloved and illustrious monarch.
me Those walls cover the enemy ; yonder mountains serve to
ide them from our assault; let no Frenchman mistake
. him who marches under the same standard for an adver.
¢  Thetrenches had not been opened before Pavia till about
xthe beginning of November. The winter overtook us, and
the siege was yet in progress ; with some apparent advan-
'uge indeed to our side of the question, but by no means
g promising an instant conclusion. The season set in with
ywnusual severity ; and both officer and soldier were glad,
u much as possible, to fence out its rigour by the indul-
mmences of the genial board. My finances, as I have said,
s Were at the commencement of the expedition in exeellent
prder I had brought with me a considerable sum ; and it
,“was not spared upon the present occasion.

There were however other things to be attended -to, be.
wide the demands of conviviality. The king became im-
pypatient of the delays of the siege. The garrison and the
gAnhabitants were reduced to great extremities ; but the go.
‘Vernor discovered no symptoms of a purpose to surrender.
dn the mean time intelligence was brought, that Bourbon
¢ 'Was making the most extraordinary exertions in Germany,
g®nd promised to lead to the enemy a reinforcement of
)twelve thousand men from that country ; while the imperial
_amenerals, by mortgaging their revenues, and pawning their
Jewels, and still more by their eloquence and influence with
g &hose under their command, were able to keep together the
txemains of a disheartened and defeated army in expectation
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of his arrival. There was some danger therefore, if
siege were not speedily terminated, that the king miy
ultimately be obliged to raise it with ignominy, or to

the enemy under every disadvantage. Francis ho
was not to be deterred from his undertaking. He swor
solemn oath, that Pavia should be his, or he would peri
in the attempt.

Thus circumstanced, he conceived a very extraordi
project. Pavia is defended on one side by the Tesino,
scene of the first of the four famous battles by which H
nibal signalised his invasion of Italy. The king beli
that if this river could by the labour of his army be dive
from its course, the town must instantly fall into his b
He was encouraged to the undertaking, by recollecting
stratagem of a similar nature by which Cyrus
made himself master of the city of Babylon. It ws
thought highly flattering to the grandeur of his soul,
imagine that posterity would in this instance institute
parallel between him and Cyrus the Great.

The plan for diverting the course of the Tesino
duced a new and extraordinary scene. It was, as may
be believed, a work of uncommon labour. A new chs
was to be scooped out and deepened ; and, while the stre
was turned into this channel, piles were to be sunk, and
immense mound of earth created, as an effectual impe
ment to the waters resuming their former course.
was a heavy burthen to the soldier, in addition to the
advantage of being encamped during the course of a wi
remarkably severe for the climate in which we fought.
any other army the task would have been performed
cloudiness and discontent, if not complained of with
pining and murmurs, But here the gaiety of the Fres
character displayed itself. The nobility of France,
attended their sovereign in great numbers, accompanied #fy:
infantry in their labour. We laid aside the indulgenced
the marquée, of tapestry and carpets; we threw off ¢
upper garments ; and each seized a spade, a barrow of em
or a mattock. We put our hands to the engines, and s
fused no effort under pretence that it was sordid or seve
While the trees were leafless, and nature appeared
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in frost, sweat ran down our faces and bedewed our
tbs. The army were encouraged by our example. - An
Pployment which, under other circumstances, would have
'n regarded as rigid, was thug made a source of new
arity and amusement. It was a memorable sight to be-
d the venerable and grey-headed leaders of the French
ay endeavouring to exert the strength and activity of
ir early years. To me, who had but lately arrived-at

stature of manhood, and who was accustomed to all the
xcises which give strength and vigour to the frame, this
v employment was in no degree burdensome. I felt in
The satisfaction that a swift man experiences when he
ers the lists of the race; I congratulated myself upon

nature of my education ; if it be a sin to covet honour,
t guilt was mine; and, so great was my appetite for it,
€ 1 was inexpressibly rejoiced to observe the various
7s in which it might be gratified. :
3 trange as it may seem, this scene of a winter-camp, in the
Lst of blood and sweat, surrounded with dangers, and called
For unparalleled exertions, appears to me, through the vista
7 ears that is now interposed between, to have been one of

happiest of my life. The gay labours and surprises of

day were succeeded by a convivial evening, in which

did not the less open our hearts, though frequently
de to be interrupted in our midnight revels by the in-
austible activity and stratagems of the enemy. In this
ious and ever-shifting scene, I forgot the disasters that
arred, and the blood that flowed around me. All sense
v large and impartial morality was, for the time at least,
dened in my breast. I was ever upon the alert. The
2rsity of events neither suffered my spirits to flag, nor
ection to awake. It is only upon such occasions, or
asions like these, that a2 man is able fully to-feel what life
and to revel in its exuberance. Above all, I was delighted
h the society and friendship of my brother-officers.
ey honoured me; they loved me. Iseemed to feel what
npathy was ; and to have conscious pleasure in making
2 in a race of beings like myself. Such were my sens-
ons. s

c
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It must not, however, be imagined, that all about
felt in these respects as I did. I was deeply indebts
this particular to my youth and my fortune. The old
deavoured to brace themselves in vain; they sunkw
the continual pressure. The poor soldier from the n
laboured incessantly, and I laboured as much as he;
he had little opportunity to recruit his vigour and reno
his strength. There was yet another class of persons in
camp, whose gaiety was much less interrupted than m
These werg;the king)and the generals who comman
under him _ /They cddld not be entirely- devoid of thoy
and consideration. They suffered much anxiety from"
length of the siege; and felt that every period of d&
‘increased the doubtfulness of the event. )

Antonio de Leyva, governor of the city, necessarily |
himself alarmed at the extraordinary project in which!
were engaged, and made every exertion to prevent it.
evening the Ring sent for me to his tent, and told mei
confidence that the enemy intended that very night to ml
three several attacks upon our mound, one on each sid
the stream, and one by means of boats in the centre.
of these, he said, were merely intended as feints ; the
bank of the Tesino was the point against which their pd
cipal exertions would be directed. On that side he
resolved to command in person ; the boats with whid
proposed to resist their flota he confided to one of the
famous and valyable officers of his army ; the de
on the east bank he purposed to intrust to my uncle
myself. He observed, that the detachment he could
for that purpose, after having formed the other two
and reserved a sufficient number for the defence of
camp and the works, would be small ; and he warned
to the exertion of a particular vigilance. It would
doubly unfortunate, if a body, the attack upon which
to be merely a feigned one, should nevertheless be
“ Go,” added he,  fulfil my expectations ; deport y
answerably to the merit of your first achievement;
depend upon it that you will prove hereafter one of
most eminent supporters of the martial glory of France'
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The Marquis de Villeroy divided our little force into
0 bodies: with the larger he lay in wait for the enemy
ar the scene of the expected attack: the smaller he con-
ed to my direction, and placed so that we might be able
fall upon the rear of the garrison-troops as soon as they
>uld be fully engaged with. our comrades. In the situ-
on assigned me I took advantage of the skirts of a
od, which enabled me to approach very near to the ex-
cted route of our assailants, without being perceived by
:m. The night was extremely dark, yet the vicinity of
7 position was sueh, that I could count the numbers of
2 adversary as they passed along before my hiding-place..
was alarmed to find that they amounted to at least the:
ple of what we had been taught to expect. They were:
- sooner past, than I despatched to the king = young
ight, my particular friend, who happened to be with me,.
urge the necessity of a reinforcement. At the same time
sent a messenger to my uncle, by a circuitous route, to
form him of what I had observed, and the step I had
ken, and to entreat him to defer the attack as long as con-
itently with propriety it should be possible. The enemy,.
wever, had no sooner arrived at the place of his destin-
on, than the troops of the marquis, no longer capable of
itraint, rushed to engage. The Spaniards were at first sur-
.sed, but a short time led them to suspect the weakness
their assailants ; nor was the assistance I brought to my
cle sufficient to turn the fortune of the fight. We lost
tny of our men ; the rest apparently gave ground ; and
was a vain attempt, amidst the darkness of the night, to
deavour to restore order and rally them to the assault.
e were already almost completely overpowered, when
2 succours we expected reached us. They werghowev
able to distinguish friend from enemy. storm
mgled rain and snow had come on, which benumbed our
nbs, drove fiercely in our faces, and rendered every object
ke viewless. The carnage which in this situation took
ace was terrible. Our blows were struck at random. A
renchman was not less dreadful than a Spaniard. When
. battle: ceased, scarcely one of the enemy was left alive ;
at we observed: with astonishment and horror the number
o2
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of the besiegers who hadpmbnhly, in the lmdstoft.hﬂl‘
fusion, been cut to pieces by their own countrymen.

I am now arrived at the period which put an end to
fextivity and jocundness of the campaign. All after i
was one continued series of disaster. _About the clost
January, our work, though not wholly mterrupted was e
siderably retarded by a succession of heavy rains.
was injurious to us in many ways; our project, which
executed in the midst of waters, rendered additional
a matter of serious consideration. We were also s
with an apprehension of still greater magnitude, which
speedily realised. The snows being at length comp
dissolved, and the quantity of water continually incress:
we perceived one afternoon strong symptoms that
mound, the principal subject of our labour and soure
our hope, was giving way in various places. The »
morning at daybreak, it rushed down every where at 0
with wonderful violence and noise. It is difficult to ¢
scribe the sensation of anguish which was instantly
universally diffused. The labour of many weeks was ow
thrown in a moment. As we had proceeded in our
we every day saw ourselves nearer the object to which
aspired. At this time our project was almost completed,
Pavia was in imagination already in our hands, to g
possession of which had cost us such unremitted exerti
the display of so much gallantry, and the loss of so m
soldiers. We were confounded at the catastrophe we
We gazed at each other, each in want of encourag
and every one unable to afford it.

8till, however, we were not destitute of advantages.
garrison began to be in want both of ammunition and §
visions. They were in a general state of discontent, als
of mutiny, which scarcely all the address and authority
the governor were able to suppress. If the town contin
longer unrelieved, it was sure to fall into our hands. J
even this our last hope was considerably diminished by
intelligence we received the very day after the destruct
of our mound, that the imperial army, after having recel
large reinforcements, was approaching in considerable fouf
The king had some time before, in the height of his @
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Adence, and elation of his heart, sent off a detachment of
#ix thousand men to invade the kingdom of Naples; for
apon that, as well as the Milanese, he had inherited pte-
jehisions from his immediate predecessors.

“But, though the enemy was superior in numbers, and a
sart perhaps of their forces better disciplined than ours,
hey laboured under several disadvantages to which we were
ot exposed. The Emperor, though his dominions were
nore extensive, did not derive from them a revenue equal
o that of Francis. As he did not take the field in person,
he war appeared to his subjects only a common war, pro-
eeding upon the ordinary motives of war. But my coun-
rymen were led by their sovereign, were fresh from the
ecent insolence of an invasion of their own territory, and
ught at once for personal glory and their country’s honour.
“he king, who commanded them, seemed expressly formed
» obtain their attachment and affection. His nobles became
rathusiastic by the example of his enthusiasm, and willingly
&sbursed their revenues to give prosperity and éclat to the
Rmpaign.

The first question that arose upon the approach of the
nemy was, whether we should break up the siege, and
ttend in some strong post the slow, but sure, effect of their
rant of money, and the consequent dispersion of their
roops, or wait their attack in our present posture. The
ormer advice was safe; but to the gallant spirit of Francis
t appeared ignominious. He was upon all occasions the
rartisan of rapid measures and decisive proceedings; and
ais temper, with the exception of a few wary and deliberate
sounsellors, accorded with that of our whole army. For
wome days we congratulated ourselves upon the wisdom of
wmur choice ; we presented to the enemy so formidable an
Lppearance, that, notwithstanding the cogent motives he
mad to proceed, he hesitated long before he ventured to
tttack us. At lengthpyhowevepsthe day came that was
»regnant with so mom#Atous edfectation.

If through the whole limits of our camp there was not
- man that did not feel himself roused upon this glorious
'ccasion, to me it was especially interesting. The scene
.«ccorded with the whole purpose of my education, and

c3
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novelty made it impressive. 1 lived only in the p
moment. I had not a thought, a wish, a straggling
gination, that wandered beyond the circuit of the day.
soul was filled ; at one minute wild with _expectatios
at another awed into solemnity. There is somethin
describably delicious in this concentration of the mind
raises a man above himself ; and makes him feel a &
nobleness and elevation of chancter of the possessi
which he was to that hour unconscious. ¥Fear and
were ideas that could find no harbour in my bosom :

garded this as the most memorable of days, and mys
the most fortunate of mortals. Far indeed was 1 fron
ticipating the disgraceful event, in which this elatic
heart speedily terminated.

The sun rose bright in a cloudless sky. The cold ¢
season was such, as only to give new lightness and
ticity to the muscles and animal spirits. 1 saw few of !
objects of nature, which in this delightful climate g
sacred a pleasure to the human soul. But in my pn
temper there was no object of sight so ravishing, as the
and equal steps of the 1martial bands, the impatience ¢
war-horse, and the display of military standards ; no
music so enchanting, as the shrillness of the pipe
clangor of the trumpet, the neighing of steeds, an
roaring of cannon. Itis thus that man disguises to hii
the real nature of his occupation ; and clothes that %
is of all things the most nefarious or most to be lame
with the semblance of jubilee and festival.

The Imperialists were at first unable to withstan
efforts of French valour. ey gave way on every !
we pursued our advantage with impetuosity. To
slaughter of whole ranks mowed down with tremer
celerity, to the agonies of the dying, I was blind ;
groans had no effect on my organ, for my soul was ocal
in another direction. My horse’s heels spurned
mangled limbs, and were red with their blood. I f
not merely with valour, but with fury; I animated
around me by my example and my acclamations. It
seem contrary to delicacy to speak with this freedom ¢
own praises; but I am at my present writing totally chs

— - N A ———
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ad removed from what I was, and I write with the free.
pm of a general historian. It is this simplicity and inge-
aousness that shall pervade the whole of my narrative.
1 The fortune of the day speedily changed. The cow-
rdice and desertion of our Swiss allies gave the first signal
?adversity. The gallant commander of the garrison of
avia sallied out in the midst of the #fight, and suddenly
2acked us in the rear. A stratagem of the Imperial gene-
1 effected the rout of our cavalry. The whole face of the
<ld was utterly reversed.
It would be in vain for me to attempt to describe even
® small part that I beheld of the calamity and slaughter
the French army. At this distance of time, the recol-
=tion of it opens afresh the almost obliterated wounds of
# heart. 1 saw my friends cut down, and perish on
=ry side. Those who, together with myself, had marched
® in the morning, swelled with exultation and hope, now
— weltering in their blood. Their desires, their thoughts,
=jr existence, were brought to a fatal termination. The
nmon soldiers were hewed and cut to pieces by hundreds,
Ehout note and observation. Many of the first nobility
France, made desperate by the change of the battle,
Thed into the thickest of the foe, and became so many
wantary sacrifices; choosing rather to perish, than ¢o turn
Air backs with dishonour.
K n the battle I had two horses killed under me. The
it of them suffered a sort of gradual destruction. He had
=ady received one wound in the nostrils, and another in
¢ neck, when a third shot carried away two of his feet,
1 laid him prostrate on the earth.. Bernardin, my
thful attendant, observed what was passing, and imme-
ttely brought me a fresh charger; but 1 had not long
»unted him, when he received a wound which killed him
the spot. I was myself hurt in several places, and at
agth the stroke of a sabre brought me to the ground.
ere [ remained for a long time insensible. When I re-
vered, and looked around me, I found myself in entire
litude, and could at present perceive no trace either of the
temy or of my own people. Soog;“howev recol.
cted what had passed, and was but 60 well of the
o4
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defeat my countrymen had sustained. Weak and
as I was, I attempted to retire to a place of gres!
rity. 1 had scarcely changed my ground, before
trooper of the enemy rushing towards me, with tl
tion to take away my life. Fortunately I observe
at hand, to the shelter of which I hastened ; and,
moving the branches to and fro, and partly by shif
position, I baffled my adversary, till he became 1
the attempt. A moment after, I saw one of my m
mate and familiar companions killed before my e
was not lori,‘ ‘howevey, before a party of fugitive
came up to the spot where I stood, and I, like the:
hurried from the field. My uncle perished in the

It is wonderful how men can harden their heart:
such scenes as I then witnessed. It is wonder
they can be brought to co-operate in such demoni
and more than demoniac mischief, barbarity, and
But they are brought to it ; and enter, not from a d¢
necessity, but as to a festival, in which each man
to occupy his place, and share the amusements. It
to me at that time, as it seems to me now, that i
be enough for a man to contemplate such a field ¢
at Pavia, to induce him to abjure the trade of viol
ever, and to commit his sword once more to the
of the earth, from which it was torn for so nef
purpose.

These sensations, though now finally establishe
mind, were, at the time of which I am writing, but
ing duration. The force of education, and the f
of my mind, were too strong. The horror whic
whelmed me in the first moments of this great
defeat subsided ; and the military passion feturned 1
in its original ardour. My convictions, and the m
tegrity of my soul, were temporary ; and I became
a monument of that inconstancy and that wonder, t
T have just alluded.

Various circumstances, however, prevented this
from its direct operation. The character of Fra
altered by the battle of Pavia, though mine remai
same. It was in the fullest degree. decisive of the
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'the war. Milan, and every other place in the duchy,
sened their gates to the conqueror; and, in a fortnight,
3t & Frenchman was left in the fields of Italy. Of the
hole army only a small body effected an orderly retreat,
ader the command of the Duke of Alengon. Many per-
ms of the highest distinction perished in the battle : many
ere made prisoners by the enemy. France by this event
und the list 6f her noblesse considerably reduced in num-
s ; add to which, those whose loss she sustained, were
most all of them taken from among the most distinguished
1d meritorious in the catalogue.

But what constituted the principal feature in this me-
orable event was, that the king himself was found in the
umber of the prisoners; nor was he released by his un--
merous competitor till after more than a twelvemonth’s
nfinement. During this period Francis tasted of" the
egs of adversity. Inclined in the first instance to judge
" his rival by himself, he expected a liberal treatment. In
is he was deeply disappointed. After a detention of
any months in the Milanese, the scene of his former suc-
sses, he was transferred to Madrid. He was personally
glected by the emperor, while his disloyal subject * was
2ated with singular distinction. The most rigorous terms
are proposed to him. All this had the effect, in one in-
ince, of sinking him into a \disease of languor and dejec-
m which he was not expected to survive ; and, in another,

inducing him to execute an instrument by which he ab-
cated the crown, and declared his resolution of remaining
prisoner for life. His confinement was at length termin-
ed by his solemnly engaging to compulsory articles, which
+ was determined to break as soon as he found himself at
jerty ; an alternative peculiarly grating to the liberality
"his spirit. This reverse of fortune materially changed his
waracter. The fine spirit of his ambition was from this
me evaporated ; and, while he still retained the indefeasi-
le qualities of his soul, and was gallant, kind-hearted, and
:nerous, he bartered, as far as was compatible with his
isposition, the enterprising and audacious temper he had
reviously manifested, for the wary and phlegmatic system

¥ The constable of Bourbon,
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of his more fortunate competitor. His genius cower
fore that of Charles; and the defeat of Pavia may, pe
be considered as having given a deadly wound to the
of chivalry, and a secure foundation to that of eraft,
mulation, corruption, and commerce.

CHAPTER I11.

Tae lists of military ambition then being closed,
permanently, at least for a time, my mind took a new
and, without dismissing its most cherished and darlin
sion, pursued a path in the present emergency, to
the accidents of my youth had also guided me.
mother had survived, she would probably either not hy
sented to my serving at the siege of Pavia, or at least
have recalled me to the obscurity of my paternal ¢
as soon as the campaign was at an end. I had nc
completed the twentieth year of my age, at the period
memorable battle in which my sovereign was made p1
I was left without adviser or guide; even the Man
Villeroy, my mother’s brother, of whatever conseque
admonitions to me might have proved, was taken fr
in this fatal engagement. The king himself, perhaj
it not been for the dreadful calamities in which he w
involved, might have condescended to interest him
some degree in my welfare. By the course of ew
was left, yet & minor, and with an ample revenue
disposition, to be wholly guided by the suggestions
own mind.

In the portion of his reign already elapsed, the g
and interesting qualities of Francis had given a new
to the sentiments of the nation. He was the most
plished and amiable prince of the time in which h
There was but one of all the sovereigns of Christend
could cope with him in power,—the Emperor Charl
88 Charles’s peculiarities were of a sort that Frer
were accustomed to regard with aversion and conte
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‘e-had not been a doubt among my compatriots, of the
: upon which the superiority would ultimately rest. By
events of the day of Pavia they were confounded and
‘whelmed. They did not despair of their country ; they
v felt, and felt to its utmost extent, the rank which
nce held among the European states. But the chain of
r ideas was interrupted ; they could not but be conscious
the fortune of the kingdom had received a grievous
k. The illustrious career which they had in fancy
udy traversed, was postponed to a distant period.
"he consequences which flow from a suppressed ambition
easily be imagined. The nobility of France exchanged
activity of the field for the indulgences of the table:
concentrated spirit which had sought to expand itself
1 the widest stage, now found vent in the exhibition of
vidual expense : and, above all, the sordid and inglorious
ion for gaming, a vice eminently characteristic of the
now especially gained strength, and drew multitudes
its destyuctive vortex. It was, perhaps, impossible for
nung man o have entered the theatre of the world under
favourable auspices.
n what I have already written, I felt myself prompted
nlarge with complacency upon the sentiments and scenes
ny youth ; and I have yielded to the suggestion. The
e internal admonition makes me shrink from entering
1 minuteness into the detail of my ruin. I recollect my
tuation with abhorrence ; I fly from the memory with
wations inexpressibly painful ; I regard it as a cloud that
‘shadowed and blackened for ever the fair prospects of
earlier years. .
shall not enumerate all my youthful companions, or all
youthful follies. I committed a mistake obvious enough,
his immature period of my existence, when I mistook
‘usion and extravagance for splendour and dignity ; and
prudent economy which my mother had practised, served,
he present instance, as the pander to my vices. The
le tendency of my education had been to inspire me
2 a proud and restless desire of distinction ; and I was
content to play a second part in the career of my vices,
should not have been content to play a second part in
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the genuine theatre of honour and fame. In all thet
thoughtlessly spirited and gaily profligate, I led the
my compeers, and was constantly held up by the
example. By this conduct I incurred the censured
rigorous and the old ; but the voice of censure
much seldomer than that of adulation. My penm
demeanour were the topics of general applause. 1 ws
and well-proportioned ; my frame was alender and
but with an appearance of the fullest health ; my
nance was open, commanding, and animated : my k¥
situation in the world gave me confidence ; the fir
impetuosity of my temper rendered my gestures essy,
expressive, and graceful. The consequence of all this
to confirm me in a plan of life which I early laid
myself, and from which I never in any instance
I put aside those rules, as splenetic and hypercritical,
confessors preach, and with which the preceptors of
men are accustomed to weary and alienate the mi
their pupils. The charge of being disorderly and
ing I despised ; that of imprudence, even when ment
blame, sounded in my ear like the voice of encomium.
accustomed from education to sentiments of honowr,
from habit to the language of eulogy, it is difficult forf:
man to be more firmly bent than I was to incur no b’
of dishonour, or to draw the line more peremptorily
tween the follies of youth and the aberrations of s
and unprincipled spirit.

It may be alleged, indeed, and with considerable j
that the habit of gaming is an exception to this
It was with hesitation and reluctance that I entered
this habit. I saw it as it was, and as every ingenuoms
undebauched mind must see it, base and sordid. The
session of some degree of wealth I regarded, indeed, #
dispensable to a man who would fill a lofty and
character in the world ; a character that, by uniting
advantages of exterior appearance with the actions of &
should extort the homage of his species. But, in the
ture I drew of this man in my mind, I considered
as an accident, the attendant on his birth, to be di
with dignity, not to be adverted to with minuteness of

e mte e 4 an wm t o A e Mt e —
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ion. Deep play is certainly sufficiently inconsistent with
character. The direct purpose of the gamester is to
sfer money from the pocket of his neighbour into his
. He rouses his sleepy and wearied attention by the
t sordid of all motives. The fear of losing pierces his
t with anguish ; and to gain—to obtain an advantage.
himself which can scarcely exceed, and which seldom
Is, theinjury his competitor suffers,— is the circumstance.
th most transports his heart with delight. For this he
hes; for this he calculates. An honourable gamester

not seize with premeditation the moment when his
rsary is depriyed, by wine or any other cause, of his
L self-possession, He does not seek with sober malice
ay upon his passions. He does not enter with avidity
the contest with an unpractised but presuming rival :
fie cannot avoid rejoicing, when he finds that accident
given him an unusual advantage. I have often thought
I could better understand how a man of honour could
ncile himself to the accursed and murderous trade of
, than to the system of the gaming table. In war, he
ts with a stranger, 2 man with whom he has no habits
indness, and who is fairly apprised that he comes against
with ruinous intent. But in play, he robs, perhaps,
brother, his friend, the partner of his bosom ; or, in
y event, a man seduced into the snare with all the
of courtesy, and whom he smiles upon, even while he
8.
am talking here the mere reason and common sense of
juestion as it relates to mankind in general. But it is
| other feelings that I reflect upon the concern I have
elf individually in the subject. Years roll on in vain ;
themselves are useless here ; looking forward, as I do,
1 existence that shall endure till time shall be no more;
time can wipe away the remembrance of the bitter
1ish that I have endured, the consequence of gaming.
s torture! It is madness! Poverty, I have drained thy
to the dregs! 1 have seen my wife and my children
ing to me in vain for bread ! Which is the most into-
ale distress ?— that of the period, in which all the com-
s of life gradually left me ; in which I caught at every



fragment of promise, and e £ . failled; In
T rose every morning t0 | 1per myself with empty
sions ; in which I ate the : les of purgatory, fuir vl
but within bitterness and asnes ; in which I tossed, thr
endless, sightless nights, upon the couch of dissppod
and despair ? —or the period, when at length all my M
were at an end ; when I fled with horror to s #
climate ; when my family, that should have been my
fort, gave me my most poignant agony ; when I
upon them, naked, destitute, and exiles, with the tr
dous thought, what and who it was that had cansed
ruin ? Adversity, without consolation, — adversity, wh
sting is remorse, self-abhorrence and self-contempt,
has no misery by which it can be thrown into &
exceeded !

Why do I dwell upon, or at least why do I ar
this detested circumstance of my story? Let me sl
remark in this place, and pass on to the other partic
of this epoch of my prodigality. It is true, T must
this shameful appellation to myself —I was a game
But, in the beginning, I took no concern in that spec
science which is often implied in the appellation.
games were games of hazard, not of skill. It appesrl
my distempered apprehension to be only a mode in
for a man to display his fortitude and philosophy. I
flattered with the practice of gaming, because 1 saw @
when gracefully pursued, the magnanimity of the
combined with the manners of a man of the world ; a4
nanimity that no success is able to intoxicate, and no
situde to subvert. I committed my property to the hs
of the die; and I placed my ambition in laughing alil
the favours of fortune and her frowns. In the s
however, I found myself deceived. The fickle god
sufficiently proved that she had the power of making!
serious. But in her most tremendous reverses, I was n¥
influenced to do any thing that the most scrupulous g
ster regards as dishonourable. I say not this for thep
pose of giving colour and speciousness to my tale. It
it, because I have laid it down to myself in this narrs
a8 a sacred principle;, to relate the simple, unaltered trul
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:nother characteristic of the reign of Francis the First,
s gallantries. It is well known how much the king was
self occupied with attachments of this sort ; his govern-
it was rather the government of women than of politi-
8 ; and the manners of the sovereign strongly tended to
the habits of his subjeets. A very young man rather
s the tone of his passions from those about him, than
1s one that is properly his own ; and this was my case
he present instance as well as in the preceding. Ori-
Ily of an amorous constitution, I should perhaps have
ted the restlessness of my appetites without ostentation
éclat, had not the conduct of my youthful associates in
>ral led me to regard gallantry as an accomplishment
spensably necessary in a young man of rank. It must
onfessed, indeed, that this offence against the rigour of
ipline has a thousand advantages over that of gaming.
v women of regular and reputable lives have that ease of
aners, that flow of fancy, and that graceful intrepidity
hinking and expressing themselves, that is sometimes to
found among those who.have discharged themselves from
tyranny of custom. There is something irresistibly
tivating in that voluptuousness which, while it assumes
artain air of freedom, uniformly sand with preference
forms itself to the dictates of unsophisticated delicacy.
udicious and limited voluptuousness is necessary to the
ivation of the mind, to the polishing of the manners, to
refining of sentiment and the developement of the un-
‘tanding ; and a woman deficient in this respect may be
tse for the government of our families, but can neither
to the enjoyments, nor fix the partiality, of a man of
nation and taste.
3ut whatever there may be-in these considerations, cer-
L it is that the-eonduct I pursued in matters of gallantry
me into great and seribus expenses. The mistresses
h whom I chanced to associate had neither the inex-
ssible captivation of madame de Chateaubriant*, nor the
iring and impressive manners of the duchess d’Etampes*.
ey had, however, beauty and vivacity, frolic without
leness, and softness witliout timidity. 'Phey had paid.
* Mistresses of Francis L.



32 TRAVELS OF ST. LWON.

some regard to points of knowledge and taste, con
these as additional means for fixing the partiality
paramours, and knowing that they had no security
permanence of their prosperity but in the variety
attractions. In their society I was led into nev
of reflection, a nicer consideration of human pass
the varieties of human character, and, above all,
greater quickness and delicacy in mattersof intellectu
My hours, for the most part, rolled swiftly and easil
sometimes in the society of the young, the gay and
bitious of my own sex, and sometimes in the so
more delicious intercourse of the fair. I lived in tt
of all that Paris could at that time furnish of splen
luxurious. This system of living was calculated
me in pleasing dreams, and to waste away existenc
lirious softness. It sufficiently accorded with 1
period of our sovereign’s captivity, when my your
patriots sought to drown the sense of .public and j
considerations in copious draughts of pleasure ; nor
monarch’s return immediately restore to France her
haughtiness and pride.

The course of sensuality in which I was now e
though it did not absolutely sink into grossnes
well be supposed to have trodden upon the very
licence. Iand my companions were young ; we wel
fearless and presuming by fortune and by rank ;
laid aside those more rigorous restraints which ren
soberer part of mankind plausible and decent, by
them timid and trite. I will not contaminate the
my innocent and inexperienced readers by entering i
detail of the follies in which I engaged.

. One thing it is necessary to remark, as essentia
main thread of my story. My expenses of all kinds,
this period of self-desertion, drained my resources,
not tarnish my good name. My excesses were rega
some as ornamental and becoming, but by all were a
as venial. The laurels I had won in the field of 1
honour were not obscured by my subsequent cond
was universally ranked among the most promisii
honourable of the young noblemen of France. I ha
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; I did not,pass through this turbulent and diversi-

scene without disputes ; but no one cast a reflection
my name, no one ventured to speak of me with super-
sness and opprobrium. Nor was my temper more in.
than my reputation. From every dispute I extricated
if with grace and propriety ; I studied the pleasure and
f all with whom I associated ;- and no man enjoyed
extensively than I did the sweets of friendship,-as far
: sweets of friendship can be extensively enjoyed.

- CHAPTER 1V.

» been now two years in habits of life and a mode of
se extremely injurious to my patrimony, when a cir-
tance occurred, which promised completely to deliver
om the ruinous consequences of my own folly. This
10 other than my encounter with that incomparable
n, who afterwards became the partner of my life, and
wother of my children. I cannot even now recollect
ithout tears: the sentiment which her very name ex-
n my mind is a mingled feeling; on the one hand, of
ost exquisite and unspeakable delight, a feeling that
25 and expands and electrifies my throbbing -heart ;
n the other, of the bitterest anguish and regret. I
develope the source of this feeling.
rguente Louise Isabeau de Damville was, at the penod
- first meeting, in the nineteenth year of her age.
omplexion was of the most perfect transparency, her
lack and sparkling, and her eyehrows dark and long.
were the perfect smoothness and clearness of her skin,
: nineteen she appeared five years younger than she was,
elongretained thisextreme juvenility of form. Her step
ry and light as that of a young fawn, yet at the same
irm, and indicative of strength of body and vigour of
Her voice; like the whole of her external appear-
was expressive of undesigning, I had almost said
th, simplicity. Yet, with all this playfulness of ap-
D
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pearance, her understanding was bold and correct.
mind was well furnished with every thing that cou
to her accomplishments as s wife or a mother. B
dulgent parents had procured her every aque‘
cation, and circumstances had been

to her improvement. She was encouraged and-i
the art of drawing, for which she discovered a vy
talent, by Leonardo da Vinei ; and she formed herp
taste from the conversation and instructions of (i
Marot. But, amidst the singular assemblage of ber!
lectual accomplishments, there was nothing by whid
was so much distinguished, as the uncommon

her judgments, and the unalterable amiablenes d
manners. This was the woman destined to crown m}
piness, and consummate my misery. If I hsd
known her, I should never have tasted true plessue
had been guided by her counsels, I should not haved
to the very dregs the cup of anguuh.

The house of her father, the Marquis de Damvil
the resort of all the most eminent wits and scholars
penod particularly of Marot, Rabelais, Erasmus s

This was my first inducement to frequent it
eduation had inspired me with an inextinguishable’
literature ; and the dissipation in which I was at th
involved could not entirely interrupt the propensity.
most thoughtless and extravagant period of my life |
casional intervals of study and reflection; snd th
animated, and ingenious conversation of the men
mentioned, had always peculiar charms for me,

I had continued for some time to visit at the Mi
hotel, before I encountered the beautifal Margueritt
first time I saw her, she made a deep impression uy
The Marquis, who was one of the most bemevolt
enlightened of mankind, had been led by my charat
manners to conceive a8 warm friendship for me.
the ruin in which I was heedlessly involving mys
believed that it was not yet too late to save me.
thought that there was no method 'so likely to ef
veformation as the interposition of domestic affect
was not unwilling to encourage the attachment I |
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for his daughter. On iny part I wanted but little
Jurdgement. I no sooner observed her manners, and
mae acquainted with her merits, thar my heart was wn.
rably fixed. 1 became as it were & new man. 1 was
ene, who, after his eyes had grown imperceptibly dim
ngtt every objeet appeared indistinet and of a
any genersl hue, has his sight instantaneously restered,
Deholds the fabric of the universe int its genuine clear.
» brilliancy, and truth. I was astonished at my own
7, that 1 could so long have found gratifieation in plea-
% mesn and sensttal. 1 was ashamed of my own de.
taton. I could not endure the comparison between the
Ay, unsubstantial attractions of the women I had hitherte
mented, and the charms of the aderable Marguerite. The
kty of her mind seemed to give a eelestial brillianey and
fess o the beuties of her pervoni. The gross and brutal
wwits of the debauchee are often indeed described by the
ne epithets as the virtuous and refined passion with which
=as now for the first time inspired ; but experience con-
©ed tae that they differed in their most essential features.
he Marquis saw the state of my mind, and addressed
thus, “ Ceunt,” said he, “ I feel the most ardent
mdsltip for you. I am inexpressibly eoncerned for your
®are. You will be convineed of this, when ¥ have fur-
wed you with & clae to my late conduct towards you. I
B'dyou,ifnotasarmnedmsn,atleastasaminthe
2 road to ruin. Your present habits are of the most
EZerous sort ; they appeat to you perfeetly conformable
principles of the strictest honour ; nay, they come re.
trewded to you by a certain eclat and dignity with
«h they seem to be surrounded. I could say to you,
olleet yourself. Be not misled by delusive appearances.
nsider the present state of your fortune, and the state in
ich your mother left it. - You cannot be ignorant how
ntly it is impaired. How has this circumstance arisen?
tve your revernies been expended in the service of your
wntry ? Have you purehased any thing by them that will
wfer on you lasting renown? Pat together the sum of
ions, which, piece by piece, you have been willing to
urd as indifferent snd imnoeent, if not av graceful and
D2
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becoming. You cannot but be struck with their mons
deformity. Is it possible that you can be ignorantd
nature of poverty? There is such a thing as hows
poverty. The poverty of Cincinnatus was honourable!
impoverished himself by paying the fine which ws!
tiously imnposed on his son, and then was contented #]
his time alternately between the highest situations ol
most rigid simplicity. The poverty of & man of g
such as Rabelais, if not honourable, is interesting, via
compare his merits and worth with that of many ofi
persons upon whom fortune has blindly lavished be:
wvours. It is honourable, if he have declined the me#
enriching himself by the sacrifice of his independen!
his principles. But of all earthly things the mox!
temptible is the man who, baving wasted his god
riotous living, yet hungers after the luxuries thstl
proved his bane, and feasts himself upon the stes
dainties of which he has lost the substance. P
always sufficiently disadvantageous in a

where attention and courtship are doled forth with s
of gold, is tremendous to him. He is the scorn of allt
kind. Wherever he is a guest, he is invited only!
trampled upon and insulted. He is capable of mof
and is e burden to society and mankind. The he
ness of age advances upon him with stealing steps, o
is destined to gather all its miseries and none of its
solations,

“ 1 might have talked to you thus, but I refusedi
apprehend something of the nature of advice. I knov
it can seldom be attended with its genuine effect, am
never be received with deference and pleasure, whe
motives are capable of misconstruction. If I had tall
you thus, I might have appeared to be indulging ¢
ranny of age; I might have seemed to assume an -
coming air of superiority and command : it could nol
been clear that 1 was honestly interested in that,
which I affected so much concern. I doubt not &
genuousness of your nature. I doubt not that you
have been struck with the picture. But I must
mitted to doubt the adequate and lasting effect of n
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dation. I was not willing by my forwardness and:
wcity to wear out one of the great springs of human
ovement. ’
I have determined on your reform. For that purpose I
¢ it necessary to combine my remonstrances and advice,
a change of your habits and situation. You have
1 largely of what are commonly called the pleasures of
but there are pleasures that you have not tasted. At
moment you anticipate them; and anticipate them-
the ardour of a lover. But you know not yet all the
ications that attend upon domestic affections. -
[ am willing to bestow upon you my daughter. I con-
:0 prove the purity of my advice, and the sincerity of
2gard, by committing her happiness to the risk. She
reasure, the equal of which perhaps the world does not
I speak not of her personal attractions. But in un-
anding, accomplishments, and virtue, I firmly believe
>man living can compare with her. In possessing her,
will be blessed beyond the lot of princes. But, at the
time that I shall thus put happiness within your grasp,
mber that I commit to your disposal the happiness: of
Zuerite. You are a worthy and an honourable man ;
talents and your virtues will constitute her felicity.
portion will redeem the injury which your patrimony
quffered from your excesses, and you will have enough
-ourselves, and for your mutual offspring. I cannot
ve that, with such a deposxt intrusted to you, you w111
mt to brmg her to misery and ruin.
X have one condition, however, to stipulate with you.
auire of you, as the pledge of her happiness, that you
t off your present modes of life; that you separate
self from your connections, and retire into the country
. your paternal estate. You are yet too young to be in
ier from that tyranny of custom, which often renders
more advanced in life incapable of relishing the simple
genuine pleasures. You will find contentment and
in the society of my daughter, and in the bosom of:
* rising family. You will be happy in the circle of
' own. hearth, and have little to ask of the rest of man.
L. If, in anyill-omened and inauspicious moment, the
3
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allurements of your present vices (forgive the pli
uylpeedx)lbouldrelnmedlei!powermyu,l
least that I shall never live to see it; that I shell

My heart weeps blood, while I record the it
this noble and generous man. A nobler France #§:
oontain through all her boundaries. Refined by ki
polished by the best society his age eould affird,
grey in the field of honour, and particularly distings
by the personal attachment and confidence of his
What was all this advice to me? What return did]
to this unparalleled kindness and friendship ? I ruissl
sdmirable woman ! I involved her in poverty and
With the most savage barbarity I prepared for her
mature grave! Can I forget this? Of what avail
immortal life and immortal youth? Oh,
guerite! For ever thy image haunts me! For ew
ghost upbraids me ! How little have I proved myself
of such a partner! Rather what punishment, what
what shame and detestation have I not deserved !
be Heaven, the last prayer of the Marquis of
least was granted ! He did not live to witness my
my profligacy, and insanity.

I resume the thread of my story—llntenulh
dress of the Marquis with reverence and il
accepted his conditions with joy. I married his
daughter, and conducted her to my paternal esfate 8
Bourdelois. Now only it was that I tasted of perfed
piness. To judge from my own experience in this
tion, I should say, that nature has atoned for all the
snd miseries she so copiously and incessantly pows
her sons, by this one gift, the tranacendent enj
nameless delights which, wherever the heart is
the soul is refined, wait on the attachment of two
of opposite sexes, My beloved Marguerite guidel
directed me, at the same time that she was ever
my gratification. I instructed her by my experience,
she enlightened me by the rectitude and decision of
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. Ours was a sober and dignified happiness, and its
- sobriety served to give it additional valuptuousness.
had each our separate pursuits, whether for the culti-
»n of our minds, or the promotion of our mnutual in-
its. Separation gave us respectability in each other’s
» while it prepared us to enter with fresh ardour into
»ty and conversation. In company with each other,
s passed over us, and appesred but minutes. It has
. said to be a peculiar felicity for any one te be praised
man who is himself eminently a subject of praise:
much happier to be prized and loved by a person
by of love? A man may be prized and valued by his
td ; but in how different a style of sentiment from the
rd and attachment that may reign in the bosom of his
ress or his wife ? Self-complacency and self-satisfaction
perhaps be numbered among the principal sources of
entment. It is necessary for him who would endure
tence with patience, that he should conceive himself to
something, —that he should be persuaded he is not a
1er in the muster-roll of man. How bitter is the an~
sh we are sometimes doomed to sustain in this respect
n the marks we receive of other men’s indifference and
tempt? To feel that we are loved by one whose lave we
‘e deserved, to be employed in the mutual interchange of
marks of this love, habitually to study the happiness
»ne by whom our happiness is studied in return, this is
most desirable, as it is the genuine and unadulterated
dition of human nature. I must have some ome to
apathise with ; I cannot bear to be cut off from all re-
ons: I desire to experience a confidence, a concord, an
wchment, that cannot rise between common acquaintance.
every state we long for some fond bosom on which to
¢ our weary head ; some speaking eye with which to ex-
nge the glances of intelligence and affection. Then the
1 warms and expands itself ; then it shuns the observ.
» of every other beholder; then it melts with feelings
\t are inexpressible, but that the heart understands with-
; the aid of words; then the eyes swim with rapture;
m the frame languishes with enjoyment ; then the soul
ms with fire; then the two persons thus blest are no
D 4
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longer two; distance vanishes, one thought anims
mind informs them. Thus love acts; thus it is
to perfection ; never does man feel himself so muc
so truly etherial, as when, bursting the bonds of dif
uncertainty and reserve, he pours himself entire i
bosom of the woman he adores.

Marguerite de Damville was particularly distin;
from every other woman I ever knew by the justnes
taste and the vividness of her feelings. This circw
was a fund of inexhaustible delight and improver
me. We were both of us well acquainted with th
eminent poets and fine writers of modern times. Bt
we came to read them together, they presented the
in a point of view in which they had never been see
before. It is, perhaps, more important that poet
every thing that excites the imagination or appeal:
heart, should be read in solitude, than in society.
true way to understand our author in these cases, is
ploy each of these modes in succession. The terri
majestic, the voluptuous and the melting, are all ¢
in a considerable degree, affairs of sympathy ; and v
judge of them so infallibly, or with so much satit
as when, in the presence of each other, the em
kindled in either bosom at the same instant, the eye
pregnant with sentiment and meaning, involuntar
and mingle ; the voice of the reader becomes modu
the ideas of his author, and that of the hearer, by
dental interjection of momentary comment or a
confesses its accord. It was in this manner that
together the admirable sonnets of Petrarch, and p
review the sublime effusions of Dante. The le
Eloisa to Abelard afforded us singular delight. We
into the effusions of the Troubadours, and, among
absurdities and inequality, we found a wildness, :
pouring forth of the soul, an unpruned richness of
ation, and, from time to time, a grandeur of concep
audacious eccentricity of thought, that filled us w
looked for transport. At other times, when not r
engaged in this species of reading, we would repeat -
to each other, communicate the discoveries of this ¢
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her had made in solitude, and point out unobserved beau-
s, that perhaps neither of us would have remarked, but -
the suggestions of the other. It is impossible for two
'mons to be’ constituted so much alike, but that one of
am should have 2 more genuine and instantaneous relish
one sort of excellence, and another for another. Thus
added to each other’s stores, and acquired a largeness of
«<eption and liberality of judgment that neither of us
=ld have arrived at if separate. It is difficult to imagine
# prolific this kind of amusement proved of true happi-
3. We were mutually delighted to remark the accord
ur feelings, and still more so, as we perceived that
»xd to be hourly increasing, and what struck either as a
nish in the other, wearing out and disappearing. We
e also led by the same means to advert to the powers of
i existing in each, the rectitude of judgment and deli-
7 of feeling. As our attachment hourly increased, we
riced in this reciprocation of benefits, while each gave or
>ived something that added to value of mind and worth
character. Mutual esteem was incessantly kept alive,
L mutual esteem is the only substantial basis of love.
ch of us hourly blessed our common lot, while each be-
red it impracticable elsewhere to have found so much
rth blended with so much sweetness. '
But we did not confine ourselves to the library and fire-
&, We walked, we rode, we travelled together ; we ob-
wed together the beauties of nature, and the system of
universe ; we traversed many provinces of France, and
e parts of Italy and Spain ; we examined the characters
mankind, as they are modified by the varieties of natural
«cent, or the diversities of political government. In all
8 we found peculiar gratification. There is something.
the scent and impression of a balmy atmosphere, in the
tre of sunshine, in the azure heaven and the purple
uds, in the opening of prospects on this side and on that;
‘the contemplation of verdure and fertility, and industry
d simplicity and cheerfulness, in all their variations, in
2 very act and exercise of travelling, peculiarly congenial
the human frame. It expands the heart, it makes the
irit dance, and exquisitely disposes us for social enjoy-
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ment. The mind becomes more elevated and !
assumes a microscopical and unwonted sensihility
things which, in ordinary moments, are unheede
known ; it enjoys things too evanescent for a namu
minute to be arrested ; it trembles with pleasur(
every fibre and every articulation.

One thing is necessary to be mentioned in d
though, while it adds to the fidelity of delineat
aware it breaks the tone of feeling, and the ha
the picture. But it is not my intention in this]
Pass myself for better than I am. I have laid dow
self the sacred maxim of absolute truth and imparti
must confess, therefore, with whatever anguish, m)
inferiority to my incomparable partner. She hs
simplicity of genuine taste. The more she deliv
self up to nature, the greater was her content. /
fluous appendages and show appeared to her as
obstacles to enjoyment. She derived her happir
the tone of her own mind, and stood in no need of
ing admiration and stupid wonder of others to
feel herself happy. But I retained the original v
mind. The gestures of worship and the voice of
were necessary to me. I did not suffice to myself.
satisfied with the tranquil and inglorious fruition
pleasures, forgetting the vain and anxious tumu
world, and forgotten by those who figured on i
It may be, that Marguerite could, and ought, by
degrees, to have rooted out this disease of my mi
I am concerned only with the statement of fac
know that no such thing was the effect of our in

This absurd passion did not, however, at this
me to any fatal extremities. It contented itsel
frivolous gratification resulting from a certain
ostentation and expense. I maintained a conside
of servants : my apartments were magnificent, ar
niture splendid. When we travelled, it was w
tendance little short of princely. Idiot that
regard this as an addition to the genuine pleasur
have ahove enumerated! When we were at h¢
accidental guest was received and entertained w
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linary pomp, & pomp not directed to add to his accom.
dation, but that was designed to leave him impressed
th astonishment and admiration at the spirit of his host,
ten, indeed, did I feel this ostentation an encumbranee :
en did I languish for the edse and freedom which result
m a mediocrity of circumstances. But this 1 called,
ing honour to my ancestors and my country, and vindi-
ing the consideration due to the house of 8t. Leen.
To quit this painful recollection.~ A circumstance which
ded at this time to fill the measure of my happiness,
wsisted in the dear pledges which Marguerite bore me of
- mutual affection. It is impossible for him who has not
serienced it, to conceive the accumulation which a ge-
ne tenderness derives from this source. The difficulties
many that attend upon pregnancy ; trifles are at that
3od sources of fatigue ‘and injury ; it is necessary that
person should be protected, and. the mind tranquil. We
e to watch over a delicate plant, that appears to call for
our anxiety and attention. There is in this case the
timent, without the repulsive circumstances that attends
»n our sympathy with a dangerous and alarming disease.
rguerite, by her sensibility and growing attachment,
ndantly rewarded my cares. At length the critical pe-
1 arrives, when an event so extraordinary occurs, as can-
- fail to put the human frame in considerable jeopardy.
ver shall I forget the interview between us immediately
»mequent to her first parturition, the effusion of soul with
ich we met each other after all danger seemed to have
msided, the kindness which animated us, increased as it
8 by ideas of peril and suffering, the sacred sensation
th which the mother presented her infant to her husband,
the complacency with which we read in each other’s eyes
rommon sentiment of melting tenderness and inviolable
achment |
This, she seemed to say, is the joint result of our com-
m affection. It partakes equally of both, and is the
ine in which our sympathies and our life have been
wred together, never to be separated. Let other lovers
tify their engsgements by presents and tokens ; we re-
d and stamp our attachment in this precious creature, a

S



4“4 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

creature of that species which is more admirable ¢
thing else the world has to boast, a creature
pleasure and pain, of affection and love, of sentim
fancy, of wisdom and virtue. This creature wi
stand in need of an aid we shall delight to afford ;
quire our meditations and exertions to forward
provement, and confirm its merits and its worth. V
each blend our exertions, for that purpose, and ow
confirmed by this common object of our labour and a
will every day become more sacred and indissolubl
this the present weakness of my beloved Marguerit
not allow her to say. But all this occurred to
flections ; and, when we had time tranquilly to
our recollection of the event, it plainly appeared th
this our hearts and conceptions had most truly symj

The possessing 2 third object, a common centre of
to both, is far from weakening the regard of such :
for each other. It does not separate or divert ther
a new link of connection. Each is attached to it ¢t
for the sake of either ; each regards it as a sort of
or scion, representing the parent; each rejoices
health, its good humour, its smiles, its increase in
strength, and in faculties, principally from the ide
gratification they will communicate to the other.
not for this idea, were it possible the pleasure sh
be mutual, the sentiment would be stripped of its |
elevation and refinement ; it would be comparativ
selfish, solitary, and inane.

In the first ten years of our marriage my wife
me five children, two sons and three daughters. Th
son only died in his infancy. My predominant ps
this time was that of domestic pleasures and emplo
and I devoted myself, jointly with the mother, to
tivation of the minds of my children. They all i
siderable degree rewarded our care ; they were all ;
Taught by the example of their parents, they live¢
common harmony and affection. Charles, the eld
a lad of a bold and active disposition ; but the sen
of virtue and honour that were infused into him, 1
Marguerite and myself, found a favourable recepti

- |
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iromised to render those qualities, which, if left to them-
elves, might have been turbulent and dangerous, productive
£ the happiest consequences. Julia, his eldest sister, was
meommonly mild and affectionate, alive to the slightest
aristions of treatment, profoundly depressed by every
aark of unkindness, but exquisitely sensible to demon-
trations of sympathy and attachment. She appeared little
ormed to struggle with the difficulties of life and the frowns
£ the world; but, in periods of quietness and tranquillity
othing could exceed the sweetness of her character and
ae fascination of her manners. Her chief attachment was
» her mother, though she was by no means capable of her
rother’s active beneficence and heroic fortitude. Louisa,
ae second daughter, resembled her mother in person, and
romised to resemble her in character. Marguerite, the
oungest, differed from the whole family, in the playfulness
ad frolic of her disposition. Her vivacity was inexhaust-
»le, and was continually displaying itself in innocent
icks, and smart, unexpected sallies. Nothing could pos-
ibly be more ingenuous than this admirable infant; no-
hing more kind, considerate, and enthusiastic in her tender-
iess and grief, when an occasion occurred to call forth
hese sentiments. But the moment the sorrowful occasion
vas over, she would resume all her vivacity; and even
lometimes, in the midst of her tears, some trait of her
aative humour would escape. I know not whether all the
amily were not more attached to the little Marguerite than
o any other individual member, as she certainly oftenest
:ontributed to their amusement and pleasure. — Such was
e amiable circle, one and all of whom have been involved
»y ine in the most tremendous ruin and disgrace.

CHAPTER V.

'HARLES Was now nine years of age. His mother and
ayself had delighted ourselves with observing and forward-
ag the opening of his infant mind, and had hitherto been



conteated with the assistamer of 2 1 ghbouring p
way of precepeor. L. as he was eur euly s, 1
desirous that he  wd ol zin every advantage of

age,  little world of fellow.beings, with whom b
engage in their petty business and caves, with wb
sions his own might jostle or might sympathvise, wh

where languages were properly taught, and sciene
be acquired, were at this time exceedingly fev
nearest university was that of Toulouse, at the dis
twenty-six leagues. This was, practically spesakin
from us as Paris itself. Was then our darling ch
torn from his parents, from all he was accustome:
and all by whom he was loved, to be planted in ¢
of strangers, to have his mind excited to obeervat
the spirit of generous contention roused, at the
suppressing the tender affections of his soul, and tl
ments of duty, reliance, and love? There seemed, 1
to be no alternative. It was necessary that a te
separation should take place. Intellectual improven
a point by all means to be pursued ; and we mu
our efforts to keep alive along with it those winni
lities, and that softness of heart, which had hithe
dered Charles so eminently our delight. Such w
fond speculations and projects for the future.

It was at length determined that I should proces
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th him to Paris. I could there observe upon the spot
» state of the university, and the means of learning that

sted in the metropolis ; and could consult with some of .

we eminent luminaries with whom I had become ac.
rinted at the house of the Marquis de Damville. Mar-
sHite declined accompanying me upon this occasion. Her.
xer was dead: she could not think of quitting her daugh-
& for any considerable time ; and our nuptial engagement
~esiding always in the country gave her a repugnance to
removing with her whole family to Paris. It was left
Ibable that she might eome to me when the business was
Jded, if at that time it waa determined to leave her son at
capital ; and that she might then reconduct me to the
ce, which had been the scene of all my happiness, but
ich I was destined never to revisit in peace.
Preliminaries being at length fully adjusted in the man.
= that appeared suitable to the importance of the occasion,
iet off for the metropolis of my country, which I had seen
ly once, and that for a very short period, in the course
ten years. That visit had been produced by a very me-
acholy circumstance, the death of the Marquis de Dam-
lle. Marguerite and myself had then been summoned,
d arrived at his hotel but a few days before he expired.
hough extremely weakened by the mortal disease under
hich he laboured, he retained all the faculties of his mind,
d conversed with us in the most affectionate and endear-
g terms. He cangram]ated us upon our mutual felicity
»r could the situation in which we found him, upon the
ink of an everlasfing oblivion of all earthly things, abate
ie sincerity and fervour of his delight. He thanked me
r my carriege and conduct as a husband, which, he said,
ight with propriety be held up as a model to the human
secies. He applauded himself for that mingled discern-
ient and determination, which, as he affirmed, had so
yportunely secured my virtue and his daughter’s happiness.
[e trusted that I was now sufficiently weaned from those

abits which had formerly given him so much alarm. At~

emneumeheeonjuredme,bymrymotwetlmm

rerflowingen™ °  :eould suggest, to persist in my good
solutions, a1 1 er to change that residence, where 1
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had found every degree of delight of which the
mind is in its present condition susceptible. “Donal
he, “be drawn aside by ambition ; do not be daszled
glitter of idle pomp and decoration; do not enter!
motest circle of the vortex of dissipation! Live
midst of your family; cultivate domestic affection;
solace and joy of your wife; watch for the presa
future welfare of - your children; and be assured th
will then be found no contemptible or unbeneficial m
of the community at large !”

Such were the last advices of the Marquis de Du
Excellent man! how ill were your lessons remen
how ill your kindness remunerated! He died in th
year of our marriage. The serious impreseion whic
event produced in my mind gave me small incling
enter into any species of society, and disposed me!
Paris as soon as every respect had been paid to t
quies of the deceased.

Upon my arrival in the metropolis on the presen
sion, 1 immediately sought to renew my acquaintam
those amiable and eminent persons, who had for th
part constituted the circle of the Marquis de Da
They received me with that interest and attention
have usually found attendant on a cultivated mind.
pleasure was considerable, that resulted from meetin
thus again, after ten years’ cessation of intercourse.
of them, indeed, were dead, and others dispersed by"
accidents in different parts of France or of Europe.
greater part, however, I still found in that celebrate
which might well be considered as the metropolis
civilised world. The king had early been distinguis
his love of letters and the arts; and added years
they abated in his mind the eagerness of ambition anc
gave new strength to his more cultivated propensitie
liberality of his conduct, and the polished ease ths
racterised his manners, produced a general predilec
favour of the capital in which he resided.

I found all my former friends matured and impro
the silent influence of time. Their knowledge w
creased ; their views rendered wider; their conve
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more amusing and instructive, their manners more
| and unaffected. But, if their characters had experi-
| revolution, mine was more materially changed. I
before encountered them with all the heat and pre-
tion of youth, with no views so much present to my
as those of chivalry and a factitious honour, with no
ience but that of a camp. I was impetuous, volatile,
lissipated. I had not rested long enough upon any one
e flowers of intellect to extract its honéy; and my
was kept in a state of preternatural agitation by the
»ns of a gamester. It was now become cool, moderate,
ranquil. The society of Marguerite had contributed
. to the improvement of my character ; I had lived in
Le and brutish solitude, but in the midst of contem-
m and letters ; and I had the passions of a husband
father, in the extremest degree attached to his family.
e passions will be found, perhaps, to be the true school
manity: the man, whose sitnation continually exercises
m the softest and most amiable charities of our nature,
almost infallibly surpass his brethren in kindness to
rathise with, and promptness to relieve, the distresses
hers. :
il it be "accounted strange that, in Paris, surrounded
ersons of various knowledge and liberal benevolence, I
d mysgelf under the influence of other feelings, than any
d lately experienced ? I was like a man who had suf-
. long calamity in a famished vessel or a town besieged,
8 immediately after introduced into the midst of luxury,
:able loaded with the most costly dainties. Every viand
o his apprehension an exquisite relish, and every wine
icious flavour, that he never perceived in them before.
no one infer that my love for Marguerite was dimi-
«d; it has already sufficiently appeared in the course of
warrative, that no happiness could be more consummate
mine was with this admirable woman. Had I been
1 upon to choose for the seat of my future life, between
»aternal chéteau in the Bordelois, with Marguerite to
: my abode, on the one hand; and all the gratifications
Paris could afford, on the other, I should not have
ated even for an instant. But the mind of man is
E
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made capacious of various pleasures; and a person ofs
and uncorrupted judgment will perhaps always esjey
emotion the delights which for a long time before Mt
not encountered, however enviable his content ms
been under their absence. I delighted to conves
the men of genius and refinement with whom Paris
time abounded. It was a feast of soul of which!
rarely partaken in my rural retreat. I delighted to
excellence with number, and, to a considerable
least, variety of intercourse with sentiments of regrl
friendship. In these select societies I found no el
pressions and reserve. Their members were
disposition, similar in their pursuits, and congenisl
sentiments. VWhen any one spoke, it was that the

to whom he addressed himself might apprehend wis
passing in his thoughts. They participated with s

and a liberal mind in each other’s feelings, whetherd
delight or melancholy disappointment.

Thus situated, I forgot for a time my engaguul‘
Marguerite. The scenes of St. Leon, its fields, itso
its woods and its streams, faded from my mind. IH
the pleasure with which I had viewed my children s
on the green, and the delicious, rural suppers whichI!
80 often partaken with my wife beneath my vines ad!
fig-trees at the period of the setting sun. When I &
for Paris, these images had dwelt upon my mind, sslf
dened my fancy. At every stage I felt myself reof
still further from the scene where my treasures sl
affections were deposited. But, shortly after, news
and new employments engaged my thoughta. Thef
sures which I sought but weakly at first, every time |
were tasted increased my partiality for them. I seemsd
a time to be under the influence of an oblivion of my#
life. Thus circumstanced, the folly which had sod
root in my character, took hold of me. I hiredam
ficent hotel, and entertained at my own expense thee
sons in whose society I principally delighted. My#
became more numerous than those of the Marquis de]
ville, and were conducted in a very different style of 1
dour and profusion, I corresponded with Marguerite
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satinually found some new pretext for lengthening my
- ; and she on her part, though the kindest and most
algent of women, became seriously alarmed and un-
aymy parties were more numerous than those of the
‘quis de Damville had been, they were more mixed.
ong others, I occasionally associated with some of those
leman who had been the companions of my former dis-
&ion and gaming. An obvious consequence resulted
o this. Parties of play were occasionally proposed to

I resisted — I yielded. My first compliances were

id, hesitating, and painful. I recollected the lessons .

. exhortations of my excellent father-in-law. At length,
vever, my alarms abated. I reproached myself with the
at of an honourable confidence in my own firmness, and
cowardice of supposing that I was not to be trusted with
-direction of my conduct.
Jne evening I ventured beyond the cautious limits I had
first prescribed myself, and won a considerable sum.
is incident produced a strong impression upon me, and
»d my mind with tumult and agitation. There was a
“et that I had concealed almost from myself, but which
- recurred to me with tenfold violence. I was living
and the means I had to discharge my expenses. My
mensity of this sort seemed to be fatal and irresistible,
amarriage with Marguerite had oecurred opportunely, to
. the breaches I had at that time made in my fortune,
to take from me the consciousness of embarrassments
ch I should otherwise have deeply felt. The death of
Marquis, however deplorable in other respects, happened
period when the spirit of profusion and magnifieence
ch characterised me had again involved my affairs in
riderable difficulty. It might be supposed that these two
@ of experience would have sufficed to extirpate my
¥ ; but they had rather the contrary effect. In each of
n the event was such as to prevent extravagance and
aghtlessness from producing their genuine results ; and,
onsequencs, they appeared less criminal and mischievous
my eyes than otherwise they probably would have ap.
ved. I rather increased than diminished my establishe
E 2

<~
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ment upon the death of my father-in-law. I hx
sonable prospect of any property hereafter to descen
that should exonerate me from the consequences o
prodigality. But I did not advert to this. I sw
surrounded by my children ; they were the delight
lace of my life; and yet I was heedless of their i
Sometimes I resolved upon a more rigid econor
economy is a principle that does not easily lay hok
but a heart framed to receive it. It is a business¢
tive and vigilant detail. It easily escapes the mind
the impetuosity of the passions, the obstinacy o
propensities, and the seduction of long established
Marguerite, indeed, did not share with me in these
the simplicity and ingenuousness of her mind we
that she would have been as happy in a cottage as a
but, though she did not partake my vices, an il
forbearance and tenderness for my feelings did ne
her effectually to counteract them. This is, perh
only defect of character I am able to impute to ber

After I had won the sum to which I have al
retired to my hotel full of anxious thoughts. Itp
upon me, in some degree, the same effect as ordims
longs to a great calemity. I lay all night sleepl
disturbed. Ruin and despair presented themselve
mind in a thousand forms. Heedless prodigality
lapidated revenues passed in review before me. 1
the years of my life. I had completed the thirty
year of my age: this was scarcely half the probahle:
of human existence. How was I to support the re
period, a period little assorted to difficulties and exp
and which, in the close of it, seems imperiously to
every indulgence? Hitherto, an interval of fow
years had repeatedly sufficed to involve me in seri
barrassment. My children were growing up arou
my family was likely to become still larger ; as my«
increased in years, their demands upon my revenw
be more considerable. Were these demands to be &
Were my daughters, nay, was the heir of my rank
name, to be committed to the compassion of th
unprovided and forlorn? What a cheerless prospect
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oomy and disconsolate hue did these ideas spread upon
future, which the health of the human mind requires
ave gilded with the beams of hope and expectation? I
already tried the expedient of economy ; and I had
‘ormly found this inestimable and only sheet-anchor of
lence gliding from my deluded grasp. Could I promise
elf better success in future? There seemed to be some-
& in my habits, whether of inattention, ostentation, or
msistency, that baffled the strongest motives by which
iimony and frugality can be enforced.
Vhy did these thoughts importunately recur to me in
Present moment ? They were the suggestions of a ma-
ant genius, — thoughts, the destination of which was
2ad me into a gulf of misery and guilt! While I was
ag on in a regular train of expense, while I was scoop-
the mine that was to swallow me and my hopes to-
ner, I had the art to keep these reflections at bay. Now
= I bad met with an unexpected piece of good fortune,
# rushed upon me with irresistible violence. Unfortunate
vcidence ! Miserable, —rather let me say, guilty, aban.
&d miscreant !
s soon as I rose in the morning, I went to the closet
e, the evening before, I had deposited my recent ac-
itions. I spread out the gold before me. I gazed
= it with intentness. My eyes, 2 moment after, rolled
a;cancy. I traversed the apartment with impatient steps.
the demon seemed to make his descent upon my soul.
= was the first time that I had ever felt the struggle of
scious guilt and dishonour, I was far indeed from an-
»ating that species of guilt, and that species of ruin,
ch soon after overwhelmed me. My mind did not once
ir to the possibility of any serious mischief. I dwelt
7> as gamesters perhaps usually do, upon the alternative
Ween acquisition and no acquisition. Idid not take into
account the ungovernableness of my own passions. 1
amed it as unquestionable, that I could stop when I
ased. The thoughts that tortured me were, in the first
Ce, those of a sanguine and unexperienced adventurer in
dttery, whose mind rests not for a moment upon the sum
has risked, but who, having in fancy the principal prize
53 :
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ment upon the death of my father-in-law. I had no res
sonable prospect of any property hereafter to descend to m«
that should exonerate me from the consequences of furthe
prodigality. But I did not advert to this. I saw myse
surrounded by my children ; they were the delight and «
lace of my life; and yet I was heedless of their interest
‘Bometimes I resolved upon a more rigid economy:
economy is a principle that does not easily lay hold of an
but a heart framed to receive it. It is a business of atten
tive and vigilant detail. It easily escapes the mind, amid
the impetuosity of the passions, the obstinacy of roote
propensities, and the seduction of long established habit
Marguerite, indeed, did not share with me in these follies
the simplicity and ingenuousness of her mind were suct
that she would have been as happy in a cottage as & palace
but, though she did not partake my vices, an ill-judge
forbearance and tenderness for my feelings did not perm'
her effectually to counteract them. This is, perhaps, th
only defect of character I am able to impute to her.
After 1 had won the sum to which I have alluded,
retired to my hotel full of anxious thoughts. It produce
upon me, in some degree, the same effect as ordinarily be
longs to a great calamity. I lay all night sleepless an
disturbed. Ruin and despair presented themselves to m
mind in a thousand forms. Heedless prodigality and di
lapidated revenues passed in review before me. I counte
the years of my life. I had completed the thirty-secon
year of my age: this was scarcely half the probable duratio
of human existence. How was I to support the remainin
period, a period little assorted to difficulties and expedients
and which, in the close of it, seems imperiously to call fo
every indulgence? Hitherto, an interval of four or fiv
years had repeatedly sufficed to involve me in serious
barrassment. My children were growing up around me
my family was likely to become still larger ; as my offsprin
increased in years, their demands upon my revenues woul
be more considerable. Were these demands to be slighted
Were my daughters, nay, was the heir of my rank and m'
name, to be committed to the compassion of the weorld
unprovided and forlorn? What a cheerless prospect !- Wha
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a gloomy and disconsolate hue did these ideas spread upon
that futare, which the health of the human mind requires
to have gilded with the beams of hope and expectation? I
had already tried the expedient of economy; and I had
uniformly found this inestimable and only sheet-anchor of
prudence gliding from my deluded grasp. Could I promise
myself better success in future? There seemed to be some-
thing in my habits, whether of inattention, ostentation, or
inconsistency, that baffled the strongest motives by which
parsimony and frugality can be enforced.

Why did these thoughts importunately recur to me in
the present moment ? They were the suggestions of a ma-
lignant genius, — thoughts, the destination of which was
to lead me into a gulf of misery and guilt! While I was
going on in a regular train of expense, while I was scoop-
ing the mine that was to swallow me and my hopes to-
gether, I had the art to keep these reflections at bay. Now
that I had met with an unexpected piece of good fortune,
they rushed upon me with irresistible violence. Unfortunate
coincidence ! Miserable, —rather let me say, guilty, aban-
doned miscreant !

As soon as I rose in the morning, I went to the closet
where, the evening before, I had deposited my recent ac-
quisitions. I spread out the gold before me. I gazed
upon it with intentness. My eyes, a moment after, rolled
in vacancy. I traversed the apartment with impatient steps.
All the demon seemed to make his descent upon my soul.
This was the first time that I had ever felt the struggle of
conscious guilt and dishonour, I was far indeed from an-
ticipating that species of guilt, and that species of ruin,
which soon after overwhelmed me. My mind did not once
recur to the possibility of any serious mischief. I dwelt
only, as gamesters -perhaps usually do, upon the alternative
between acquisition and no acquisition. Idid not take into
the account the ungovernableness of my own passions. 1
sssumed it as unquestionable, that I could stop when I
pleased. The thoughts that tortured me were, in the first
phee those of a sanguine and unexperienced adventurer in

, whose mind rests not for 2 moment upon the sum
he has risked, but who, having in fancy the principal pnze
g3
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already in his possession, and having distributed it to various
objects and purposes, sometimes fearfully recurs to the pos-
sibility of his disappointment, and anticipates with terror
what will be his situation, if deprived of this imaginary
wealth. 1 had now, for the first time, opened my eyes to
the real state of my affairs, and I clung with proportionable
vehemence to this plank which was to bear me from the
storm. In the second place, I felt, though darkly and un-
willingly, the immorality of my conception. To game may,
in some instances, not be in diametrical opposition to liber.
ality of mind; but he who games for the express purpose
of improving his circumstances must be an idiot, if he does
not sometimes recollect that the money lost may be as se-
rious a mischief to his neighbour, as the money gained can
possibly be a benefit to himself. It is past a question, that
he who thus turns his amusement into his business loses
the dignity of a man of honour, and puts himself upon a
level with the most avaricious and usurious merchant.

Though I was far from having digested a specific plan
of enriching myself by these discreditable means, yet the
very tumult of my thoughts operated strongly to lead me
once more to the gaming-table. I was in no humour to
busy myself with my own thoughts ; the calmness of literary
discussion, and the polished interchange of wit, which had
lately so much delighted me, had now no attraction for my
heart ; the turbulence of a scene of high play alone had
power to distract my attention from the storm within. I
won a second time. I felt the rapidity and intenseness of
my contemplations still further accelerated. I will not over
again detail what they were. Suffice it to say, that my
hopes became more ardent, my conception of the necessity
of this resource more impressive, and my alarm lest this
last expedient should fail me more tormenting.

The next time I lost half as much as the sum of my
winnings. I then proceeded for several days in a nearly
regular alternation of gain and less. This, as soon as the
fact unavoidably forced itself upon ‘my mind, only served
to render my thoughts more desperate. No, exclaimed I,
it was not for this that I entered upon so tormenting a
pursuit. It is not for this that I have deserted the learned
societies which were lately my delight, and committed my-
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self to a sea of disquiet and anxiety. I came not here, like
a boy, for amusement ; or, like one who has been bred in
the lap of ignorance and wealth, to seek a relief from the
burden of existence, and to find a stimulus to animate my
torpid spirits. Am I then to be for ever bafled? Am I to
cultivate a tract of land, which is to present me nothing in
return but unvaried barenness? Am I continually to wind up
my passions, and new-string my attention in vain? Am I
a mere instrument to be played upon by endless hopes and
fears and tormenting wishes? Am I to be the sport of
events, the fool of promise, always agitated with near ap~
proaching good, yet always deluded ?

This frame of mind led me on insensibly to the most
extravagant adventures. It threw me in the first place into
the hands of notorious gamblers. Men of real property
shrunk from the stakes I proposed ; as, though they were
in some degree infected with the venom of gaming, their
infection was not so deep as mine, nor with my desperation
of thought. The players with whom I engaged were for
the most part well known to every one but myself, not to
be able to pay the sums they played for, if they lost ; nay,
this fact might be said in some sense to be known to me as
well as the rest, though I obstinately steeled myself against
the recollection of it. One evening I won of one of these
persons a very large sum, for which I suffered him to play
with me upon honour. The consequence was simple. The
next morning he took his departure from Paris, and I heard
of him no more. ’

Before this, however, the tide of success had set strongly
against me. I had sustained some serious vicissitudes ;
and, while I was playing with the wretch I have just men-
tioned, my eagerness increased as my good luck began, and
I flattered myself that I should now avenge myself of for~
tune for some of her late unkindnesses. My anguish —=
why should I call the thing by a disproportionate and
trivial appellation ? — my agony — was by so much the
greater, when I found that this person, the very individual
who had already stripped me of considerable sums, had
duappeared and left me without the smallest benefit from
my imaginary winnings. s

B
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No man who has not felt, can possibly image to himself
the tortures of a gamester, of a gamester like me, who
played for the improvement of his fortune, who played with
the recollection of a wife and children dearer to him than
the blood that bubbled through the arteries of his heart,
who might be said, like the savages of ancient Germany, to
make these relations the stake for which he threw, who
saw all my own happiness and all theirs through the long
vista of life, depending on the turn of a card ! Hell is but
the chimera of priests, to bubble idiots and cowards. What
have they invented, to come into competition with what
I felt! Their alternate interchange of flames and ice
is but a feeble image of the eternal varieties of hope and
fear. All bodily racks and torments are nothing compared
with certain states of the human mind. The
would be the most pitiable, if he were not the most despi-
cable creature that exists. Arrange ten bits of painted
paper in a certain order, and he is ready to go wild with
the extravagance of his joy. He is only restrained by
some remains of shame, from dancing about the room, and
displaying the vileness of his spirit by every sort of freak
and absurdity. At another time, when his hopes have
been gradually worked up into a paroxysm, an unexpected
turn arrives, and he is made the most miserable of men.
Never shall I. cease to recollect the sensation I have repeat-
edly felt, in the instantaneous sinking of the spirits, the
conscious fire that spread over my visage, the anger in my
eye, the burning dryness of my throat, the sentiment that
in a moment was ready to overwhelm with curses the cards,
the stake, my own existence, and all mankind,. How every
malignant and insufferable passion seemed to rush upon my
soul! What nights of dreadful solitude and despair did I
repeatedly pass during the progress of my ruin ! It was the
night of the soul! My mind was wrapped in a gloom thas
could not be pierced! My heart was oppressed with &
weight that no power human or divine was equal to
remove! My eyelids seemed to press downward with an
invincible burden! My eyeballs were ready to start and
crack their sockets! I lay motionless, the victim of in-
effable horror! The whole endless night seemed to be
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filled with one vast, appalling, immovable idea!- It was a
stupor, more insupportable and tremendous than the
utmost whirl of pain, or the fiercest agony of exquisite per-
ception |

One day that my mind was in a state of excessive an-
guish and remorse (I had already contrived by this infernal
means to dispossess myself of the half of my property),
my son came unexpectedly into my chamber. For some
time I had scarcely ever seen him : such is a gamester!
All the night, while he slept, I was engaged in these haunts
of demons. All the day, while he was awake, and studying
with his masters, or amusing himself, I was in my bed-
chamber, endeavouring to court a few broken hours of sleep.
When, notwithstanding the opposition of our habits, I had
the opportunity of seeing him, I rather shunned to use,
than sought to embrace it~ The sight of him had a savour
of bitterness in it, that more than balanced all the solace of
uatural affection. It brought before me the image of his
mother and his sisters ; it presented to my soul a frightful
tale of deserted duties ; it was more galling and envenomed
than the sting of scorpions.

Starting at the sound of the opening door, I called out
abruptly, and with some harshness, ¢ Who is there? What
do-you want ?” ’

¢ It is I, sir,” replied the boy ; “ it is Charles, come to
pay his duty to you!”

“ I do not want you now; you should not come, but
when you know I am at leisure,” answered I somewhat
disturbed.

 Very well, sir; very well: I am going.” As he spoke
his voice seemed suffocated with tears. He was on the
point of shutting the door, and leaving me to myself.

¢ Charles !” said I, not well knowing what it was I in-
tended to do.

He returned.

¢ Come here, my dear boy!”

I took his hand, I drew him between my knees, I hid
my face in his neck, I shook with the violence of my emo-
tion.

% Go, go, boy : you perceive I cannot talk to you.”



58 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

I pushed him gently from me.

“ Papa!” cried he, “I do not like to leave you.
know I am but a boy, and can be but of little use to yo
If mamma were with you, I would not be troublesome.
should cry when I saw you were grieved, but I would &
no questions, and would leave you, because you desired :
I hope you have not had any bad news ?”

¢ No, my boy, no. Come to me to-morrow, and I w
be at leisure, and will talk a great deal to you.”

, papa, to-morrow ! Every day that I did not s
you, I thought it would be to-morrow ! And there was o
to-morrow, and another to-morrow, and so many, that
seemed as if you had forgotten to speak to me at all.”

“ Why, Charles, you do not doubt my word? It
yau that to-morrow you shall see me as long as you please

“ Well, well, I will wait! But do then let it be all da
I will not go to college, and it shall be a holiday. Papa
do not like my lessons half so well as I did, since I ha
neither you nor mamma that I can tell what they ¢
about.”

-bye, Charles! Be a good boy! remember 1
morrow ! Good-bye !”

* Papa ! now I am sure you look a good deal better th
you did at first. Let me tell you something about t
lesson I read this morning. It was a story of Zaleuc
the Locrian, who put out one of hls own eyes, that
might preserve eye-sight to his son.’

- This artless story, thus innocently introduced, cut me
the soul. I started in my chair, and hid my face upon 1
table.

¢ Papa, what is the matter ? Indeed you frighten me

¢ Zaleucus was a father ! What then am I?”

“ Yes, Zaleucus was very good indeed ! But, do
know, his son was very naughty. It was his disobedies
and wickednes that made him liable to such a punishme
1 would not for the world be like Zaleucus’s son. I ho
pepa, you will never suffer from my wilfulness. You st
not, papa, indeed, indeed !”

I caught the boy in my arms. ¢ No, you are very goc
you are too good ! I-cannot bear it!”

w
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¢ Well, papa, I wish I were able to show you that I
love you as well as ever Zaleucus loved his son !”

I was, melted with the ingenuousness of the boy’s ex-
pression. I quitted him. I paced up and down the
room. Suddenly, as if by paroxysm of insanity, I seized
my child by the arm, I seated myself, I drew him towards
me, I put my eye upon him.

“ Boy, how dare you talk to me of Zaleucus? Do you
mesn to insinuate a reproach ? Do I not discharge a fa-
ther’s duty? If I do not, know, urchin, I will not be in~

sulted by my child !”
The boy was astonished. He burst into tears, and was
silent. -

1 was moved by his evident distress. “No, child, you
have no father. I am afraid you have not. You do not
know my baseness. You do not know that I am the dead-
liest foe you have in the world.”

 Dear papa, do not talk thus! Do not I know that yon
are the best of men? Do not I love you and mamma
better than every body else put together ?”

¢ Well, Charles,” cried 1, endeavouring to compose my=
self, * we will talk no more now. Did not I tell you, you
should not come to me but when you knew it was a proper
time? I hope you will never have reason to hate me.”

¢ I never will hate you, papa, do to me what you will I*
. He saw I wished to be alone, and left me.

CHAPTER VI.

In the evening of the same day, my beloved Marguerite
arrived unexpectedly at Paris. In the beginning of our
separation, I had been to the last degree punctual in my
letters. 1 had no pleasure so great, as retiring to my
closet, and pouring out my soul to the most adorable of
women. By degrees I relaxed in punctuality. Ordinary
occupations, however closely pursued, have a method in
them, that easily combines with regularity in points of an
incidental nature. But gaming, when pursued with avidity,
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subverts all order, and forces every avocation from the
place assigned it. When my insane project of supplying
the inadequateness of my fortune by this expedient began
to produce an effect exactly opposite, I could not, but with
the extremest difficulty, string my mind to write to the
mistress of my soul. I endeavoured not to think, with
distinctness and attention, of the persons whose happiness
was most nearly involved with mine. I said to myself,
Yet another venture must be tried; fortune shall change
the animosity with which she has lately pursued me ; 1
will repair the breaches that have been sustained ; and I
shall then return with tenfold avidity to subjects that at
present I dare not fix my mind upon. My letters were
accordingly short, unfrequent, and unsatisfactory ; and
those of Marguerite discovered increasing anguish, per-
turbation, and anxiety. What a change in the minds of
both had the lapse of a few months produced! Not that
my attachment had suffered the diminution of a single
particle ; but that attachment, which had lately been the
source of our mutual felicity, was now fraught only with
distress. My mind was filled with horrors ; and Marguerite
expected from me an encouragement and consolation in
absence, which, alas, I had it not in my power to give !

I had now continued in Paris for a time vastly greater
than I had originally proposed. After having remained
more than ten days without receiving one word of intel-
ligence, a letter of mine was delivered to Marguerite, more
short, mysterious, and distressing to her feelings, than any
that had preceded. The ten days’ silence, from me who
at first had never missed an opportunity of pouring out
my soul to her, and contributing to her pleasure, was ex-
quisitely painful. There is scarcely any thing that pro-
duces such a sickness of the heart as the repeated proro-
gation of hope. But, when the letter arrived that had
been so anxiously looked for, ghen the hand-writing of
the superscription was recognised, when the letter was
treasured up for the impatiently desired moment of soli-
tude, that the sacred emotions of the heart might suffer no
interruption, and when it at last appeared so cold, so
ominous, so withering to the buds of affection, the deter-
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mination of Marguerite was speedily formed. The rela-
tions that bound us together were of too mighty a value
to be dispensed or to be trifled with. She felt them as
the very cords of existence. For ten years she had known
no solace that was disconnected from my idea, no care but
of our own happiness and that of our offspring. Bene-
volent she was almost beyond human example, and inte-
rested for the welfare of all she knew ; but these were
brief and mutable concerns ; they were not incorporated
with the stamina of her existence. I was the whole world
to her ; she had no idea of satisfaction without me. Her
firmness had been sufficiently tried by the interposal of
separation and absence. How was she to interpret the
obscurity that had now arisen? Had I forgotten my
family and my wife? Had I been corrupted and de-
bauched by that Paris, the effects of which upon
character her father had so deeply apprehended? Had ly
in contempt of every thing sacred, entered into some new
attachment ? Had the attractions of some new beauty in
the metropolis made me indifferent to the virtue of my
children, and the life of their mother? Perhaps the length
of our attachment had infected me with satiety, and the
inconstancy of my temper had been roused by the charms
of novelty. Perhaps the certainty of her kindness and
regard had no longer allurements for me ; and I might be
excited to the pursuit of another by the pleasures of hope
combined with uncertainty, and of a coyness, that seemed
to promise compliance hereafter, even while it pronounced
a present denial. These were the images that haunted her
mind ; they engendered all the wildness, and all the tor-
ments, of a delirious paroxysm ; she resolved that no time
should be sacrificed to needless uncertainty, and that no
effort of hers should be unexerted to prevent the mischief
she feared.

It was evening when she arrived. I was upon the
point of repairing to that scene of nightly resort, the source
of all my guilt and all my miseries. I enquired of my
son’s valet where he was, and how he had been in the
course of the day. He was gone to bed : he had appeared
unusually sad, sometimes in tears; and, while he was



pillow with tears! Thuuu,dm at last, has driven me
from my family and daughters, resolved to obtain the cer-
tainty of despair, or the dispersion of my fears! Have I
known all this, and think you that I do not enjoy with rap-
ture this blissfal moment >”

While we were thus conversing, Charles entered the
room. He was not yet asleep when his mother arrived :
be heard her voice; and hastened to put on his clothes,
that he might rush into her arms. The pleasure Margue-
rite had conceived from our meeting, and the affectionate
serenity that had taken possession of her soul, infused
double ardour into the embraces she bestowed on her son.
He gazed earnestly in her face ; be kissed her with fer-
vency ; but was silent.

“Why, Charles!” said she, “ what isthe matter with you?
Are not you glad to see me ?”

“That I am, mamma ! So glad, that I do not know what
to do with myself ! I was afraid I never should have been

“Pooh, boy what do youmean? You were not mother-
sick, were you ?”

““ Yes, indeed, I was sick, sick at heart! Notthat I am
a coward ! I think that I could have been satisfied to have
been without either my father or you for a little while.
But papa is so altered, you cannot think ! He never smiles
and looks happy ; and, when I see him, instead of making
me joyful, as it used to do, it makes me sad !”

“Dear Reginald!” replied the mother, looking at me, “is
it posuble that, while my heart was haunted with fear and
suspncmns, separation alone should have had such an eﬂ'eet
on you ?”

I dare say it was that,” interposed the boy. I could
not make papa smile, all I could do: but, now you are come,
he will soon be well! How much he must love you,
mamma !”

The artless prattle of my son struck anguish to my soul,
and awakened a whole train of tormenting thoughts. Alas!
thought I, can it indeed be love, that thus contrives against
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‘the peace of .its object? Would to God, my child ! that
my thoughts were as simple and pure as thy innocent
bosom ! .

“ And yet,” added the boy, as if recollecting himself, * if
he could not see you, sure that was no reason for him to avoid
me? He seemed as much afraid of me, as I have seen
some of my play-fellows of a snake! Indeed, mamma, it
was a sad thing that, when I wanted him to kiss me and
press me to his bosom, he shrunk away from me! There
now ! it was just so, as he looks now, that papa used to
frown upon me, I cannot tell how often ! Now is not that
ugly, mamma ?”

I could no longer govern the tumult of my thoughts.
 Peace, urchin!” cried I. “ Why did you come to mar
the transport of our meeting ? Just now, Marguerite, 1
forgot myself, and was happy ! Now all the villain rises
in my soul !”.

My wife was so astonished at the perturbation of my
manner, and at the words I uttered, that she was scarcely
able to articulate. - “ Reginald !” in broken accents she ex-
claimed — “ my love ! — my husband !”

 No matter,” said I. It shall yet be well! My heart
assures me it shall ! — Be not disturbed, my love! I will
‘never cause you a moment’s anguish ! I would sooner die a
thousand deaths ! — Forget the odious thoughts that poor
Charles has excited in me so unseasonably ! They were
mere idle words! Depend upon it they were!”

While I was speaking, Marguerite hid her face upon the
sofa. - I took her hand, and by my caresses endeavoured to
soothe and compose her. At length, turning to me, —
 Reginald !” said she, in a voice of anguish, *“ do you then
endeavour to hide from me the real state of your thoughts ?
Was the joy that attended our meeting iperishable and de-
ceitful 7 After ten years of unbounded affection and cen~
fidence, am I denied to be the partner of your bosom ?”

¢ No, Marguerite, no! this was but the thought of a mo-
ment! .By to-morrow’s dawn it shall have no existence in
my-bosom.. Why should I torment you with what so soon
shall have no existence to myself ? Meanwhile, be assured,
my love (instead of suffering diminution) is more full, more
fervent and .entire, than it ever. was!”

r
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At this instant my mind experienced an extraordinary im-
i Instead of being weaned, by the presence of this
admirable woman, from my passion for gaming, it became
stronger than ever.: If Charles had not entered at the cri-
tical moment he did, I should have remained with Margue-
rite, and, amidst the so long untasted solace of love, have,
at least for this night, forgotten my cares. But that ocecur-
rence had overturned every thing, had uncovered the wounds
of my bosom, and awakened conceptions that refused to be
laid to sleep again. The arms of my wife, that were.about
to embrace me, suddenly became to me & nest of scorpions.
I could as soon have rested and enjoyed myself upon the
top of Vesuvius, when it flamed. New as I was to this
species of anguish, tranquilly and full of virtnous comtent-
ment a8 I had hitherto passed the years of my married state,
the pangs of a guilty conscience I was wholly unsbie to bess.
I rose from my seat, and was upon the point of quitting
the reom.

Marguerite perceived by my manner that there was some-
tlnng extraordinary passing in my mind. “ Where are yuu
going, Reginald ?” said she.

I anewered with a slight nod. ¢ Not far,” I replied,
attempting an air of apathy and unconcern.

She was not satisfied. “ You are not going out?” she
enquired.

I returned to where I had been sitting. My love, 1
was going out at the moment of your arrival. It is neces-
sary, I assure you. I hope I shall soon be back. I am
sorry I am obliged to leave you. Compose yonnelf Yo-
are in want of rest, and had better go to bed.”

 Stop, Reginald ! Afford me a minute’s leisure bdnre
you depart! Leave us, Charles! Good night, my dear
boy ! Kiss me; mmembertbntyourmotbauno'h&e
same house with you; and sleep in peace.”

The boy quitted the room.

. % Reginald !” said the mother, [ have no wish #e con-
trol your desires, or be a spy upon your actions ; but your
conduct seems 8o extraordinary in this instance, as to dise
pense me from the observation of common rules. . I have
always been a complying wife ; I have never set myself in
contradiction te your will ; I appeal to yourself for the

- g —
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wath of ¢his. I despise, however, those delicacies, an ad-
herenoe to which would entail upon us the sacrifice of all
that is most valusble in human life. Can I shut my eara
upen the mysterious expressions which Charles’s complaints
hawve extorted from you? Can I be insensible to the ex-
treordinary purpose you declare of leaving me, when I have
yot been searcely half an hour under the roof with you?
Before Charles came in, you seem to have entertained no
sash-design.”

« My love,” replied I, ““how seriously you comment upon
the most insignificant incident! Is it extraordinary that your
unoxpeoted arrival should at first have made me forget an

¢ that I now recollect ?”

¢ &t. Leon,” answered my wife, ““ before you indulge in
surpeise at my earnestness, recollect the circumstances that
immediately preceded it. Through successive weeks I have
waited for some satisfactory and agreeable intelligence from
you, I hadaright before this to have expected your return.
Uneertainty and a thousand fearful apprehensions have at
length driven me from my home, and brought me to Paris.
I am come here for satisfaction to my doubts, and peace to
my snxious heart. Wonder not, therefore, if you find
something more earnest and determined in my proceedings
new, than upon ordinary occasions. Give me, I_conjure
you, give me ease and relief, if you are able! If not, at least
allow me this consolation, to know the worst !”

¢ Be pacified, Marguerite !” I rejoined. “ I am grieved,
Heaven knows how deeply grieved, to have occasioned you
a moment's pain. But, since you lay so much stress upon
this eircumstance, depend upon it, I will postpone the
business I was going about, and stay with you.”

This concession, voluntary and sincere, produced an
effect that I had not foreseen. Marguerite gazed for a
moment in my face, and then threw herself upon my
neek. .

¢ Forgive me, my beloved husband !’ she cried.  You
indeed make me ashamed of myself. I feel myself inex-
cumble. I feel that I have been brooding over imaginary
evils, and creating the misery that corroded my heart.
How inexpressibly you rise my superior! But I will con-
F2
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quer my weakness. I insist upon your going to the en-
gagement you have made, and will henceforth place the
most entire confidence in your prudence and honour.”

Every word of this speech was a dagger to my heart.
What were my feelings, while this admirable woman was
taking ehame to herself for her suspicions, and pouring out
her soul in commendation of my integrity! I looked in-
ward, and found every thing there the reverse of her
apprehension, a scene of desolation and remorse. I em-
braced her in silence. My heart panted upon her bosom,
and seemed bursting with a secret that it was death to re-
veal. I ought, in return for her generosity, to have given
up my feigned engagement, and devoted this night at least
to console and pacify her. But I could not, and I dared
not. The wound of my bosom was opened, and would
not be closed. The more I loved her for her confidence,
the less I could endure myself in her presence. To play
the hypocrite for so many hours, to assume a face of tran-
quillity and joy while all within was tumult and horror,
was a task too mighty for human powers to execute. I
accepted of Marguerite’s permission, and left her. Even
in the short interval before I quitted the house, my carriage
was near to betraying me. I could perceive her watchful
of my countenance, as if again suspicious that some fatal
secret lurked in my mind. She said nothing further upon
the subject however, and I presently escaped the inquisition
of her eye. )

1t is scarcely necessary to describe the state of my mind
as I passed along the streets. It is sufficient to say that
every thing I had felt before from the passion of gaming
was trivial to the sensations that now occupied me. Now
first it stood confessed before me, a demon that poisoned all
my joys, that changed the transport of a meeting with the
adored of my soul into anguish, that drove me forth from
her yet untasted charms a solitary wanderer on the face of
the earth. My busy soul drew forth at length the picture
of what this encounter would have been, if it had been
sanctified with the stamp of conscious innocence. At one
moment I felt myself the most accursed of mankind ; I
believed that he who could find, as I did, barrenness and
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{ in the choicest of Heaven’s blessings, must be
sle beyond precedent or hope. Shortly after, how-
reviewed again the image of my poison, and found
te promise of a cure. The more desperate my case
xd to me, with -the greater insanity of expectation
issure myself that this one night should retrieve all
sfortunes. In giving to it this destination indeed, I
“afflict the gentle bosom of my wife but too pro-
vith ‘some hours of uneasiness. But the event would
repay her for so transitory a suffering ; 1 would
pen my whole mind to her. I would practise no
éserves ; I should no longer be driven to the refuge
le hypocrisy. I would bid farewell to the frowns
e caresses of fortune. I would require of her no
- kindnesses. * If I were incapable myself of a rigid
1y, I would commit implicitly to Marguerite the
1 of my income, whom I knew to be every way
«d for the office. With these reflections I nerved
nd to the most decisive adventures.
y should I enter into a long detail of the incidents
crisis? Soon, though not immediately, I began to .
nsiderable sums. I brought with me in the first in-
a penétrating eye, a collected mind, an intellect
d for unintermitted exertion. Misfortune sub-
all this. My eye grew wild, my soul tempestuous,
ughts incoherent and distracted. I was incapable of
ing judicious; but I was determined to persevere.
«d till morning, nor could the light of morning in-
1e to desist. - The setting sun of that day beheld me
ar!
re is a degree of misery, which, as it admits of no
tion, so does it leave no distinct traces in the me-
It seems as if the weakness of the human mind
icapacitated it to support the delirium of joy, and
remity of sorrow. Of what immediately succeeded
iod to which I have conducted my narrative I have
Ilection, but a horror beyond all names of horror,
nexplicable, unintelligible. Let no one, however,
2, that the temporary desertion of the soul is any
ion of its misery. The mind that sinks under its
F3
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suffring does not by that conduct shake off its burden.
Rather, ten thousand times rather, would I endure all the
cslamities that have ever yet received 2 name, the sensations
amd history of which are capable of being delineated, than
sastain that which has no words by which to express itsef,
and the conception of which must be trusted solely to the
faculties and sympathy of the reader. Where is the cold
and inapprehensive spirit that talks of madness as a refuge
from sorrow ? Oh, dull and uwnconceiving beyond all
belief ! I cannot speak of every species of madness; but
I also have been mad! This I know, that there is »
vacancy of soul, where all appears buried in stupidity, and
scarcely deserves the name of thought, that is more in-
tolerable than the bitterest reflections. This I know, that
there is an incoherence, in which the mind seems to wander
without rudder and pilot, that laughs to scorn the saper-
stitious fictions of designing priests. Oh, how many
sleepless days and weeks did I endure! the thoughts fran-
tic, the tongue raving! While we can still adhere, if I
may 8o express myself, to the method of misery, thereisa
sort of nameless complacency that lurks under all that we
can endure. We are still conscious that we are men ; we
wonder at and admire our powers of being miserable ; but,
when the masts and tackle of the intellectual vessel are all
swept away, then is the true sadness. We have no con-
sciousness to sustain us, no sentiment of dignity, no secret
admiration of what we are, still clinging to our hearts.

All this I venture to affirm, with the full recollection
of what I suffered, when restored to my senses, present to
my mind.

When the account was closed, and the loss of my last
stake had finished the scene, I rose, and, quitting the fatal
spot where these transactions had passed, entered the street,
with a heart oppressed, and a bursting head. My eyes
glared, but I saw nothing, and could think of nothing. It
was already nearly dark; and the day which had been
tempestuous, was succeeded by a heavy and settled rain. I
wandered for some time, not knowing whither I went. My
pace, which had at first been slow, gradually increased, and
I traversed the whole city with a hurried and impatient



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 71

step. The strects which bad contained few persons at
first, gradually lost those few. I was almost alone. I saw
oocasionally ragged and houseless misery shrinking under
the cover of a miserable shed ; I saw the midnight robber,
watching for his prey, and ready to start upon the unwary
pasvenger. From me he fled ; there was something in my
air that impelled even desperate violation to shrink from
the encounter. 1 continued this incessant, unmeaning exer-
tion fer hours. At length, by an accidental glance of the
eye, I found myself at the gate of my own hotel. Heedless
of what I did, I entered ; and, as nature was now come

exhausted within me, sunk down in a sort of insen.
sibility at the foot of the grand staircase.

‘This stupor, after a considerable interval, gradually sub-
sided. I opened my eyes, and saw various figures flit-
ting about me ; but I seemed to myself equally incapable of
collecting my thoughts, and of speech. My understanding
indeed shortly became clearer, but an insuperable reluctance
to voluntary exértion hung upon me. I explained myself
only in monosyllables ; a sort of instinctive terror of dis-
closing what had passed to the admirable woman I had
sscrificed maintsined in me this perpetual reserve. For
several days together I sat from morning till night in one
immovable posture, nor was any thmg of force enough to
awaken me to exertion.

CHAPTER VIL

Ir was not long before the unhappy partner of my fortunes
was informed of what had passed. The wretches who had
stripped me of my all soon made their appearance to claim
what was no longer mine. What would have been their
reception, if I had sufficiently possessed myself to parley
with them on the subject, I am unable to determine. I
could not have preserved the wreck of my property from
their grasp, but at the expense of an indelible stain upon
my honour ; yet my desperation would probably have led
¥ 4
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me to a conduct equally extravagant ‘and ieless. "In th
condition in which I was, the whole direction of the busi.
ness devolved upon Marguerite; and never  did -humar
creature demean herself with greater magnanimity and pro-
priety. She saw at once that she could not resist' thei
claims but at the expense of my reputation; for hersel
she valued not riches, and had no dread of poverty; and
thus circumstanced, she had the courage herself to bring &
me the papers they offered, the object of - which I scarcely
understood, and to cause me to annex that signature whict
was to strip her and her children of all earthly fortune
Her purpose was, as soon as this business was over, t
cause us to quit France, and retire into some scene of virtu.
ous obscurity. But she would not leave behind her for the
last descendants of the counts de St. Leon any avoidabl¢
disgrace. Her mode of reasoning upon the subject was ex:
tremely gsimple. Obscurity she regarded as no misfortune
and eminent situation, where it fairly presented itself, as ¢
responsibility it would be base to shrink from : ignominy
alone she considered as the proper theme of abhorrence
For the fickleness and inconstancy of; fortune it is impossi
ble to answer ; by one of those reverses in which sh
appears to delight, she might yet restore us to the lustre o:
our former condition ; but, if the name of St. Leon wa
henceforth to disappear from the annals of France, she wa
desirous at least, as far as depended on her, that it shoulc
expire, like the far famed bird of Arabia, in the midst o
perfumes.

‘When the whole situation of Marguerite is taken int
consideration, the reader, like myself, will stand astonishec
at the fortitude of her conduct. She had come to Paris
unable any longer to tranquillise the agitation of her mind
and exhausted with fears, suspicions, and alarms. Wher
she arrived, she experienced indeed one delusive momen
of transport and joy. But that was soon over. It wa
mucceeded by reflections and conjectures respecting the
mysteriousness of my behaviour ; it was succeeded by m)
unexpected departure, and the hourly expectation of m)
return. After the lapse of a night and a day, I returnec
indeed, but in what a condition! Drenched with rain
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trembling with inanition, speechless and alone. Scarcely
bad she received notice of my arrival, and come forward to
meet me, than she saw me fall, motionless and insensible,
at her feet. She watched my recovery, and hung with in.
describable expectation over my couch. She was only
called away by the wretches, who came to advance their
accurséd claims, and to visit her with the intelligence of
our ruin, as with a thunderbolt. Already enfeebled and
alarmed by all the preceding circumstances, they spoke
with no consideration to her weakness, they stooped to no
qualifications and palliatives, but disclosed the whole in the
most abrupt and shocking manner. Any other woman
would have sunk under this accumulation of ill. Marguerite
only borrowed vigour from her situation, and rose in pro-
portion to the pressure of the calamity. She took her re-
solution at once, and answered them in the most firm and
decisive language.

The period of inactivity and stupor that at first seized
me was succeeded by a period of frenzy. It was in this
condition that Marguerite conducted me and my children to
an obscure retreat in the canton of Soleure, in the republic
of Switzerland. Cheapness was the first object ; for the
most miserable pittance was all she had saved from the
wreck of our fortune. She had not chosen for beauty of
situation, or magnificence of prospects. The shock her
mind had sustained was not so great as to destroy her acti-
vity and fortitude, but it left her little leisure for the wanton-
ness of studied indulgence. The scene was remote and
somewhat sterile. She conceived that, when I recovered
my senses, an event which she did not cease to promise
herself, solitude would be most grateful, at least to the first
stage of my returning reason.

Hither, then, it was that she led me, our son, and three
daughters. Immediately upon our arrival she purchased
a small and obscure, but neat, cottage, and attired her-
self and her children in habits similar to those of the
neighbouring peasants. My paternal estates, as well as
those which had fallen to me by marriage, had all been
swallowed up in the gulf, which my accursed conduct had
prepared. Marguerite made a general sale of our movables,
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who have never been led to a practical examination of the
sshject, how much may be effected in this respect by an
sttachrment ever on the watch, and an understanding judi~
dious to combine, where hired attendance would sleep, and
the coarseness of a blunt insensibility would irritate, nay,
perhaps, mortally injure:

It i» scarcely possible to imagine a wife more interesting
sad admirable than Marguerite appeared upon the present
oceasion. Fallen from the highest vank to the lowest
poverty, she did not allow herself a mean and pitiful regret.
No reverse could be more complete and abrupt, but she did
sot sink under it. She proved, in the most convincing
manner, that her elevation was not the offspring of wealth

-or rank, but was properly her own. She gave a grace, even
a Iustre, to poverty, which it can only receive from the
emanations of a cultivated mind. Her children were recon«
ciled and encouraged by her example, and soon forgot those
indulgences which had not yet had time to emasculate their
spirits. The deplorable situation to which the father of
the family was reduced was far from inducing her to cesse
from her efforts in the bitterness of despair. She determined
for the present to be both a father and a mother to her
children. 8he looked forward with confidence to my speedy
tecovery. Though I was the author of her calamities, she
did not permit this consideration to subtract from the purity
of her affection, or the tenderness of her anxiety. She re-
solved that no word or look of hers should ever reproach
me with my misconduct. She had been accustomed to de-
sire rank, and affluence, and indulgence for her children ;
that her son might run the career of glory which his fores
fathers ran, and that her daughters might unite their fates
with what was most illustrious and honourable in their
native country. But, if she were disappointed in this, she
was determined, as far as it should be in her power, to give
them virtue and cheerfulness and content, a mind that should
find resources within itself, and call forth regard and esteem
from the rest of mankind.

My recovery was fitful and precarious, sometimes appear-
ing to be rapidly on the advance, and at others to threaten
a total relapse. Among the expedients that Marguerite
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emploved to re-excite the shumbering spark of reason was
that of paternal affection. Everon the watch for a favour-
ahle opportunity, she sometimes brought to me her own
little namesake, who, though only twelve months old, did
»ot fail to discover unequivocal marks of that playfulness
and gaiety which made o considerable a part of her con-
stitational character. Her innocent smiles, her frolic and
caveless langhter, produced a responsive vibration that
reached to my inmost heart. They were, not unfrequently,
powerful enough to check the career of my fury, or to raise
me from the lowest pitch of despondence. Julia wept for
me, and Louisa endeavoured to copy the offices of kindness
she was accustomed to see her mother perform: Charles,
who conceived more fully than the rest the nature of my
indisposition, was upon all occasions solicitous to be admit-
ted into my presence, and attended me for the most part
with speechless anxiety, while his watchful, glistening eye
uttered volumes, without the assistance of words. His
wmother at length yielded to his importunity, and he became
eatablished the regular assistant of Bernardin in the care of
myperson. The restlessness and impetuosity he had hitherto
manifested seemed upon this occasion entirely to subside :
hour after hour he willingly continued shut up in my cham-
ber, eager for every opportunity of usefulness, and gratified
with that complaisance with which the human mind. never
fails to be impressed, when it regards its actions as benefi-
ceat, or approves its temper as compassi

The restoration of my health was greatly retarded by
the melancholy impressions which necessarily offered them-
selves to my mind when recollection resumed her seat.
It was fortunate for me that this sort of retrospection ap-
pears not to be the first thing that occurs after a paroxysm
of insanity. When the tide of incoherent ideas subsides,
the soul is left in a state of exhaustion ; and seems, by a
sort of instinet, to shun the inflax of tumultuous emotions,
and to dwell upon such feelings as are mild, tranquil, and
restorative.  Onee, however, when I was nearly recovered,
the thought of what I had been, and the recollection of what
1 was, violently suggesting themselves to my mind, brought
on a relapse, attended with more alarming and discour-
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aging symptoms than my original alienation. At that mo-
ment Marguerite was, for the first time, irresistibly struck
with the conception that mine was an incurable lunacy;
and, as she afterwards assured me, at no period down to
that instant had she felt herself 80 truly inconsolable. But
even a sentiment of the last despair was incapable of su-
perseding the active beneficence of Marguerite. lHer as-
siduities, s0o far as related to this fatal calamity, were at
length crowned with success. Her gloomy prognostics
wrere not realised, and the distemper of my understanding
quitted me for ever.

‘Wretched, however, as I have already remarked, beyond
all common notions of wretchedness, were my thoughts,
‘when my soul returned to its proper bias, and 1 fully sur<
wveyed the nature of my present situation. Margucrite,
who, by her sagacity and patience, had recovered me from
a state of the most dreadful disease, now exerted herself to
effect the more arduous task of reconciling me to myself.
She assured me that she forgave me from her inmnost heart ;
nay, that she was thankful to Providence, which, in the
midst of what the world calls great calamitics, had pre-
derved to her what she most valued, my affection, entire.
8he contrasted what had been the subject of her appre-
hensions before she came to Paris, with what had proved
to be the state of the case afterwards. She averred, that
the worst that had happened was trivial and tolerable,
compared with the notion that her fears had dclineated.
8he had feared to find my heart alineated from her, and
herself a widowed mother to orphan children. 8he dreaded
lest I should have proved myself worthless in her cyes, lest
I should have been found to have committed to oblivion
the most sacred of all duties ; and, for the gratification of
a low and contemptible caprice, to have sacrificed all pre-
tensions to. honour and character. For that, indced, her
heart would have bled ; against that, all the pride she de-
rived from her ancestry and my own would have revplted ;
that would have produced a revulsion of her frame, snap-
ping the chain of all her habits, and putting s violent close
upon all the sentiments she had most fondly nourished,
8he dreaded, indeed, that she should not have survived i¢,
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But the mistake I had committed was of & very different
asture. I had neither forgotten that I was a husband nor
a father ; I had only made an injudicious and unfortunste
choioe of the way of discharging what was due to these
characters. VWhat had passed was incapable of impeaching
cither the constancy of my affections or the integrity of
my principles. 8he forgave me, and it was incumbent
upon me to forgive myself.

She assured me that poverty, in her apprehension, was
8 very slight evil ; and she appealed to my own under-
standing for the soundness of her judgment. She bid me
look round upon the peasantry of the neighbourhood, upon
s footing with whom we were now placed, and ask my
own heart whether they were not happy. One disadvan-~
tage,indeed, they were subjected to, — the absence of culti-
vation and learning. She could never bring herself to
believe that ignorance was a benefit ; she saw the contrary
of this practically illustrated in her own case, in mine, and
in that of all the persons to whom, through life, she had
been most ardently attached. She wished her children to
attain intellectual refinement, possess fully the attributes of
a rational nature, and to be as far removed as possible from
the condition of stocks and stones, by accumulating & ma-
gazine of thoughts, and by a rich and cultivated sensibility.
But the want of fortune did not in our case, as in the ease
of so0 many others, shut them out from this advantage : it
was in our own power to bestow it upon them.

It was the part of a reasonable man, she told me, not to
waste his strength in useless regrets for what was past, and
had already eluded his grasp ; but to advert to the bleasings
he had still in possession. If we did this in our present
situation, we should find every reason for contentment and
joy. Our pleasure in each other, and the constancy of our
attachment, was unassailed and unimpaired. Where were
there two married persons, she would venture to ask, who
had more reason to applaud their connection, or to whom
their connection was pregnant with so various gratifications?
From ourselves we had only to turn our thoughts to our
children ; and we were surely as singularly fortunate in
this respect as in each other. Charles, who had always
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heen the subject of our pride, had lately exhibited such an
example of patient sympathy and filial affection, as perhaps
had never been equalled in a child so young. The sensi-
hility of Julia, the understanding of Louisa, and the vi-
wacity of Marguerite, were all of them so many growing
ssurces of inexhaustible delight. Our children were in-
telligent, affectionate, and virtuous. Thus circumstanced,
she entreated me not to indulge that jaundice of the ime
agination, which should create to itself a sentiment of me-
lancholy end discontent in the midst of this terrestrial

Most virtuous of women, now perhaps the purest and
the brightest among the saints in heaven ! why was I deaf
to the soundness of your exhortations, and the generosity
of your sentiments ? Deaf, indeed, I was ! A prey to the
deepest dejection, they appeared to me the offspring of
misapprehension and paradox! Supposing, in the mean
time, that they were reasonable and just in the mouth of
her who uttered them, I felt them as totally foreign to my
own sitnation. The language, as they were, of innocence,
it was not wonderful that to an innocent heart they spoke
tranquillity and peace. Marguerite looked round upon the
present rusticity and plainness of our condition, and every
thing that she saw talked to her of her merit and her worth.
If we were reduced, she was in no way accountable for
that reduction ; it had been the test of her magnanimity,
her patience, and the immutableness of her virtue. 8he
smiled at the assaults of adversity, and felt a merit in
her smiles. How different was my situation! Every
thing that I saw reminded me of my guilt, and upbraided
me with crimes that it was hell to recollect. My own
garb, and that of my wife and children, the desertion in
which we lived, the simple benches, the unhewn rafters, the
naked walls, all told me what it was I had done, and were
30 many echoes to my conscience, repeating, without inters
mission and without end, its heart-breaking reproaches.
Sleep was almost a stranger to me ; these incessant monitors
confounded my senses in a degree scarcely short of madness
itself. It is the property of vice to convert every thing
¢hat should be consolation into an additional source of ane
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guish. The besuty, the capacity, and the virtue of my
children, the affection with which they regarded me, the
patience and attentiveness and forbearance of their excellent
mother, were all so many aggravations of the mischief I had
perpetrated. I could almost have wished to have been the
object of their taunts and execration. I could have wished
to have been disengaged from the dearest charities of our
nature, and to have borne the weight of my crimes alone.
It would have been a relief to me if my children had been
covered with the most loathsome diseases, deformed and
monstrous. It would have been a relief to me, if they had
been abortive in understanding, and odious in propensities,
if their hearts had teemed with every vice, and every day
had marked them the predestined victims of infamy. The
guilt of having stripped them of every external faculty
would then have sat light upon me. But thus to have
ruined the most lovely family perhaps that existed on the
face of the earth, the most exemplary of women, and
children in whom I distinctly marked the bud of every ex-
cellence and every virtue, was a conduct that I could never
forgive even to myself. Oh, Damville, Damville! best of
men ! truest of friends! why didst thou put thy trust in
such a wretch as I am ! Hadst thou no presentiment of the
fatal consequences? Wert thou empowered to commit
thy only child and all her possible offspring to so dreadful
risk ? Indeed, it was not well done! It was meant in
kindness ; but it was the cruellest mischief that could have
been inflicted on me. I was not a creature qualified for
such dear and tender connections. 1 was destined by
/ nature to wander a solitary outcast on the face of the earth.
For that only, that fearful misery, was I fitted. Why,
misguided, misjudging man! didst thou not leave me to
my fate? Even that would have been less dreadful than
what I -have experienced ! —Wretch that I am! Why
do I reproach my best benefactor ? No, let me turn the
whole current of my invective upon myself ! Damville was
actuated by the noblest and most generous sentiment that
ever entered the human mind. What a return then have
1 made, and to what a benefit !

All the previous habits of my mind had taught me to
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y present circumstances with the utmost acuteness.
erite, the generous Marguerite, stood, with a soul
indifferent, between the opposite ideas of riches and
» Not so her husband. I had been formed, by
ccident of my life, to the love of splendour. * High
feats, and not the tranquillity of rural retirement, or
suits of a character professedly literary, had been the
' my imagination, ever since the faculty of imagina-
i8 unfolded in my mind. The field of the cloth of
e siege and the battle of Pavia, were for ever present
ecollection. Francis the First, Bayard, and Bourbon,
y formed the subject of my visions and reveries.
propensities had indeed degenerated into an infantine
'r magnificence and expense ; but the roots did not
e their soil the less forcibly, because the branches
ressed down and diverted from their genuine per-
ar. That from a lord, descended from some of the
lustrious houses in France, and myself amply im-
rith the high and disdainful spirit incident to my
should become a peasant, was itself a sufficient de-
on. But I call the heavens to witness that I could
idured this with patience, if I had endured it alone.
Id have regarded it as the just retribution of my
and submitted with the most exemplary resignation.
sould not, with an equal mind, behold my wife and
1involved in my punishment. I turned my eyes upon
tner of my life, and recalled with genuine anguish
gnificence to which she was accustomed, and the
o which she was born. 1 looked upon my children,
it of my loins, and once the pride of my heart, and
ted that they were paupers, rustics, exiles. I could
no return to rank, but for them and their posterity
rminable succession of obscurity and meanness. A
'ent can support the calamity of personal degradation,
cannot bear to witness and anticipate this corruption
blood. At some times I honoured Marguerite for
ianimity. At others I almost despised her for this
iy of her virtues. 1 accused her in my heart of being
e of the spark of true nobility. Her patience I con-
as little less than meanness and vulgarity of spirit.
¢
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It would have become her better, I thought, like me, to
! have cursed her fate, and the author of that fate; like me,
to have spurned indignant at the slavery to which we were
condemned ; to have refused to be pacified ; and to have
wasted the last dregs of existence in impatience and regret.
I could act that which had involved us in this dire reverse;
but I could not encounter the consequences of my act.

The state of my mind was in the utmost degree dejected
and forlom. I carried an arrow in my heart, which the
kindness of my wife and children proved inadequate to ex-
tract, and the ranklings of which time itself had not the
power to assuage. The wound was not mortal ; but, like the
wound of Philoctetes, poisoned with the blood of the Lernean
hydre, I dragged it about with me from year to year, and
it rendered my existence a galling burden hardly to be
supported. A great portion of my time was passed in &
deep and mournful silence, which all the soothings that
were addressed to me could not prevail on me to break
Not that in this silence there was the least particle of ill
humour or sullenness. It was a mild and passive situation
of the mind ; affectionate, as far as it was any thing,
to the persons around me ; but it was a species of disabi-
lity ; my soul had not force enough to give motion to the
organs of speech, or scarcely to raise a finger. My eye
only, and that only for a moment at a time, pleaded for for-
bearance and pardon. I seemed like a man in that species
of distemper, in which the patient suffers a wasting of the
bones, and at length presents to us the shadow, without the
powers, of a human body.

This was at some times my condition. But my stupor
would at ethers suddenly subside. Mechanically, and in s
moment, as it were, I shook off my supineness, and sought
the mountains. The wildness of an untamed and savage
scene best accorded with the temper of my mind. I sprung
from cliff to cliff among the points of the rock. I rushed
down precipices that to my sobered sense appeared in &
manner perpendicular, and only preserved my life, with &
sort of inborn and unelective care, by catching at the roots
and shrubs which occasionally broke the steepness of the
descent. I hung over the tops of rocks still more fearful
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n their declivities, and courted the giddiness and whirl of
pirit which such spectacles are accustomed to produce. I

sould not resolve to die: death had too many charms to suit

the self-condemnation that pursued me. I found a horri-

ble satisfaction in determjning to live, and to avenge upon

myswelf the guilt I bad incurred. I was far from imagining -
that the evils I had yet suffered were a mere sport and

ostentation of misery, compared with those that were in re-

serve for me.

The state of mind I am here describing was not mad-
ness, nor such as could be mistaken for madness. 1 never

myself, and what I was. I was never in that deli-
rium of thought, in which the patient is restless and active
without knowing what it is that he does, and from which,
when roused, he suddenly starts, shakes off the dream that
engaged him, and stands astonished at himself. Mine was
a rage, guided and methodised by the discipline of despair.
I burst into no fits of raving ; I attempted no injury to any
ome. Marguerite therefore could not reconcile herself to
the placing me under any restraint. I frequently returned
home, with my clothes smeared with the soil, and torn by
the briars. But my family soon became accustomed to my
returning in personal safety ; and therefore, whatever was
the uneasiness my wife felt from my excursions, she pre-
ferred the enduring it, to the idea of imposing on me any
species of violence.

The state of my family presented a singular contrast
with that of its head. Marguerite was certainly not insen-
sible to the opposition between her former and her present
mode of life ; but she submitted to the change with such an
unaffected cheerfulness and composure, as might have ex-
torted admiration from malignity itself. She would perhaps
have dismissed from her thoughts all retrospect to our for-
mer grandeur, had not the dejection and despair that
seemed to have taken possession of my mind forcibly and
continually recalled it to her memory. For my sufferings
I am well assured she felt the truest sympathy ; but there
was one consideration attending them that imperiously com-
pelled her to task her fortitude. They deprived me of the

¢ 2
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ability of in any degree providing for and superintend
my family ; it became therefore incumbent upon he
exert herself for. the welfare of all. Had we never fa
under this astonishing reverse, I might have spent my wi
life in daily intercourse with this admirable woman, w
out becoming acquainted with half the treasures of
mind. She was my steward ; and from the result of
own reflections made the most judicious disposition of
property. She was my physician ; not by administe
medicines to my body, but by carefully studying and ex
ing herself to remove the distemper of my mind.™ Unfo
nately no distempers are so obstinate as mental ones ;
had my distemper had any lighter source than an upbr
ing conscience, I am persuaded the wisdom of Margue
would have banished it. She was the instructor of
children ; her daughters felt no want of a governess ;
I am even ready to doubt whether the lessons of his mo
did not amply supply to Charles his loss of an educatio:
the university of Paris. The love of order, the activ
the industry, the cheerfulness of, let me say, this illustr
matron, became contagious to all the inhabitants of
roof. Once and again have I stolen a glance at them
viewed them from a distance busied, sometimes grav
sometimes gaily, in the plain, and have whispered to
bursting heart, “ How miserable am I! how happy th
So insurmountable is the barrier that divides innoct
from guilt. They may breathe the same air; they:
dwell under the same roof ; they may be of one family
one blood ; they may associate with each other every
and every hour; but they can never assimilate, never }
any genuine contact. Is there a happier family than n
in all the valleys of this far-famed republic? Is the
family more virtuous, or more cultivated with all the
finements that conduce to the true dignity of man?
only am its burthen and its stain! The pleasure »
which I am surrounded on every side finds a repel
quality in my heart that will not suffer its approach.
whatever is connected with me I communicate misfort
Whenever 1 make my appearance, those countenances
at all other times spoke contentment and hilarity fall
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ness. Like a pestilential wind, I appear to breathe
it to the fruits of nature, and sickliness to its aspect.”
Marguerite expostulated with me in the most soothing
amer upon the obstinacy of my malady. * My Regi-
1! my love!” said she, ¢ cease to be unhappy, or to
roach yourself! You were rash in the experiment you
le upon the resources of your family. But have you
e us mischief, or have you conferred a benefit? I more
0 half incline to the latter opinion. Let us at length
niss artificial tastes, and idle and visionary pursuits,
t do not flow in a direct line from any of the genuine
wciples of our nature! Here we are surrounded with
rces of happiness. Here we may live in true patriarchal
plicity. What is chivalry, what are military prowess and
;y? Believe me, they are the passions of a mind de
ved, that with ambitious refinement seeks to be wise bee
d the dictates of sentiment or reason ! There is no hap-
ess 80 solid, or so perfect, as that which disdains these
nements. You, like me, are fond of the luxuriant and
1antic scenes of nature. Here we are placed in the midst
hem. How idle it would be, to wish to change our
ours, our verdant lanes and thjckets, for vaulted roofs,
. gloomy halls, and massy plate ) Alas, Reginald ! it is,
:ar, too true, that the splendour in which we lately lived
its basis in oppression ; and that the superfluities of
rich are a boon extorted from the hunger and misery
‘e poor! Here we see a peasantry more peaceful and
oppressed than perhaps any other tract of the earth
exhibit. They are erect and independent, at once
ndly and fearless. Is not this a refreshing spectacle ?
ow begin practically to perceive that the cultivators of
fields and the vineyards are my brethren and my
ers; and my heart bounds with joy, as I feel my rela-
18 to society multiply. How cumbrous is magnificence !
¢ moderate man is the only free. He who reduces all
eath him to a state of servitude becomes himself the
e of his establishment, and of all his domestics. To
iinish the cases in which the assistance of others is felt
olutely necessary is the only genuine road to independ-
e. We can now move wherever we please without
¢ 8 .
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waiting the leisure of others. Our simple repasts re
no tedious preparation, and do not imprison us in sa
and eating rooms. Yet we partake of them with a
genuine appetite, and rise from them more truly refre
than from the most sumptuous feast. I prepare fo
meal by industry and exercise; and, when it is over, a
myself with my children in the flelds and the sha
Though I love the sight of the peasants, I would not
peasant. I would have a larger stock of ideas, a
wider fleld of activity. I love the sight of peasants
for their accessories, or by comparison. They are
paratively more secure than any other large masses of
and the scenes in the midst of which they are place
delightful to sense. But I would not sacrifice in °
oblivion the best characteristics of my nature. I put i
claim for refinements and luxuries ; but they are ti
finements and purifying of intellect, and the luxuri
uncostly, simple taste. I would incite the whole wo:
I knew how to do it, to put in a similar claim. I
improve my mind ; I would enlarge my understandir
would contribute to the instruction of all connected
me, 4nd to the mass of human knowledge. The ple:
I would pursue and disseminate, though not depende
large property, are such as could not be understo
) /‘:he Justic and the savage. — Qur son, bred in these.
indéed will probably never become a preux chevali
figure in the roll of military heroes ; but he may be
something happier and better. He may improve his
and cultivate his taste. He may be the counsellor and
tector of his sisters. He may be the ornament of th
trict in which he resides. He may institute in:his adc
country new defences for liberty, new systems of |
benefit, and new improvements of life. There is nc
racter more admirable than the patriot-yeoman, who 1
with the utmost simplicity of garb and manners an u
standing fraught with information and sentiment :
heart burning with the love of mankind. Such wer
bricius and Regulus among the ancients, and sucl
Tell, the founder of the Helvetic liberty. For my
I am inclined to be thankful, that this unexpected re
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in our circamstances has made me acquainted with new
plessures, and opened to my mind an invaluable lesson.

+» If you could but be prevailed on to enter into our pleasures,

t

K-
J

-

0 dipmiss idle reproaches and pernicious propensities, our
happiness would then be complete.”

The expoetulations of Marguerite often excited my at-
tention, often my respect, and sometimes produced a sort
of imperfect conviction. But the conviction was transient,
and the feelings I have already described as properly my
own returned, when the fresh and vivid impression of what
I had heard was gone. It was in vain that I heard the
praises of simplicity and innocence. I was well pleased to
see those who were nearest to me not affecting content-
meat, but really contented with these things. But I could
not be contented for them. The lessons of my education
had left too deep an impression. I could myself have sur-
rendered my claim to admiration and homage, as a penance
for my misdeeds ; but I could not figure to myself a ge-
satisfaction unaccompanied by these accessories ; and
this satisfaction I obstinately and impatiently coveted for
thowe I loved.

CHAPTER VIIL

‘Wamee I murmured in bitterness of soul at the lowness to
which my family was reduced, a still heavier calamity im-
pended, as if in vengeance against the fantastic refinements
of distress over which I brooded.

I was wandering, as I had often done, with a gloomy
and rebellious spirit, among the rocks, a few miles distant
from the place of our habitation. It was the middle of
summer. The weather had been remarkably fine; but I
disdained to allow the gratifications which arise from a pure
atmosphere and a serene sky to find entrance in my soul.
My excursions had for some days been incessant ; and the
sun, which matured the corn and blackened the grapes

¢ 4
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around, had imbrowned my visage, and boiled in my blood.
I drank in fierceness and desperation from. the fervour of
his beams. One night, as in sullen mood I watched his
setting from a point of the rock, I perceived the clear-
ness of the day subsiding in a threatening evening. The
clouds gathered in the west, and, as night approached, were
overspread with a deep dye of the flercest crimson. The
wind rose ; and, during the hours of darkness, its roarings
were hollow and tempestuous.

In the morning the clouds were hurried rapidly along,
and the air was changed from a long series of sultriness to
a nipping cold. This change of the atmosphere I disre-
garded, and pursued my rambles. A little before noon
however, the air suddenly grew so dark, as to produce a
sensation perfectly tremendous. I felt as if the darkest
night had never exceeded it. The impetuous motion to
which I had been impelled, partly by the fever in my blood,
and partly by the turbulence of the season, was suspended.

 Mechanically I looked round me for shelter. Bat I could
ill distinguish the objects that were near me, when a flash
of lightning, blue and sulphureous, came directly in my
face, with a brightness that threatened to extinguish the
organ of vision. The thunder that followed was of a
length and loudness to admit of no comparison from any
object with which I am acquainted. The bursts were so
frequent as almost to confound themselves with each other.
At present I thought only of myself ; and the recent habits
of my mind were not calculated to make me peculiarly acces-
sible to fear. I stood awe-struck ; but rather with the awe
that inheres to a cultivated imagination, than that which
consists in apprehension. I seemed ready to mount amidst
the clouds, and penetrate the veil with which nature con-
ceals her operations. I would have plunged into the recesses
in which the storm was engendered, and bared my bosom
to the streaming fire. Meanwhile my thoughts were solemn-
ised and fixed by observing the diversified dance of the
lightnings upon the points of the rocks, contrasting as they
did in the strongest manner with the darkness in which
the rest of the scene was enveloped. This added conten-
tion of the elements did not however suspend the raging
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-of the wind. Presently a storm of mingled hail and rain

-poured from the clouds, and was driven with inconceivable
.impetaosity. The hailstones were of so astonishing a mag-

nitade, that, before I was aware, 1 was beaten by them to

.the ground. Not daring to attempt to rise again, I simply
.endeavoured to place myself in such a manner as might best

protect me from their violence. I therefore remained pros-

.trate, listening to the force with which they struck upon the

earth, and feeling the rebound of their blows from different
parts of my body.

In about twenty minutes the shower abated, and in half
an hour was entirely over. When I began to move, I was
surprised at the sensation of soreness which I felt in every
part of me. I raised myself upon my elbow, and saw the

-hailstones, in some places lying in heaps like hillocks of

ice, while in others they had ploughed up the surface, and
buried themselves in the earth. As I looked further, I per-
celved immense trees torn from their roots, and thrown to
& great distance upon the declivity. To the noise that they
made in their descent, which must have been astonishingly
great, I had been at the time insensible. Such were the
marks which the tempest had left upon the mountains.
In the plain it was still worse. I could perceive the soil
for long spaces together converted into & morass, the stand-
ing corn beaten down and buried in the mud, the vines
torn into a thousand pieces, the fruit trees demolished, and
even in some places the animals themselves,lambs, sheep, and
cows, strewing the fields with their mangled carcasses. The
whole hopes of the year, over which my eyes had glanced a
few minutes before, for it was near the period of harvest,
were converted into the most barren and dreary scene that
any quarter of the globe ever witnessed. I was mounted
upon a considerable eminence, and had an extensive pro-
spect of this horrible devastation.

As I stood gazing in mute astonishment, suddenly a fear
came over me that struck dampness to my very heart.
What was the situation of my own family and their little
remaining property, amidst this dreadful ruin? I was in
a position where, though I nearly faced our habitation, a
point of the rock intercepted it from my sight. The ob-
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stacle was but a small one, yet it would require a consider-
able circuit to overcome. I flew along the path with a
speed that scarcely permitted me to breathe. When I had
passed the upper rock, the whole extensive scene opened
upon me in an instant. What were my sensations, when
I perceived that the devastation had been even more com-
plete here than on the side where I first viewed it! My
own cottage in particular, which that very morning had
contained, and I hoped continued to contain, all that was
most dear to my heart, seemed to stand an entire solitude
in the midst of an immense swamp.

Marguerite, whose idea, upon our retreat into Switzerland,
had been that of conforming without reserve to the new
situation that was allotted us, had immediately expended
the whole of what remained from the shipwreck of our for-
tune, in the purchase of the cottage in which we dwelt, and
a small portion of land around it, sufficient with economy
for the support of our family. Under her direction the
hills had been covered with vines, and the fields with corn.
She had purchased cows to furnish us with milk, and sheep
with their fleeces, and had formed her establishment upon
the model of the Swiss peasantry in our neighbourhood.
Reverting to the simplicity of nature, appeared to her like
building upon an immovable basis, which the clash of na-
tions could not destroy, and which was too humble to
fear the treachery of courts, or the caprice of artificial re-
finement.

It was all swept away in a moment. Our little property
looked as if it had been particularly a mark for the ven-
geance of Heaven, and was more utterly destroyed than any
of the surrounding scenes. There was not a tree left
standing ; there was not a hedge or a limit that remained
within or around it; chaos had here resumed his empire,
and avenged himself of the extraordinary order and beauty
it had lately displayed.

T was not overwhelmed with this astomshmg spectacle.
At that moment nature found her way to my heart, and
made a man of me. I made light of these petty accessories
of our existence; and the thought of my wife and my
children, simply as they were in themselves, filled every

o
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svenve of my heart. For them, and them alone, I was
futerested : it was a question for their lives. To conceive
what they might personally have sustained, was a horror
that seemed to freeze up all the arteries of my heart. I
descended from the mountain. It was with the greatest
difficulty, and not without many circuitous deviations, that
I proceeded ; s0 much was the surface changed, and %0
deep and miry the swamps. My terror increased, as I
passed near to the carcasses of the animals who had fallen
victims to this convulsion of the elements. I observed,
with inconceivable alarm, that the dead or wounded bodies
of some human beings were intermingled with the brute
destruction. I stayed not to enquire whether they were yet
fn a state to require assistance; the idea that had taken
possession of me left no room for the sentiment of general
humanity.

A little further on I distinctly remarked the body of a
woman at some distance from any habitation, who appeared
to be dead, destroyed by the storm. Near her lay a female
infant, apparently about six years of age. My attention
was involuntarily arrested ; I thought of Louisa, that sweet
and amiable child, so like her admirable mother. The
figure was hers; the colour of the robe corresponded to
that in which I last saw her. The child was lying on her

- face. With all the impatient emotions of a father, I stooped
down. I turned over the body, that I might identify my
child. It was still warm ; life had scarcely deserted it. I
gazed upon the visage ; it was distorted with the agonies of
death : but enough to convince me still remained discernible ;
it was not Louisa !

X can scarcely recollect a period through all the
vicissitudes of my existence to be compared with this. If
I bad not felt what I then felt, I could never have con-
ceived it. Human nature is so constituted, that the highest
degree of anguish, an anguish in which the heart stretches
itself to take in the mightiness of its woe, can be felt but
for a few instants. When the calamity we feared is already
arrived, or when the expectation of it is so certain as to
shut ont hope, there seems to be a principle within us by
which we look with misanthropic composure on the state
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to which we are reduced, and the heart sullenly contracts
and accommodates itself to what it most abhorred. Our
hopes wither ; and our pride, our self-complacence, all that
taught us to rejoice in existence, wither along with them.
But, when hope yet struggles with despair, or when the cals-
mity abruptly announces itself, then is the true contention,
the tempest and uproar of the soul too vast to be enidured.

This sentiment of ineffable wretchedness I experienced,
when I stooped down over the body of the imaginary
Louisa, and when 1 hastened to obtain the certainty which
was of all things most terrible to me. The termination of
such & moment of horror is scarcely less memorable than its
intrinsic greatness. In an instant the soul recovers its
balance, and the thought is as if it had never been. I
clapped my hands in an ecstasy at once of joy and astonish-
ment, so sure did I seem to have made myself of my mis-
fortune ; I quitted the body with an unburdened heart ; I
flew towards my home, that 1 might ascertain whether I
was prematurely speaking comfort to my spirit.

At length I reached it. I saw the happy group as-
sembled at the door. Marguerite had entertained the same
terrors for me, with which I had myself so lately been im-
pressed. We flew into each other’s arms. She hid her
face in my neck, and sobbed audibly. I embraced each of
the children in turn, but Louisa with the most heartfelt de-
light. ¢ Are you safe, papa ? ” — “ Are you safe, my child ?”
were echoed on every side. A spectator, unacquainted with
what was passing in our hearts, would certainly have stood
astonished to see the transport with which we exulted, sur-
Tounded as we were with desolation -and ruin.

After an interval, however, we opened our eyes, and be-
gan to ruminate upon the new condition in which we were
placed. Marguerite and myself watched each other’s coun-
tenances with anxiety, to discover what were likely to be
the feelings of either in this terrible crisis. * Be of good
heart, my love,” said Marguerite ; *“ do not suffer the acci-’
dent which has happened entirely to overcome you.” There
was a mixed compassion, tenderness, and anxiety in the
tone of voice with which she uttered these words, that was
inexpressibly delightful.
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© No, Marguerite,” replied I, with enthusiastic impe.

tuosity, *“ I am not cast down ; I never shall be cast down

in. Ruin is nothing to me, so0 long as I am surrounded
with you and our dear children. I have for some time
been & fool. In the midst of every real blessing, I have
fashioned for myself imaginary evils. But my eyes are
now opened. How easily is the human mind induced to
forget those benefits with which we are constantly sur-
rounded, and our possession of which we regard as secure !
The feelings of this morning have awakened me. I am
now cured of my folly. I bave learned to:value my
domestic blessings as I ought. Having preserved them, 1
esteem myself to have lost nothing. What are gold and
jewels and precious utensils? Mere dross and dirt. The
human face and the human heart, reciprocations of kindness
and love, and all the nameless sympathies of our nature, —
these are the only objects worth being attached to. What
are rank and station ? — the homage of the multitude and
the applause of fools. Let me judge for myself! The value
of a man is in his intrinsic qualities ; in that of which
power cannot strip him, and which adverse fortune cannot
take away. That for which he is indebted to circumstances,
is mere trapping and tinsel. I should love these precious
and ingenuous creatures before me better, though in rags,
than the children of kings in all the pomp of ornament. I
am proud to be their father, Whatever may be my per-
sonal faults, the world is my debtor for having been the
occasion of their existence, But they are endeared to me
by a better principle than pride. I love them for their qua-
lities. He that loves, and is loved by, a race of pure and
virtuous creatures, and that lives continually in the midst of
them, is an idiot, if he does not think himself happy. Sur-
rounded as I am now surrounded, I feel as irremovable as
the pillars of creation. Nothing that does not strike at their
existence can affect me with terror.”

Marguerite viewed me with surprise and joy. ¢ Now in-
deed,” said she, ‘“ you are the man I took you for, and the
man I shall henceforth be prouder than ever to call my
husband. The sorrow in which you lately indulged was
a luxury ; and we must have done with luxuries. You will
be our protector and our support.”

e
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Thus saying, she took me by the hand, and motioned
me to view with her the devastation that had been com-
mitted. There was one path I had discovered, in which
we might proceed some way with tolerable ease. The
scene was terrible. We were indeed beggars. A whole
province had been destroyed: all the corn and the fruits
of the earth; most of the trees; in many places. cattle;
in some places men. Persons who had been rich in the
morning saw all the produce of their fields annihilated,
and were unable even to guess by what process fertility
was to be re-established. The comparatively wealthy
scarcely knew how they were to obtain immediate subsist-
ence ; the humbler class, who always live by the expedients
of the day, saw nothing before them but the prospect of
perishing with hunger. We witnessed, in one or two in.
stances, the anguish of their despair.

Our prospect was scarcely in any respect better than
theirs ; yet we felt differently. We were more impressed
with the joy of our personal escape. As my error respect-
ing the value of externals had been uncommonly great, the
sudden revolution of opinion I experienced was equally me-
morable. The survey indeed that we took of the general
distress somewhat saddened our hearts ; but the sadness it
gave was that of sobriety, not of dejection.

It was incumbent upon us to make a strict examination
into the amount of our property, and our immediate re-
sources ; and in this office I united myself with Marguerite,
not only with a degree of cheerfulness and application, the
perfect contrast of my whole conduct ever since our arrival
in Switzerland, but which greatly exceeded any thing I had
ever before exhibited in a business of this nature. We
found that, though all our hopes of a harvest were annihi-
lated, yet we were not destitute of the instant means of
subsistence. The resources we possessed, whether in money
or provisions, that were our dependence till the period when
the new produce should supply their place, were uninjured.
Our implements of husbandry remained as before. The
Jand was not impoverished, but had rather derived ad-
ditional fertility from the effects of the storm. What. we
had lost was chiefly the produce of our capital for one year,
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together with a part of that capital itself in the live stock
that had been destroyed. This was a loss which a certain
degree ,of care and scope in our external circumstances
might easily have enabled us to supply. But the principle
of supply was denied us. It was with considerable diffi-
culty that all the economy of Marguerite had enabled her
to support our family establishment, while every thing of
this kind had gone on prosperously. Such a shock as the
present we were totally disqualified to surmount. It com.
pelled us to a complete revolution of our affairs.

Many indeed of our neighbours had scarcely any greater
advantage in their private affairs than ourselves. But they
possessed one superiority that proved of the greatest im-
portance in this conjuncture ; they were natives of the state
in which they resided. In the cantons of Switzerland, the
destruction of the fruits of the earth, occasioned by incle-
ment seasons and tempests, is by no means unfrequent; and
it is therefore customary, in plentiful years, to lay up corn
in public magazines, that the people may not perish in pe-
riods of scarcity. These magazines are placed under the
inspection and disposal of the magistracy ; and the inhabit-
ants looked to them with confidence for the supply of their
need. No storm however had occurred in the memory of
man so terrible and ruinous as the present ; and it became
evident that the magazines would prove a resource too
feeble for the extent of the emergency.

The storm had spread itself over a space of many leagues
in circamference, not only in the canton of Soleure, but in
the neighbouring cantons, particularly that of Berne. The
sufferers, in our own canton only, amounted to scarcely less
than ten thousand. While the women and children, for
the most part, remained at home, the houses having in
general suffered little other damage than the destruction of
their windows, the fathers of families repaired to the seat
of government to put in their claims for national relief;
and these alone formed an immense troop, that threatened
little less than to besiege the public magazines and the ma-
gistrates. An accurate investigation was entered into of the
losses of each, it being the purpose of government, as far as
its power extended, not only to supply the people with the
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means of immediate subsistence, but also, by disbursements
from the public treasury, to recruit the stock of cattle, and
to assist every one to return, with revived hopes and expect.
ation, to the sphere of his industry. The purpose was no
doubt benevolent ; but, in the mean time, the unhappy
victims found in uncertainty and expectation a real and
corroding anguish.

I advanced my claim with the rest, but met with a
peremptory refusal. The harsh and rigorous answer I
received was, that they had not enough for. their own
people, and could spare nothing to strangers. Upon this
occasion I was compelled to feel what it was to be an alien,
and how different the condition in which I was now placed
from that I had filled in my native country. There I had
dwelt in the midst of a people, to whom the veneration of
my ancestry and name seemed a part of their nature. They
had witnessed for several years the respectable manner in
which I lived ; the virtues of Marguerite were familiar to
them ; and they took an interest in every thing that con-
cerned us, a sentiment that confessed us at once for kindred
and patrons. It was the turn of mind only which is
generated by rank, that had compelled us to quit their
vicinity ; we might have continued in it, if not in affluence,
at least enjoying the gratifications that arise from general
affection and respect. But here we were beheld with an
eye of jealousy and distaste. We had no prejudice of birth
and habit in our favour ; indeed, in the reverse of fortune
which had brought us hither, Marguerite had been less de:
sirous of obtruding, than of withdrawing from the public
eye, the circumstance of our rank. We were too recent
inmates to have secured, by any thing of a personal nature,
an advantageous opinion among our neighbours. They saw
only a miserable and distracted father of a family, and a
mother who, in spite of the simplicity she cultivated, suf-
ficiently evinced that she had been accustomed to a mare
elevated situation. The prepossessions of mankind are
clearly unfavourable to a new-comer, an emigrant who has
quitted his former connections and the scenes of his youth.
They are unavoidably impelled to believe, that his taking
up his abode in another country must be owing to a weak
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and discreditable caprice, if it be not owing to something
still more disadvantageous to his character.

The calamity therefore which we had suffered in com-
mon with most of the inhabitants of the province, finally
redueed us to the necessity of a second emigration. The

with which we were regarded, daily became more
visible and threatening. Though, in consequence of the
distribution made by order of the state, the price of com-
raodities was not so much increased as might have been exa
pected, we were considered as interlopers upon the portion
of the natives ; the sellers could with difficulty be per-
suaded to accommodate us, and the bystanders treated us
with murmurs and reviling. While we were deliberating
what course to pursue in this emergency, certain officers of
government one morning entered our habitation, producing
an order of the senate for our immediate removal out of the
territory. It is of the essence of coercive regulations, to
expel to imprison, and turn out of prison, the individuals
it is thought proper to control, without any care as to the
mischiefs they may suffer, and whether they perish under
or survive the evil inflicted on them. We were accordingly
allowed only from six in the morning till noon, to prepare
for our departure. Our guards indeed offered to permit
me to remain three days to wind up my affairs, upon con-
dition that my wife and children were instantly removed into
another country, as a sort of hostages for my own departure,
This indulgence however would have been useless. In the
present state of the country no purchaser could be found
for the little estate I possessed; and if there could, it must
doubtless have been disposed of to great disadvantage at
such an emergency. I know not how we should have ex-
tricated ourselves out of these difficulties, if a member of
the senate, who, being one of my nearest neighbours, had
been struck with admiration of the virtues of Marguerite,
and with compassion for my family, had not paid me a visit
shortly after the arrival of the officers, and generously of.
fered to take upon himself the care of my property, and to
advance me what money might be necessary for my emi.
gration. This offer, which at any other time might have
been regarded as purely a matter of course, under the
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present circumstances, when capital was so necessary for
the revival of agriculture in the desolated country, implied
8 liberal and disinterested spirit. I accepted the kindness
of my neighbour in both its parts, but for the reimburse.
ment of his loan referred him to the French minister to
the United Cantons, who, under all the circumstances of
the case, and taking my estate as security for the money
advanced, I thought it reasonable to believe would attend
to my application.

CHAPTER IX.

My affairs being thus far adjusted, I took leave of my late
habitation, and set off with my wife and children the same
afternoon. In the evening we arrived at Basle, where we
were permitted to rerain that night; and the next morning
were conducted in form out at the north gate of the city,
where our attendants quitted us, with a fresh prohibition
under the severest penalties, if we were found within the
ensuing twelve months in any of the territories of the
Helvetic republic.

Marguerite and myself had already formed our plan.
We began with dismissing both our servants. An attendant
was no longer necessary to me, nor a nurse for the infant.
The suggestion. of this measure originated in myself. My
temper at this time, as I have already said, underwent a
striking change. ¥ was resolved to be happy; I was re-
solved to be active. It was hard to part with persons so
long familiar to us, and who appeared rather in the che-
racter of humble friends than domestics ; but an imperious
necessity demanded it. “ Let us,” said I to Marguerite,
“ increase and secure our happiness by diminfishing our
wants. I will be your husbandman and your labourer;
you may depend upon my perseverance. My education has
fitted me to endure hardship and fatigue, though the hard-
ships then thought of were of a different nature. Yeou have
ever delighted in active usefulness ; and will not, I know,
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répine at this accumulation of employment. Let us accom-
modate ourselves to our circumstances. Our children, I
perceive, are fated to be peasants, and will therefore be
eminently benefited by the example of patience and inde-
pendence we shall set before them.” '

The next object of our plan related to the choice of our
fature place of residence. This originated with Marguerite.
®he had heard much of the besuty and richness of the
country bordering on the lake of Constance, and she
thought that, while we denied ourselves expensive plea-
sures, or rather while they were placed out of our reach,
there would be a propriety in our procuring for ourselves a
stock of those pleasures which would cost us nothing. This
was a refinement beyond me, and serves to evince the supe-
riority which Marguerite’s virtue and force of mind still
retained over mine. The virtue I had so recently adopted
'was a strenuous effort. I rather resolved to be happy, than
could strictly be said to be happy. I loved my children
indeed with an unfeigned afféction. It was with sincerity
that I professed to prefer them to all earthly possessions.
But vanity and ostentation were habits wrought into my
soul,'and might be said to form part of its essence. I could
not, but by the force of constant recollection, keep them out
of my wishes and hopes for the future. I could not, like
Marguerite, suffer my thoughts, as it were, to riot and
wanton in the pleasures of poverty. I could only reconcile
myself to my fate by a sort of gloomy firmness. The tran-
quillity I seemed to have attained, was an unnatural state
of my soul, to which it was necessary that I should reso-
lutely hold myself down, and from which my thoughts
appeared ever upon the alert to escape.” Bitter experience
had at length taught me a hard lesson ; and that lesson I was
determined to practise, whatever pamgs my resignation
might cost me.

‘We proceeded without hesitation in the direction we had
resolved to pursue. Our whole journey exceeded the space
of forty leagmes in extent, and the expense necessarily
attendant upon it (our family, even after its reduction,
consisting of no less than six persons), drained our purse
of a great part of the money which had been supplied to
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us by the benevolent senator. But he had agreed to under.
take the disposing of the property we were obliged to leave
behind us, and in the mean time, if any considerable inter-
val occurred before that was accomplished, to furnish us
with the sums that should be necessary for our subsistence.
We placed the utmost reliance upon his fidelity, and dis-
missed from our minds all anxiety respecting the interval
which our banishment had interposed between us and the
resources necessary for our future settlement.

Upon our arrival at Constance, we found a letter from
our friend ; and though he transmitted to us no fresh sup-
ply, the complexion of his communication was upon the
whole so encouraging, as to determine us, with no other de-
lay than that of four days’ rest from our journey, to pass
to the other side of the lake, and explore for ourselves a
situation suitable to our design. The western bank of the
lake, with the exception only of the city of Constance, was
part of the pays conquis of the United Cantons ; the eastern
bank was a territory dependent on the government of that
city. It was in this territory that we purposed fixing our
residence ; and we trusted that our affairs would shortly be
put in a train to enable us to take possession of the spot we
should select. . .

Thus driven once more into flight by the pressure of
misfortune, and compelled to exchange for a land unknown
the scenes which familiarity might have endeared, or tender
recollections have made interesting, we did not sink under
the weight of our adversity. This removal was not like
our last. Switzerland was to none of us endeared like the
vales of St. Leon. I was not now goaded and tormented
by conscious guilt-in the degree I had then been; Mar-
guerite was not afflicted by the spectacle of my misery.
Our present change, though it might be denominated a fall,
was light in comparison with the former. The composure
I had gained was new to me, and had to my own mind all the
gloss of havelty. To my companions it proved contagious ;
they were astonished at my serenity, and drew from it an
unwonted lightness of heart.

Thus circumstanced, our tour had its charms for us all ;
and there are few passages of my life that I have felt more



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 101

agreeshly. Thelake itself is uncommonly beautiful, and its
environs are fertile and interesting. It is surrounded with
an abundance of towns, villages, country seats, and monas-
teries, sufficient to adorn and diversify the view, but not to
exclude the sweetness of a rural scenery, or the grand fea-
tures of nature. We coasted a considerable part of the lake,
that we might judge in some degree, previously to our land-
ing, which part of the shore promised best to yield us the
object we sought. The autumn was now commencing ; the
ait wes liquid and sweet ; the foliage was rich and varied ;
and the vine-covered hills exhibited a warmth and luxu-
risnce of colouring, that no other object of nature or art is
able to eope with. Surrounded with these objects, I sat in
my boat in-the midst of my children; and, as I was but
Jjust awakened to an observation of their worth and my own
happiness, I viewed them with a transport that would be ill
illustrated by being compared with the transport of 2 miser
over his new-recovered treasure from the bowels of the
dee(!; poverty ! exclaimed ¥, with elevated and unconquer-
able emotion, if these are the delights that attend thee, will-
ingly will I resign the pomp of palaces and the splendour
of rank to whoever shall deem them worth his acceptance !
Henceforth I desire only to dedicate myself to the simpli-
city of nature and the genuine sentiments of the heart. I
will enjoy the beauty of scenes cultivated by other hands
than mine, or that are spread out before me by the Author
of the universe. I will sit in the midst of my children, and
revel in the luxury of domestic affections ; pleasures these,
that may be incumbered, but cannot be heightened, by all
that wealth has in its power to bestow! Wealth serves no
other purpose than to deprave the soul, and adulterate the
fountains of genuine delight.

Such was the spirit of exultation with which my mind
‘was at this time filled. I am sensible that it was only
‘calculated to be transitory. I mightlearn to be contented ;
-I was not formed to be satisfied in obscurity and a low
estate.

Thus happy, and thus amused, we spent two days in
-coasting the lake, landing frequently for the purposes either
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of variety or enquiry, and regularly passing the night on
shore. On the evening of the second day we were struck
with the neat appearance and pleasing situation of a cottage,
which we discovered in our rambles, about a mile and a
half from the lake. We found that it was to be sold, and
it seemed precisely to correspond with the wishes we had
formed. It was at a considerable distance from any popu-
lous neighbourhood, the nearest town being that of Mers-
pwyg, the usual residence of the bishops of Constance,
which was distant from this spot not less than three

The cottage was situated in a valley; the hills being for
the most part crowned with rich and verdant foliage, their
sides covered with vineyards and corn, and a clear trans-
parent rivulet murmuring along from east to west. In the
distance a few similar cottages discovered themselves, and
in front there was an opening between the hills, just wide
enough to show us a few sails as they floated along the now
even surface of the lake. We approached the cottage, and
found in it only one person, an interesting girl of nineteen,
who had resided there from her birth, and had been em-
ployed for the last four years in attendance upon the closing
scene of her mother. Her mother had been dead only
a few weeks, and she was upon the point of removing, as
she told us, to the house of a brother, the best creature in
the world, who was already married, and had a family of
children. While we were talking with her, we perceived a
fine boy of about eleven years of age skipping along the
meadow. He proved to be her nephew, and hastened to
say that his father and Mr. Henry were just behind, and
would be with her in a few minutes. We waited their
arrival ; and it was easy to see that Mr. Henry was by no
means an indifferent object in the eyes of the beautiful or-
phan: she had probably conditioned that he should permit
her to remain single as long as she could be of any use to
her mother. The lovers were well satisfied that the girl’s
brother should be taken aside, that I might talk over with
him the affair of the cottage. We made a tour of the fields
that were part of the property of the deceased, and the
terms of our intended purchase were easily adjusted.

Though we had now accomplished the immediate pur-

W
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pose of our expedition, yet, as we had found unusual exhiz
larstion and &weetness in the objects it presented to us, we
came to a resolution of continuing it still further, and com.
pleting the circuit of the lake. We were aware that it
would be vain as yet to expect to receive the money requi-
gite ‘for completing our purchase; and as no pleasure,
merely in the way of relaxation, could be more delightful
than that we were now enjoying, so was it impossible
that we could fill up our time in a more frugal manner than
in this little voyage. Our gratification was not less, but
more perfect, because it consisted of simple, inartificial,
unbought amusements. The scenes around us were refresh.
ing and invigorating ; they were calculated, temporarily at
least, to inspire gaiety and youth into decrepitude itself.
Amidst these scenes we forgot our sorrows; they were a
kind of stream, in which weariness and dejection plunged
their limbs, and came forth untired and alert. They
awakened in the mind all its most pleasing associations.
Having already, as we believed, chosen the place of our
future residence, we busied ourselves in imagining all the
accompaniments that would grow out of it. We deter-
mined that poverty with health would not fail to be attended
with its portion of pleasures. The scenes of nature were
all our own ; nor could wealth give them a more perfect,
or a firmer, appropriation. The affections and charities of
habitude and consanguinity we trusted we should feel unin-
terrupted ; unincumbered with the ceremonies and trap-
pings of life, and in that rural plainness which is their
genial soil.

After a leisurely and delightful voyage of six days, we
returned to Constance. We expected to have found on our
return some further intelligence frem the beneficent senator,
but in this we were disappointed. The imagination how-
ever easily suggested to us a variety of circumstances that
might have delayed the business he had undertaken ; and
it was no forced inference to suppose that he deferred writ-
ing, because he had nothing important to communicate.
At first therefore we suffered little uneasiness from the
delay ; but as time proceeded, and the silence of our pro-
tector continued, the affair begen to assume a more serious

H 4
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vent to my perturbated and distracted mind in groans!
Marguerite would sometimes overhear me; and with the
gentlest suggestions of her admirable mind would endea~
vour to soothe my thoughts to peace. For the present, as
I have said, my earnings were incompetent, and we found
it necessary to supply the deficiency by the sale of the few
garments, not in immediate use, that we still possessed.
What then would be the case when these were gone, and
when, in addition to this, it would be necessary to pur-
chase not only food to eat, and a roof to shelter, but also
clothes to cover us?

CHAPTER X.

Taese deficiencies I anxiously anticipated ; but there was
another evil, upon which I had not calculated, that was still
nearer and more overwhelming. The mode of life in which
I was now engaged, so different from any thing to which I
had been accustomed, excessive fatigue, together with the
occasional heat of the weather, the uneasiness of my mind,
and the sleeplessness of my nights, all combined to throw
me into a fever, which, though it did not last long, had
raged so furiously during the period of its continuance, as
to leave me in a state of the most complete debility. While
the disorder was upon me, I was sensible of my danger;
and, as the brilliant and consolatory prospects of life seemed
for ever closed upon me, I at first regarded my approach-
ing dissolution with complacency, and longed to be released
from a series of woes, in which I had been originally in-
volved by my own folly. This frame of mind however
was of no great duration ; the more nearly I contemplated
the idea of separation from those I loved, the smaller was
my resignation. I was unwilling to quit those dear objects
by which I still held to this mortal scene ; I shrunk with
aversion from that barrier which separates us from all that
is new, mysterious, and strange. Another train of ideas
succeeded this, and I began to despise myself for my impa-
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tience and cowardice. It was by my vices that my family
'was involved in a long train of misfortunes ; could I shrink
from partaking what I had not feared to create? The
greater were the adversities for which they were reserved,
the more ought I to desire to suffer with them. I had
already committed the evil ; in what remained, it was rea-
sonsble to suppose I should prove their benefactor and
not their foe. It was incumbent on me to soothe and to
animate them, to enrich their minds with cheerfulness and
courage, and to set before them an example of philosophy
and patience. By my faculties of industry I was their
principal hope; and, whatever we might suffer combined,
it was probable their sufferings would be infinitely greater,
if deprived of my assistance. These reflections gave me
energy ; and it seemed as if the resolute predilection I had
conceived for life contributed much to my recovery.

One thing which strongly confirmed the change my
mind underwent in this respect, was a conversation that
I overheard at a time when I was supposed to be completely
in a state of insensibility, but when, though I was too
much reduced to give almost any tokens of life, my faculties
of hmnng and understanding what passed around me were
entire.  Charles came up to my bedside, laid his hand
upon mine as if to feel the state of the skin, and, with a
handkerchief that was near, wiped away the moisture that
bedewed my face. He had been fitted for many nurse-like
offices by the unwearied attention he had exerted towards
me in the paroxysm of my insanity. Having finished his
task, he withdrew from the bed, and burst into tears. His
mother came up to him, drew him to the furthest part of
the room, and in a low voice began the conversation.

¢ Do, my dear boy, go down stairs, and get yourself
something to eat. Yousee, your papa is quiet now.”

¥ am afraid that will not last long; and then he will be
#0 restless, and toss about so, it is dreadful to see him.”

¢¢ I will watch, Charles, and. let you know.”

¢ Indeed, mamma, I cannot eat now. I will by and

“ You must try to eat, Charles, or else you will make

quite ill.  If you were ill too, it would be more
than I could support.”
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ible instinet, to reject ideas and reflections which I should
then have been unable to endure. I saw the anxiety and
affection of my family, and I was comforted. I saw the
smiles of Marguerite, and I seemed insensible to the lan-
guor, the saddened cheerfulness, they expressed. I did not
perceive that, while I was provided with every thing neces-
sary in my condition, my family were in want of the very
bread that should sustain existence.

My health in the mean time improved, and my percep-
tions became proportionably clearer. Symptoms of deso.
lation and famine, though as much as possible covered from
my sight, obtruded themselves, and were remarked. One
day in particular I observed various tokens of this nature in
gilence, and with that sort of bewildered understanding
which at once labours for comprehension and resists belief.
The day closed ; and what I had perceived pressed upon my
mind, and excluded sleep. Now for the first time I ex-
erted myself to recollect in’a methodical way the state of
my affairs ; for the severity of my illness had at length
succeeded to banish from me all ideas and feelings but what
related to the sensations it produced, and to the objects
around me ; and it was not without effort that I could once
more fully call to mind the scenes in which I had been
engaged. The truth then by regular degrees rose com-
pletely to view ; and I began to be astonished, that my poor
wife and children had been able in any manner to get
through the horrible evils to which they must have been
exposed. This thought I revolved in my mind for near
two hours ; and the longer I dwelt upon it, the more per-
turbed and restless I grew. At length it became impossible
for me to hold my contemplations pent up in my own bo-
som. I turned to Marguerite, and asked her, whether she
were asleep.

She answered in the negative: she had been remark-
ing my restlessness, and tenderly enquired respecting its
cause.

« How long,” said I, ¢ is it since I was taken with the
fever ?”

« A month to-morrow,” replied she. “ It was of the
most malignant and distressing kind while it lasted, and
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I did not expect you to live. But it has left you a fort-
night; and I hope, Reginald, you find yourself getting
sirong again.”

¢ And so we are here in Constance, and we have left
Switserland P

¢ Three months, my love !”

¢ Y remember very well the letter we received from mon-
gieur Grimseld; has any further intelligence reached us from
-that quarter?”

¢¢ None.”

% None! No supply of any kind has reached you?”

"¢ My dear Reginald, talk of something else! You will
soon, I hope, be well : our children are all alive; and the
calamity, that has not succeeded to separate us, or to dimi-
nish our circle of love even by a single member, we will
learn to bear. Let us fix our attention on the better pro-

that open before us!”

¢ Stay, Marguerite! I have other questions to ask. Be-
fore you require me to bear the calamities that have over-
taken us, let me understand what these calamities are.
‘While we waited for intelligence from Switzerland, we ex-
pended the whole sum that we brought with us, and I was
obliged to hire myself to the episcopal gardener for bread ;
was it not so?”

¢¢ Indeed, Reginald, you are to blame! Pray question
.me no further !”

¢ This was our condition some time ago ; and now, for
.a month past, I have been incapable of labour. Marguerite,
what have you done ?”

“ Indeed, my love, I have been too anxious for you, to
think much of any thing else. We had still some things,
you know, that we could contrive to do without; and those
I have sold. Charles too, our excellent-hearted son, has
lately hired himself to the gardener, and has every night
brought us home a little, though it was but little.”

¢ Dear boy ! What children, what a wife, have I brought
to destruction ! Our rent too, surely you have not been able
to pay that?”

¢ Not entirely. In part I have been obliged to pay it.”

¢ Ah! I well remember how flinty-hearted a wretch has
got the power over us in that respect !”

1
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¢ He has not turned us out of doors. He threatened
hard several times. At last I saw it was necessary to make
an effort, and the day before yesterday I paid him half his
demand. If I could have avoided that, we might have had
a supply of food a little longer. I intreated earnestly for
a little further indulgence, but it was in vain. It went
ageinst the pride and independence of my soul to sue to this
man; but it was for you and for my children !”

¢ Remorseless wretch! Then every petty resource we
had is gone ?”

¢ Indeed I do not know that we have any thing more
to sell. I searched narrowly yesterday ; but I will examine
again to-day. The poor children must have something
to support them, and their fare has of late been dreadfully
scanty.”

“t?i‘heir fare! What have they eaten ?”

 Bread ; nothing else for the last fortnight !*

¢ And yourself ?”

¢ Oh, Reginald! it was necessary, you know, that I
should keep myself alive. Bat, I assure you, I have robbed
them as little as I could.”

¢ Horror, horror! Marguerite, what is it you dream of?
I see my wife and children dying of hunger, and you talk
to me of hope and of prospects! Why has this detail of
miseries been concealed from me? Why have I been suf-
fered, with accursed and unnatural appetite, to feed on the
vitals of all I love?”

““ Reginald ! even selfishness itself would have taught us
that! It is to your recovery that we look for our fature
support !”’ :

* Mock me not, I adjure you, with senseless words! You
talk idly of the future, while the tremendous present bars
all prospect to that future. We are perishing by inches.
We have no provision for the coming day! No, no; some-
thing desperate, something yet unthought of, must be at-
tempted! I will not sit inactive, and see my offspring around
me die in succession. No, by Heaven! Though I am
starving like Ugolino, I am not, like Ugolino, shut up ins
dungeon! The world is open ; its scenes are wide; the re-
sources it offers are, to the bold and despairing, innumerable!
I am a father, and will show myself worthy of the name 1”
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¢ & Reginald! torture me not by language like this ! Think
what it is to be indeed a father, and make yourself that!
Be careful of yourself; complete your recovery,—and leave
fhe rest to me! I have conducted it thus far, nor am I yet
without hope. Eight days ago I applied to the secretary of
the palace, representing your case as a retainer of the bishop,
disabled by sickness, and with a family unprovided for. Till

I got no answer to my memorial ; and then he
informed me, that you had been so short a time in employ,
that nothing could be done for you. But to-day I will
throw myself at the feet of the bishop himself, who arrived
Iast night only from the other side of the lake.”

Every word that Marguerite uttered went to my heart.
It was not long before the dawn of the day, and the truths
I had heard were further confirmed to me by the organ of
sight. The sentiments of this night produced a total revo.
lution in me, and I was no longer the feeble convalescent
that the setting sun of the preceding day had left me. The
film was removed from my eyes, and I surveyed not the
objects around me with a glassy eye and unapprehensive
obeervation. All the powers I possessed were alert and in
motion. To my suspicious and hurried gaze the apartment
appesred stripped of its moveables, and left naked, a mansion
in which for despair to take up his abode. My children
spproached me; I seemed to read the wan and emaciated
traces of death in their countenances. This perhaps was
in some degree the painting of my too conscious thoughts.
Bat there needed no exaggeration to awaken torture in my
bosom, when, thus stimulated, I observed for the first time
the dreadful change that had taken place in Marguerite.
Her colour was gone ; her cheeks were sunk ; her eye had
the quickness and discomposure expressive of debility. I
took hold of her hand, and found it cold, emaciated, and
white. I pressed it to my lips with agony; a tear unbidden
fell from my eye, and rested upon it. Having finished my
examination, I took my hat, and was hastening to escape
into the street. Marguerite noﬁed my motions, and anxi-
ously interposed to prevent my design. She laid her hand
on my arm gently, yet in a manner full of irresistible

tion,
12
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“ Where wotld you go Whar have vou purposed?
Do not. — Oh. do rot. destroy a family, to whom your
life, vour sobriety, and prudence, are u:dlspensble Ut

1 100k her hand within both mine. Compose yourself,
my Jove! I have been your enemy too much already, to be
capable now. s0 much as in thought, of adding to my guilt!
1 need an interval for musing and determination. I will
return in a very short time, and you shall be the confidant
of my thoughts !”

With wild and impatient spirit I repassed in ides the
whole history of my life. But principally I dwelt in recol-
lection upon the marquis de Damville, that generous friend,
that munificent benefactor, whose confidence I had so ill
repaid. ““ Damville!” exclaimed I, * you trusted to me
your daughter, the dearest thing you knew on earth ; you
believed that the wretch did not live who could be unjust
to so rich a pledge. Look down, look down, O best of
men! from the heaven to which your virtues have raised
you, and see of how much baseness man — yes, the man you
disdained not to call your friend —is capable! But,no!a
sight like this might well convert the heaven you dwell in
to hell! You trusted her to me ; I have robbed her! You
enriched her mind with the noblest endowments; I have
buried them in the mire of the vilest condition! AIl her
generous, her unwearied exertions are fruitless ; by my evil
genius they are blasted! I have made her a mother, only
that she might behold her children perishing with hunger!
They stretch out their hands to me for the smallest portion
of that inheritance, which I have squandered in more than
demoniac vice! This, thisis the fruit of my misdeeds! I
am now draining the last dregs of that mischief, of which I
have so wickedly, so basely, been the author ! -

As I returned I met Marguerite, who was come from her
attempt upon the bishop. He had received her paper, and
delivered it to his secretary, that very secretary who had
already disappointed all her expectations from that quarter.
8he had attempted to speak, to adjure the bishop, whatever
he did, not to deliver her over to a man by whom her hopes
had been so cruelly frustrated ; but the tumult of the scene
drowned her voice, and the hurry and confusion over.
powered her efforts. They however drew such a degree
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of attention on her, that, in the dissensions which religions
broils at that time spread in Constance, she was suspected
of pressing thus earnestly towards the person of the bishop
with no good design, and in fine was rudely thrust out of
the palace. She had not recovered from the agitetion into
which she had been thrown, when I met her. 1 eagerly
enquired into the cause of her apparent distress; but she
shook her head mournfully, and was silent. I easily under-
stood where she had been, and the failure of her experi-
ment.

« All then,” s2id I, “is at an end. Now, Marguerite, you
must give up your experiments, and leave to me the cure
of evils of which I only am the author. I will return this
instant to the garden of the palace, and resume the situation
1 formerly occupied.”

“For God’s sake, Reginald, what is it you mean? You
have just acquired strength to seek the benefit of air. The
least exertion fatigues you. At this moment, the little walk
you have taken has covered you with perspiration. You
could not dig or stoop for a quarter of an hour without
being utterly exhausted.”

¢ Marguerite, I will not sit down tamely, and see my
family expire. In many cases it is reasonable to bid a
valetudinarian take care of himself. But our situation is
beyond that. I must do something. Extraordinary cir-
cumstances often bring along with them extraordinary
strength. No man knows, till the experiment, what he is

of effecting. I feel at this moment no debility ;
and I doubt not that the despair of my mind will give re-
doubled energy to my efforts.”

‘While I spoke thus, I was conscious that I had little
more than the strength of a new-born child. But I could
not endure at such a time to remain in inactivity. I felt
a8 much ashamed of the debilitated state in which my fever
had left me, as I could have done of the most inglorious
effeminacy and cowardice of soul. I determined to relieve
my family, or perish in the attempt. If all my efforts were
vain, I could not better finish my career, than exhausted,
sinking, expiring under a last exertion, to discharge the
duties of my station.

13
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We returned into the house. Marguerite took from a
closet the last remnant of provisions we had, the purchase
of poor Charles’s labour of the preceding day. There was
a general contest who should escape from receiving any
part in the distribution., Charles had withdrawn him-
self, and was not to be found. Julia endeavoured to ab-
scond, but was stopped by Louisa and her mother. She
had wept so much, that inanition seemed more dangerous
for her, than perhaps for any other of the circle. No one
can conceive, who has not felt it, how affecting a contest of
this kind must appear to me, sensible as I was to the danger
that their virtue and generous affection were the prelude
only to their common destruction. I said, there was a
general contest who should avoid all share in the distribu-
tion ; but I recollect that the little Marguerite, two years
and a half old, exclaimed at first, I am so hungry, mam-
ma!” But watching, as she carefully did, every thing
that passed, she presently laid down her bread upon the
table in silence, and almost untouched ; and being asked,
Why she did so? she replied, in a tone of speaking sensi.
bility,  Thank you, I am not hungry now!”

This scene made an impression on my mind never to be
forgotten. It blasted and corrupted all the pulses of my
soul. A little before, I had reconciled myself to poverty ;
I had even brought myself to regard it with cheerfulness.
But the sentiment was now reversed. I could endure it, I
could steel myself against its attacks ; but never from this
hour, in the wildest paroxysms of enthusiasm, has it been
the topic of my exultation or my panegyric. No change
of circumstances, no inundation of wealth, has had the
power to obliterate from my recollection what I then saw.
A family perishing with hunger ; all that is dearest to you
in the world sinking under the most dreadful of all the
scourges with which this sublunary scene is ever afflicted ;
10 help near ; no prospect but of still accumulating distress,
a death, the slowest, yet the most certain and the most

_ agonising, that can befall us: no, there is nothing that has

power to rend all the strings of the heart like this! From
this moment, the whole set of my feelings was changed.
Avarice descended, and took possession of my soul. Haunted,
as I perpetually was, by images of the plague of famine,



TBAVELS OF ST. LEON. 119

néothing appeared to me so valuable as wealth ; nothing so
desirable as to be placed at the utmost possible distance
from want. An appetite of this kind is insatiable ; no dis-
tance seems sufficiently great; no obstacles; mountains on
mountains of gold, appear an inadequate security to bar
from us the approach of the monster we dread.

.. While I speak of the sentiments which in the sequel
were generated in my mind by what I now saw, I am sus-
pending my narrative in a crisis at which a family, inter-
esting, amisble and virtuous, is reduced to the lowest state
of humiliation and distress.

They are moments like these, that harden the human

heart, and fill us with inextinguishable hatred and contempt
for our species. They tear off the trappings and decoration
of polished society, and show it in all its hideousness, The
wanton eye of pampered pride pleases itself with the spec-
tacle of cities and palaces, the stately column and the swell-
ing arch. It observes at hand the busy scene, where all are
oacupied in the various pursuits of pleasure or industry ;
and admires the concert, the wide-spreading confederacy,
by means of which each after his mode is unconsciously
promoting the objects of others. Cheated by the outside of
things, we denominate this a vast combination for general
benefit. The poor and the famished man contemplates the
scene with other thoughts. Unbribed to admire and ap-
plaud, he sees in it & confederacy of hostility and general
oppression. He sees every man pursuing his selfish ends,
regardless of the wants of others. He sees himself con-
temptuously driven from the circle where the rest of his
fellow-citizens are busily and profitably engaged. He lives
in the midst of a crowd, without one friend to feel an in.
terest in his welfare. He lives in the midst of plenty,
from the participation of which he is driven by brutal me.
naces and violence. No man who has not been placed in
his situation can imagine the sensations, with which, over-
whelmed as he is with domestic ruin and despair, he beholds
the riot, the prodigality, the idiot ostentation, the senseless
expense, with which he is surrounded on every side. What
Were we to do? Were we to beg along the streets? Were
Wwe to intreat for wretched offals at rich men’s doors? Alas]
: 14
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things, we denominate this a vast combination for general
benefit. The poor and the famished man contemplates the
scene with other thoughts. Unbribed to admire and ap-
plaud, he sees in it a confederacy of hostility and general
oppression. He sees every man pursuing his selfish ends,
regardless of the wants of others. He sees himself con-
temptuously driven from the circle where the rest of his
fellow-citizens are busily and profitably engaged. He lives
in the midst of a crowd, without one friend to feel an in-.
terest in his welfare. He lives in the midst of plenty,
from the participation of which he is driven by brutal me.
naces and violence. No man who has not been placed in
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this, it was to be feared, even if we stooped to the miserable
attempt, instead of satisfying wants for ever new, would
only prolong in the bitterness of anguish the fate for which
we were reserved !

An unexpected relief at this time presented itself. While
the scanty meal I have mentioned was yet unfinished, a let-
ter was presented me inclosing under its cover a bill of one
hundred crowns. The letter was from Bernardin, the faith-
ful servant whom we found it necessary to dismiss three
months before, when we quitted our residence in Switzer-
land. It informed us that, as soon as he had parted from
us, he had set out on his return to his native town, next
adjacent to my paternal residence ; that he found his father
had died a short time before ; and that, from the sale of his
effects, he had reaped an inheritance to triple the amount
of the sum he had now forwarded to us. He had heard by
accident of the death of our friend in Switzerland, and the
character of his successor, and dreaded that the conse-
quences might prove highly injurious to us. He had still
some business to settle with the surviving branches of his
family, but that would be over in a few weeks ; and then,
if we would allow him, he would return to his dear master,
and afford us every assistance in his power. The little
property that had now fallen to him would prevent him
from being a burthen ; and he would hire a spot of land, and
remain near us, if we refused him the consolation of return-
ing to his former employment.

‘What a reproach was it to me, that, descended from one-
of the most illustrious families in Europe, the heir ot an
ample patrimony, and receiving a still larger fortune in
marriage, I should, by the total neglect and profligate de-
fiance of the duties incumbent on me, have reduced myself
90 low as to be indebted to a peasant and a menial for the
means of saving my family from instant destruction! This
was a deep and fatal wound to the pride of my soul. There
was however no alternative, no possibility of rejecting the
supply afforded us at so eventful a moment. We deter-
mined to use it for the present, and to repay it with the
earliest opportunity ; and in the following week, in spite of
the remonstrances of Marguerite, the yet feeble state of my
health, and the penalties annexed to the proceeding, I set
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off for the canton of Soleure, determined, if possible, to
wrest the little staff of my family from the hand that so
besely detained it.

I passed through Zurich and a part of the canton of
Basle without obstacle ; these parts of Switzerland had not
suffered from the calamity which had occasioned our exile.
In proceeding further, I found it necessary to assume a
disguise, and to avoid large towns and ftequenbed roads. I
reached at length the well known scene in which I had so
0o lately consumed twelve months of my life; in which I
first began to breathe (to breathe, not to be refreshed) from
ruin, beggary, and exile. There was no pleasing recollec-
lection annexed to this spot; it was a remembrancer of
shame, sorrow, and remorse. Yet, such is the power of
objects once familiar, revisited after absence, that my eye
ran over them with delight, I felt lightened from the weari-
ness of the journey, and found that the recollection of pains
past over and subdued was capable of being made a source
of gratification. The mountains among which I had wan.
dered, and consumed, as it were, the last dregs of my in-
sanity, surrounded me ; the path in which I was travelling
led along one of their ridges. I had performed this part of
my- journey by night; and the first gleams of day now
began to streak the horizon. I looked towards the cottage,
the distant view of which had so often, in moments of the
deepest despair, awakened in my heart the soothings of
sympathy and affection. I saw that as yet it remained in
its forlorn condition, and had undergone no repair ; while
the lands around, which had lately experienced the super-
intendence of Marguerite, had met with more attention,
and began to resume the marks of culture. I sighed for
the return of those days and that situation, which, while
present to me, had passed unheeded and unenjoyed.

I repaired to the house of my late protector, now the
residence of monsieur Grimseld. He was a meagre shri-
velled figure ; and, though scarcely arrived at the middle of
human life, exhibited all the marks of a premature old age.
I disclosed myself to him, and began warmly to expostu-
late with him upon the profligacy of his conduct. He
changed colour, and betrayed symptoms of confusion, the
reoment I announced myself. While I pressed him with
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the barbarity of his conduct, the dreadful effects it had
already produced, and the incontestable justice of my claim,
he stammered, and began to propose terms of accommoda-
tion, During this conversation we were alone. After some
time however a servant entered the room, and the coun-
tenance of the master assumed an expression of satisfaction
and confidence. He eagerly seized on the occasion which
presented itself, and, instantly changing his tone, called on
his servant to assist him in securing a criminal agsinst the
state. I at first resisted, but Grimseld perceiving this, ap-
plied to his bell with great vehemence, and three other
servants made their appearance, whose employment was in
the field, but who had now accidentally come into the house
for refreshment. I had arms; but I found it impracticable
to effect my escape ; and I soon felt that, by yielding to
the impulse of indignation, and punishing Grimseld on the
spot for his perfidy, I might ruin but could not forward
the affair in which I was engaged. ’

I was conducted to prison ; and the thoughts produced
in me by this sudden reverse were extremely melancholy
and discouraging. Grimseld was a man of opulence and
power ; I was without friends, or the means of procuring
friends. The law expressly condemnned my return; and
what had I not to fear from law, when abetted and inforced
by the hand of power? I might be imprisoned for ten
years ; I might be imprisoned for life. I began earnestly
to wish that I had remained with my family, and given up
at least all present hopes of redress. It would be a dread-
ful accumulation of all my calamities, if now at last I and
my children were destined to suffer, perhaps to perish, in a
state of separation ; and the last consolations of the wretched,
those of suffering, sympathising, and condoling with each
other, were denied us.

Full of these tragical forebodings, I threw myself at first
on the floor of my cell in a state little short of the most
absolute despair. I exclaimed upon my adverse fortune,
which was never weary of persecuting me. I apostrophised,
with tender and distracted accents, my wife and children,
from whom I now seemed to be cut off by an everlasting
divorce. I called upon death to put an end to these tumults
and emotions of the soul, which were no longer to be borne.

-
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In a short time however I recovered myself, procured
the implements of writing, and drew up, in the strong and
impressive language of truth, a memorial to the council of
the state. I was next to consider how this was to reach
its destination ; for there was some danger that it might be
intercepted by the vigilance and malignity of my adversary.
I desired to speak with the keeper of the prison. He had
some recollection of me, and & still more distinct one of my
family. He concurred with the general sentiment, in a
strong aversion to the character of Grimseld. As I pressed
upon him the hardship of my case, and the fatal conse-

with which it might be attended, I could perceive
that he fully entered into the feeling with which I wished
him to be impressed. He blamed my rashness in returning
to Switzerland in deflance of the positive prohibition that
had been issued ; but promised at all events that my paper
should be delivered to the president to-morrow morning.

I remained three days without an answer, and these days
were to me an eternity. I anticipated every kind of mis.
fortune ; I believed that law and malice had succeeded to
the subversion of equity. At length however I was deli-
vered from my apprehensions and perplexity, and summoned
to appear before the council. It was well for me perhaps
that I had to do with a government so simple and moderate
as that of Switzerland. I obtained redress. It was re-
ferred to an arbitration of neighbours to set a fair price on
my property, and then decreed, that if monsieur Grimseld
refused the purchase, the sum should be paid me out of the
coffers of the state. He was also condemned in a certain
fine for the fraud he had attempted to commit. The affair,
“thus put in train, was soon completed ; and I returned with
Joy, having effected the object of my journey, to my anxious
and expecting family. Soon after, we removed to the spot
we had chosen on the eastern bank of the lake, where we
remained for the six following years in a state of peace and

-tranquillity.

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.
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VOLUME THE SECOND.

CHAPTER 1.

It was in the evening of a summer’s day in the latter end
of the year fifteen hundred and forty-four, that a stranger
arrived at my habitation. He was feeble, emaciated, and
pale, his forehead full of wrinkles, and his hair and beard
as white as snow. Care was written in his face ; it was
easy to perceive that he had suffered much from distress of
mind; yet his eye was still quick and lively, with a
strong expression of suspiciousness and anxiety. His garb,
which externally consisted of nothing more than a robe of
russet brown, with a girdle of the same, was coarse, thread-
bare, and ragged. He supported his tottering steps with a
staff; and, having lost his foreteeth, his speech was indistinet
and difficult to be comprehended. His wretched appearance
excited my compassion, at the same time that I could easily
discern, beneath all its disadvantages, that he was no com-
mon beggar or rustic. Ruined and squalid as he appeared,
I thought I could perceive traces in his countenance of what
had formerly been daring enterprise, profound meditation,
and generous humanity.

I saw that he was much fatigued, and I invited him to
rest himself upon the bench before the door. I set before
him bread and wine, and he partook of both. I asked him
his name and his country. He told me that he was a
Venetian, and that his name, as nearly as I could collect,
was signor Francesco Zampieri. He seemed, howevey;
averse to speaking, and he requested me to suffer him tf
pass the night in my habitation. There was nothing singular
in the request, a hospitality of this sort being the practice
of the neighbourhood ; and humanity would have prompted
my compliance, if I had not been still more strongly urged

ﬂ
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-by an undefinable curiosity that began to spring up in my
bosom. I prepared for him a camp-bed in a summer-
house at the end of my garden. As soon as it was ready,
he desired to be left alone, that he might seek in rest some
relief from the fatigue he had undergone.

He retired early; and therefore, soon after daybreak the
next morning, I waited on him to enquire how he had

.rested. He led me out into the fields ; the morning was
genial and exhilarating. We proceeded, till we came to a
retired spot which had frequently been the scene of my

. solitary meditations, and there seated ourselves upon a benk.
We had been mutually silent during the walk. As soon as
we were seated, the stranger began: “ You are, I under~
stand, a Frenchman, and your name the count de St. Leon? "
I bowed assent.

. 8t. Leon,” said he, * there is something in your coune

. tenance and manner that prepossesses me in_your favour.
The only thing I have left to do in the world is to die;
and what I seek at present, is a friend who will take care
that I shall be suffered to die in peace. Shall I trust you?
'Will you be that friend to me?”

I was astonished at this way of commencing his con
fidence in me; but I did not hesitate to promise that he
should not find me deficient in any thing that became a man
of humanity and honour.

“ You do not, I think, live alone? You have a wife and
.children.”

“ I have.”

¢ Yet none of them were at home when I arrived lnlt
night. You brought yourself to the summer-house every
_thing that was necessary for my accommodation.”

« ] did so. But I have a wife to whom I have been
married seventeen years, and with whom I have no reserves.
I told her of your arrival ; I spoke of your appearance; I
mentioned your name.”

¢ It is no matter. She has not seen me. My name is
not Zampieri ; I am no Venetian.”

“ Who are you then ?”

¢ That you shall never know. It makes no part of the
confidence I design to repose in you. My name shall be
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buried with me in the grave ; nor shall any one who has
hitherto known me, know how, at what time, or on what
spot of earth, I shall terminate my existence. The cloud of
oblivion shall shelter me from all human curiosity. What
1 require of you is that you pledge your honour, and the faith
of a man, that you will never veveal to your wife, your
children, or any human being, what you may bereafter
know of me, and that no particular that relates to my his-
tory shall be disclosed, till at least one hundred years after
my. decease.”

“ Upon these conditions I am sorry that I must decline
your confidence. My wife is a part of myself ; for the last
six years at least I have had no thought in which she has
not participated ; and these have been the most tranquil
and happy years of my life. My heart was formed by
nature for social ties ; habit has confirmed their propensity ;
and I will not now consent to any thing that shall infringe
on the happiness of my so!

‘While I spoke, I could pereeive that my companion
grew disturbed and angry. At length, turning towards me
a look of ineffable contempt, he replied —

¢ Feeble and effeminate mortal! You are neither a
knight nor a Frenchman! Or rather, having been both,
you have forgotten in inglorious obscurity every thing
worthy of either! Was ever gallant action achieved
by him who was incapable of separating himself from a
woman? Was ever a great discovery prosecuted, or an
important benefit conferred upon the human race, by him
who was incapable of standing, and thinking, and feeling,
alone? Under the usurping and dishonoured name of
virtue, you have sunk into a slavery baser than that of the
enchantress Alcina. In vain might honour, worth, and
immortal renown proffer their favours to him who has
made himself the basest of all sublunary things— the puppet
of a woman, the plaything of her pleasure, wasting an
inglorious life in the gratification of her wishes and tbe
performance of her commands !”

I felt that I was not wholly unmoved at this expostula=
tion. The stranger touched upon the first and foremost
passions of my soul ; passions the operation of which bad
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Jong been suspended, but which were by no means extin-
guished in my bosom. He proceeded : —

“ Bat it is well! Years have passed over my head in
vain, and I have not learned to distinguish a man of honour
from s slave. This is only one additional sorrow to those
in which my life has been spent. I have wandered through
every xegion, of . the earth, and have found only disappoint.
mt. I have entered the courts of princes; I have ac-

ed the march of armies; I have pined in the..

y of dungeons. I have tasted every vicissitude of .

lplendour and jneanness ; five times have I been led to the
d, and with dlﬁculty escaped a public execution.
__by__ mankind, hunted from the face of the earth,
pursued by every atrocious calumny, without a country,
without & roof, without & friend ; the addition that can be
made to such misfortunes scarcely deserves a thought.”
While he spoke, curiosity, resistless curiosity, presented
itself a8 a new motive, in aid of the sense of shame which
the stranger had just before kindled in my bosom. His
masnner was inconceivably impressive ; his voice, though
inarticulate from age, had an irresistible melody and

volume of sound, which awed, while it won, the heart.

His front appesred open, large, and commanding; and,
though he complained, his complaints seemed to be those
of conscious dignity and innocence. He went on: —

¢ Farewell, St. Leon! I go, and you shall see me and
hear of me no more. You will repent, when it is too late,
the folly of this day’s determination. I appear mean and
insignificant in your eyes. You think my secrets beneath
your curiogity, and my benefits not worth your acceptance.
Know that my benefits are such as kings would barter
their thrones to purchase, and that my weulth exceeds the
weslth of empires. You are degraded from the rank you
once held among mankind ; your children are destined to
live in the inglorious condition of peasants. This day
you might have redeemed all your misfortunes, and raised
yourself to a station more illustrious than that to which
you were born. Farewell ! - Destiny has marked out you
Ilulyoun for obscurity and oblivion, and you do well to
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reject magnificence and distinction when they proffer them<
selves for your acceptance.”

¢ Stop,” cried I, * mysterious stranger! Grant me a
moment’s leisure to reflect and determine.”

He had risen to depart, with a gesture of resolution and
contempt. At my exclamation he paused, and again turned
himself towards me. My soul was in tumults.

“ Answer me, most ambiguous and impenetrable of
mortals! What is thy story ? and what the secrets, the
disclosure of which is pregnant with consequences so ex~
traordinary ?”

“ Do you recollect the conditions upon which only the
disclosure can be made ?”

¢ What can Isay? Shall Idetermme to part with that
-which for years has constituted the only consolation of my
life? Shall I suppress the curiogity which now torments
me, and reject the boon you pretend to have the power to
confer 7"

¢ 1 grant you the interval for reflection you demand. I
refuse to place further confidence in you, till you have ma~
turely examined yourself, and roused all the energxel of
your spirit to encounter the task you undertake.”

¢ One word more. You know not, indeed you know
not, what a woman you exclude from your confidence. She
is more worthy of it than I am. Referring to my own ex-
perience and knowledge of the world, I can safely pro-
nounce her the first of her sex, perhaps the first of human
beings. Indulge me in this; include her in your confi-
dence ; and I am content.”

¢ Be silent! I have made my determination ; do yom
make yours! Know I would not if Icould, and cannot
if I would, repose the secrets that press upon me in more
than a single bosom. It was upon this condition I received
the communication ;. upon this condition only can I impart
it. I am resolved to die is the election of my soul—s
consummation for w‘hlch I impatiently wait. Having de=
termined therefore to withdraw myself from the powers
committed to me, I am at liberty to impart them; upon
the same condition, and no other, you _may one day, if you
desire it, seek the relief of confidence.”
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Having thus spoken, the stranger rose from his seat. It
was yet early morning, nor was it likely we should meet
any ome in our walk. He however employed the pre-
caution of causing me to explore the path, and to see that
we should return uninterrupted. We came back to the
summer-house. The window-shutters were still closed ;
the stranger determined they should remain so. When I
had come to him as soon as I rose, I had found the door
secured ; nor bad he admitted me, till he recognised my
voice, and had ascertained that I was alone. These pre-
cautions scarcely excited my attention at the time; but,
after the conversation that had just passed, they returned
distinctly to my memory.

The remainder of the day which had been opened by
this extraordinary scene was passed by me in great anxiety.
I ruminated with unceasing wonder and perturbation upon
the words of the stranger. Shall I shut upon myself the
gate of knowledge and information ? Is it not the part of
a feeble and effeminate mind to refuse instruction, because
he is not at liberty to communicate that instruction to an-
other—to a wife? The stranger professes to be able to raise
me to the utmost height of wealth and distinction. Shall
I refuse the gift, which in a former instance I forfeited,
but for which, though contemplated as at an impracticable
distance; my whole soul longs ?  If there is any thing dis-
honourable connected with the participation of this wealth,
I shall still be at liberty to refuse it. There can be no
crime in hearing what this man has to communicate. _I
shall still, and always, be master of myself ; nor can I have
any thing personally to fear from a man so feeble, so de-
crepit, so emaciated. Yet what can be the gifts worthy of
acceptance of & man who, while he possesses them, is tired
of life, and desires to die? or what the wealth of him who
bears about him every external symptom of poverty and
desolation ?

The conversation I had just held revived in my mind
the true feeling of my present situation. The wounds of
my soul had been lulled into temporary insensibility ; but’
they were in a state in which the slightest accident wis
capable of making them bleed afresh, and with all their

x
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former violence. 1 had rather steeled my mind to endure
what seemed unavoidable, than reconciled myself to my
fate. The youthful passions of my soul, which my early
years had written there in characters so deep, were by no
means efficed. 1 could not contemplate the splendour of
rank with an impartial eye. I could not think of the
alternative of distinction or obscurity for my children with
indifference. But, most of all, the moment I had ex-
perienced for them of hunger, and impending destruction
by famine, had produced an indelible impression. It had
destroyed all romance, I had almost said all dignity, in my
mind for ever. It had snapped, as by the touch of a red-
hot iron, all the finer and more etherialised sinews of my
frame. It had planted the sordid love of gold in my heart,
there, by its baneful vegetation, to poison every nobler and
more salubrious feeling. ’

When I returned to the house, Marguerite enquired of
me respecting the stranger, but my answers were short and
embarrassed. She seemed to wonder that he did not come
into the house, and partake of some refreshment in the
midst of my family. She asked, whether he were indis-
posed ? and whether he did not stand in need of some assist-
ance that she might afford him ?  Perceiving however. that
I was desirous of saying as little as possible respecting him,
she presently became silent. I could see that she was hurt
at my incommunicativeness, yet I could not prevail upon
myself to enter into an explanation of the causes of my ta-
citurnity. Ours was a family of love ; and I could observe
that the children sympathised with their mother, and
secretly were surprised at and lamented my reserve. There
would have been little in this, in perhaps any other family
than ours. But the last six years had been spent by us in
such primeval simplicity, that scarcely one of us had 2
thought but what was known to the rest. Marguerite che-
rished my frankness and unreserve with peculiar zeal; she
remembered with bitterness of soul the periods in which I
fostered conceptions only proper to myself — periods of
dreadful calamity, or of rooted melancholy and sadness.
She could not help regarding the silence into which for the
Present occasion I relapsed, as a portent of evil augury.
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Charles, who was now sixteen years of age, recollected the
period of our ruined fortunes when he had been alone with
me st Paris, and partook of his mother’s feelings.

. A tiifling circumstance, at this time occasioned by the
little Marguerite, now eight years of age, rendered the
restraint under which I laboured more memorable and
striking. She had left a little book of fairy tales, in which
she had been reading the day before, in the summer-house.
At first she did not recollect what was become of it, and
employed herself in searching for it with great assiduity.
Of a sudden however she remembered where she had read
in it last; and, exclaiming with exultation, It is in the
sammer-house ! ” sprang forward to fetch it. - I detained
her, and told her there was a sick gentleman there that she
would disturb ! ¢ Then, dear Julia !”’ rejoined she, * be so
good as to get it for me ; you are so quiet and careful, you
never disturb any body.”

- ¢ My love,” answered I, “ nobody must get it for you.
The gentleman chooses to be alone, and will not let any
body come to him. You shall have it after dinner.”

% Ah, but, papa, I want it now. I put it away, just
where the naughty giant had shut up the gentleman in the
dungeon, who came to take away the lady. I was obliged
to put it away then, because mamma called me to go to
bed; but I want so to know what will become of them,
you cannot think.”

¢ Well, dear Marguerite, ¥ am sorry you must wait ; but
you must learn to have patience.”

“ Do you know, papa, 1 walked in the garden before
breakfast : and so, not thinking of any thing, I came to
the summer-house ; and I tried to open the door, but [
could not. I found it was locked. So I thought Julia
was there; and I knocked, and called Julia, but nobody
answered. So then I knew Julia was not there, for I was
sure she would have opened the door. 8o I climbed upon
the stamp of the pear-tree, and tried to look in at the win-
dow ; but the shutters were shut, and I could not get to see
over the top of them. And I walked all round the sum-
mer-house, and all the shutters were shut. Papa, I wish
you would not let 8 man get into the summer-house, who

x 2
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shuts all the shutters, and locks the door. - You always
used to let me go into every room I liked ; and, do you
know, I think none but bad people lock and bolt themselves
up so. It puts mind of the glants with their drawbridges
and their pitfalls ; I shall be quite afraid of this frightful old
m‘n.’D

This prattle of the child was nothing ; yet it increased
the embarrassment of my situation, and made the peculi-
arity of the case more conspicuous. Finding her perti-
nacious in insisting upon a topic that was disagreeable to
me, her mother called her from me, and put her upon some
occupation that served to divert her attention. I felt like
s person that was guilty of some crime ; and this consider-
ation and kindness of my wife, when I seemed to myself to
deserve her reproach, had not the power to calm my
uneasiness.

These little occurrences appeared like the beginning of
a separation of interests, and estrangement of hearts. I
tasked myself severely. I summoned the whole force of
my mind, that I might strictly consider what it was in
which I was about to engage. If this slight and casual
hint of a secret is felt by both Marguerite and myself with
so much uneasiness and embarrassment, what will be our
situation, if I go on to accept the stranger’s confidence, and
become the depository of an arcanum so important as bhe
represents his to be? He declares himself able to bestow
upon me the highest opulence ; what will be the feelings of
my wife and children when they see my condition suddenly
changed from its present humble appearance to splendour
and wealth, without being able to assign the source of this
extraordinary accession ?

It is difficult to conceive a family picture more envuble
that than to which I was now continually present, and of
which I formed a part. We had been happy on the banks
of the Garonne, and we had pictured to ourselves a plan of
heppiness immediately on our arrival in the city of Con-
stance. But these were little and imperfect, compared with-
what I now enjoyed. In the first situation my children
were infants, and in the second the eldest was but ten years
of age. The mother was now thirty-five; and she bad
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lost, in my eyes at least, none of her personal attractions.
Her intellectual accomplishments were much greater than
ever. Her understanding was matured, her judgment de-
cided, her experience more comprehensive. As she had a
greater compass of materials to work upon, her fancy was
more playful, her conversation richer, and her reflections
more amusing and profound. The matron character she
had acquired, bad had no other effect on her feelings, than
to render them more deep, more true and magnetical. Her
disposition was more entirely affectionate than it had been
even in the first year of our cohabitation. Her attachment
to her children was exemplary, and her vigilance uninter-
rupted ; and, for myself, she was accustomed, in all that
related to our mutual love, to enter into my sentiments and
inclinations with so just a tone of equality and kindness,
that we seemed to be two bodies animated by a single soul.
If the mother were improved, the.children were still more
improved. In their early years we are attached to our off-
spring, merely because they are ours, and in a way that has
led superficial speculators to consider the attachment, less as

necessary operation of a sensible and conscious mind,
than as a wise provision of nature for the perpetuation of
the species. But as they grow up, the case is different.
Our partiality is then confirmed or diminished by qualities
visible to an impartial bystander as really as to ourselves.
They then cease to be merely the objects of our solicitude,
-and become our companions, the partners of our sentiments,
and the counsellors of our undertakings. Such at least was
‘my case at the present period. Charles, who was now
sixteen, was manly beyond his years; while the native fire
.of his disposition was tempered by adversity, by an humble
-situation, and by the ardour of filial and fraternal affection.
-Julia, who was two years younger, became daily more in-
teresting by the mildnes of her disposition and the tender-
nese of her sensibility. Louisa was only twelve; but, as
.she was extremely notable, and had an uncommonly quick
and accurate spirit of imitation, she rendered herself ex-
.ceedingly useful to her mother. Marguerite, the plaything
.and amusement of the family, had, as I have said, just
.completed the eighth year of her age.

K 3
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One exquisite source of gratification, when it is not 1
source of uneasiness, to speak from my own experieneq
which a parent finds in the society of his children, is theh
individuality. They are not puppets, moved with wires
and to be played on at will. Almost from the hour of thei
birth they have a will of their own, to be consulted anc
negotiated with. We may say to them, as Adam to the
general mother of mankind, ¢ But now, thou wert flesh o
my flesh, and bone of my bone; and, even now, thot
standest before me vested in the prerogatives of sentimen:
and reason ; a living being, to be regarded with attentior
and deference; to be courted, not compelled ; susceptible o:
the various catalogue of human passions; capable of re.
sentment and gratitude, of indignation and love, of per.
verseness and submission. It is because thou art thw
formed that I love thee. I cannot be interested about ob-
jects inanimate or brute. I require a somewhat that shal
exercise my judgment, and awaken my moral feelings. I
is necessary to me to approve myself, and be approved by
another. I rejoice to stand before you, at once the defend.
ant and the judge. I rejoice in the restraint to which yow
independent character subjects me, and it will be my pridi
to cultivate that independence in your mind. I would ne
gotiate for your affections and confidence, and not be lovec
by you, but in proportion as I shall have done something
to deserve it. I could not congratulate myself upon you
correspondence to my wishes, if it had not been in you

~—_power to withhold it.”

While I indulge this vein of reflection, I seem again t
see my family, as they surrounded me in the year fifteer
hundred and forty-four; Marguerite the partner of my life
.Charles the brother of my cares, the blooming Julia, th
sage Louisa, and the playful cadette of the family. How
richly furnished, how cheerful, how heart-reviving, appearec
to me the apartment in which they were assembled! 1
dwell upon the image with fond affection and lingering de.
light. Where are they now? How has all this happines:
been maliciously undermined, and irrevocably destroyed
To look back on it, it seems like the idle fabric of a dream
I awake, and find myself alone! Were there really suct
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persons? Where are they dispersed? Whither are they
gone? Oh, misershle solitude and desertion, to which I
have 90 long been condemned! I see nothing around me
but speechless walls, or human faces that say as little to my
heart as the walls themselves! How palsied is my soul !
How withered my affections ! —But I will not anticipate.

v-—"\

CHAPTER XII

I carrrEp food to the stranger as occasion required in the
course of the day. He seemed indisposed to speak, and we
exchanged scarcely more than two or three words. The
next morning was the implied time to which the question
of his confidence was deferred, and I went to him with the
full resolution of refusing it. Whether it were that he
discerned this resolution in my countenance, or that, in the
interval that elapsed, he had formed a meaner opinion of
my character, and thought me unfit for the purposes he in-
tended I should answer, certain it is that he anticipated me.
At the same time he magnified the importance of the gifts
he had to communicate. He expressed himself astonished
at the precipitateness of his yesterday’s conduct. It was
not till after much trial and long probation that he could
choose himself a confidant. I was not at present fit for the
character, nor perhaps ever should be. The talent he pos-
sessed was one upon which the fate of nations and of the
human species might be made to depend. God had given
it for the best and highest purposes; and the vessel in
which it was deposited must be purified from the alloy of
human frailty. It might be abused and applied to the
most atrocious designs. It might blind the understanding
of the wisest, and corrupt the integrity of the noblest. It
might overturn kmgdoms, and change the whole order of
human society into anarchy and barbarism. It might
‘render its possessor the universal plague or the universal
tyrant of mankind.

“ Go, 8t.Leon!” added the stranger, * you are not qua-

x 4
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lified for so important & trust. You are not yet purged of
imbecility and weakness. Though you have passed through
much, and had considerable experience, you are yet a child.
I had heard your history, and expected to find you a different
man. Go; and learn to know yourself for what you are,
frivolous and insignificant, worthy to have been born a
peasant, and not fitted to adorn the rolls of chivalry, or the
rank to which you were destined !”

There was something so impressive in the rebuke and
contempt of this venerable sage, that made it impossible to
contend with them. Never was there a man more singular,
and in whom were united greater apparent contradictions.
Observe him in a quiet and unanimated moment, you might
almost take him for a common beggar; a poor, miserable
wretch, in whom life lingered, and.insensate stupidity
reigned. But when his soul was touched in} any of those
points on which it was most alive, he rose at once, and ap-
peared a giant. His voice was the voice of thunder; and,
rolling in a rich and sublime swell, it arrested and stilled,
while it withered all the nerves of the soul. His eye-beam
sat upon your countenance, and seemed to look through you.
You wished to-escape from its penetrating power, but you
had not the strength to move. I began to feel as if it were
some mysterious and superior being in human form, md
not a mortal, with whom I was concerned. -

What a strange and contradictory being is man! I lnd
gone to the summer-house this morning, with a firm reso-
lution to refuse the gifts and the communication of the
stranger. I felt as if lightened from a burthen which the
whole preceding day had oppressed me, while I formed this
resolution : 1 was cheerful, and conscious of rectitude and .
strength of mind. How cheaply we prize a gift which we
imagine to be already in our power! With what philo.
wphncal indifference do we turn it on every side, depreeuee
its worth, magnify its disadvantages, and then pique our-
selves upon the sobriety and justice of the estimate we have
made! Thus it was with me in the present transaction;
but when I had received the check of the stranger, and
saw the proposed benefit removed to a vast and uncertain
distance, then it resumed all its charms ; then the contrast
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‘of-wealth and poverty flashed full upon my soul. Before,
I had questioned the reality of the stranger’s pretensions,
aad oonsidered whether he might not be an artful impostor ;
but now all was clearness and certainty : the advantages of
-wealth passed in full review before my roused imagination.
I saw horses, palaces, and their furniture ; I saw the splen-
dour of exhibition and the trains of attendants,— objects
-which had been for ever dear to my puerile imagination; I
contemplated the honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
:which are so apt to attend upon wealth, when disbursed
‘with & moderate degree of dignity and munificence. When #
-1 eompared this with my present poverty and desertion, the
.meanness of our appearance, our daily labours, the danger
‘that an untoward accident might sink us in the deepest dis-
tress, and the hopelessness that my son or his posterity
should evér rise to that honour and distinction to which they
had once been destined, the effect was too powerful.

Another feeling came still further in aid of this: it was
‘the humiliating impression which the stranger had left upon
my mind: this seemed to be his great art, if in reality his
conduct is to be imputed to art. There is no enemy to
‘virtue 80 fatal as a sense of degradation. Self-applause is
our principal support in every liberal and elevated act of
‘virtue. If this ally can be turned against us; if we can be
made to ascribe baseness, effeminacy, want of spirit and
-adventure, to our virtuous resolutions; we shall then indeed
feel ourselves shaken. This was precisely my situation:
the figure I made in my own eyes was mean ; I was im-
‘patient of my degradation ; I believed that I had shown
myself uxorious and effeminate, at a time that must have
roused in me the spirit of a man, if there had been a spark
of manly spirit latent in my breast. This impatience co-
operated with the temptations of the stranger, and made me
anxious to possess what he offered to my acceptance.

I reasoned thus with myself: what excites my scruples is
simply the idea of having one single secret from my wife
and family. This scruple is created by the singular and
-unprecedented confidence in which we have been accus-
tomed to live. Other men have their secrets : nor do they
find their domestic tranquillity broken by that circumstance.
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The merchant does not call his wife into consultation upon
his ventures ; the statesman does not unfold to her his policy
and his projects ; the warrior does not take her advice upon
the plan of his campaign ; the poet does not concert with
her his flights and his episodes. To other men the domestic
scene is the relaxation of their cares ; when they enter it,
they dismiss the business of the day, and call another cause.
I only have concentrated in it the whole of my existence.
By this means I have extinguished in myself the true energy
of the human character. A man can never be respectable
in the eyes of the world or in his own, except so far as he
stands by himself and is truly independent. He may have
friends ; he may have domestic connections ; but he must
not in these connections lose his individuality. Nothing
truly great was ever achieved, that was not executed or
planned in solitary seclusion.

But if these reasons are sufficient to prove that the plan
I have lately pursued is fundamentally wrong, how much
more will the importance of what is proposed by the stranger
plead my excuse for deviating from it? How bitterly have
1 lamented the degradation of my family! Shall I not
seize this opportunity of re-installing them in their here-
ditary honours ? I deemed the ruin I had brought upon
them irreparable; shall I not embrace the occasion of
atoning for my fault ? No man despises wealth, who fully
understands the advantages it confers. Does it not confer the
means of cultivating our powers ? Does it not open to us
the career of honour, which is shut against the -unknown
and obscure? Does it not conciliate the prepossessions of
mankind, and gain for us an indulgent and liberal con-
struction? Does it not inspire us with graceful confidence,
and animate us to generous adventure? The poor man is
denied every advantage of education, and wears out his life
in labour and ignorance. From offices of trust, from op-
portunities of distinction, he is ignominiously thrust aside ;
and though he should sacrifice his life for the public cause,
he dies unhonoured and unknown. If by any accident he
comes into possession of those qualities which, when dis-
cerned and acknowledged, command the applause of man-
kind, who will listen to him? His appearance is mean ;
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and the fastidious auditor turns from him ere half his words
are uttered. He has no equipage and attendants, no one
to blow the trumpet before him and procleim his rank ;
how can he propose any thing that shall be worthy of atten-
tion ¥ Aware of the prepossession of mankind in this
sespect, he is alarmed and overwhelmed with confusion
before he opens his lips. Filled with the conscience of his
worth, he anticipates the unmerited contempt that is pre-
pared to oppress him, and his very heart dies within him.
Add to these circumstances, the constitution of our nature,
the various pleasures of which it is adapted to partake, and
bow many of these pleasures it is in the power of wealth to
procure. Yes; an object like this will sufficiently apologise for
me to those for whose sake alone it was estimable in my sight.
It is; indeed, nothing but our poverty and the lowness of
our station that have thus produced in us an habitual and
unreserved communication of sentiments. Wealth would,
to & certain degree, destroy our contact, and take off the
wonder that we had each our thoughts that were not put
into the common stock. .
These cousiderations decided my choice. 1 was not ine
deed without some variations of mind, and some compunc-
tion of heart for the resolution I had espoused. The longer
the stranger remained with me, the more evident it was
that there was something mysterious between us; and the
unreserved affection and union that had lately reigned under
my roof suffered materially the effects of it. The stranger
had been led to my cottage, in the first instance, by the en~
tire solitude in which it was placed. There was nothing
‘abott which he was so solicitous as concealment ; the most
-atrocious criminal could not be more alarmed at the idea of
being discovered. I was unable to account for this; but I was
‘now too anxious for his stay and the promised reward, not
to be alert in gratifying all his wishes. The most inviolable
secresy, therefore, was enjoined to the whole family ; and
the younger branches of it, particularly the little Marguerite,
it was necessary to keep almost immured, to prevent the
danger of their reporting any thing out of the house, that
might be displeasing to the stranger and fatal to my ex-
pectations. Upon the whole my situation was eminently
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an uneasy one. No experiment can be more precarious than
that of a half-confidence ; and nothing but the sincere af-
fection that was entertained for me could have rendered it
successful in this instance. My family felt that they were
trusted by me only in points where it was impossible to
avoid it, and that I was not therefore properly entitled to
their co-operation; I was conscious of ingratitude in
making them no return for their fidelity. They kept my
secret because they were solicitous to oblige me, not from
any conviction that they were conferring on me a benefit ;
but, on the contrary, suspecting that the object as to which
they were blindly assisting me would prove injurious to
me as well as to themselves.
The health of the stranger visibly declined ; but this was
8 circumstance which he evidently regarded with compls-
cency. It was the only source of consolation of which he
appeared susceptible ; his mind was torn with painful re-
membrances, and agitated with terrible forebodings. He
abhorred solitude, and yet found ne consolation in society.
I could not be much with him ; my duty to my family,
-who were principally supported by my labour, was a call
too imperious to be neglected. Even when I was with him,
he commonly testified no desire for conversation. °¢ Stay
with me,” he was accustomed to say;  give me as much of
your time as you can ; but do not talk.” Upon these occa-
gions he would sit sometimes with his arms folded, and
with the most melancholy expression imaginable. He would
then knit his brows, wring his hands with a sadness that
might have excited pity in the hardest breast, or, with both
hands closed, the one clasping the other, strike himself im-
patiently on the forehead. At other times he would rise
from his seat, pace the room with hurried and unquiet
steps, and then again throw himself on his couch in the
greatest agitation. His features were often convulsed with
agony. Often have I wiped away the sweat, which would
.suddenly burst out in large drops on his forehead. At
those seasons he would continually mutter words to himself,
the sense of which it was impossible for me to collect. I
-could perceive however that he often repeated the names
of Clara!—Henry!—a wife! —a friend! a friend!
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~—eseeand then he would groan as if his heart were bursting.
Sometimes, in the midst of these recollections, he would
pass the back of his hand over his eyes ; and then, looking
at it, shaking his head, and biting his under lip, exclaim
with s piteous accent, * Dry ! — dry !—all the moisture of
my. frame is perished !” Then, as if recovering himself, he
would cry with a startled and terrified vbice, “ Who is there?
St.Leon? Come to me! Let me feel that there is a
human being near me! I often call for you; but I find
myself alone, deserted, friendless ! —friendless !

At times when his recollection was more complete, he
would eay, “ I know I tire you! Why should I tire you?
‘What gratification can it be to me to occasion emotions of
disgust ?” Upon these occasions I endeavoured to soothe
him, and assured him I found pleasure in administering to
his velief. But he replied, “No, no: do not flatter me !
It is long since I have heard the voice of flattery! I never
Joved it ! - No; I know I am precluded from ever exciting
friendship or sympathy ! Why am I not dead? Why do I
live, & burthen to myself, useful to none? My secret I
could almost resolve should die with me; but you have
earned, and you shall receive it.”

The stranger was not always in this state of extreme an-
guish, nor always indisposed to converse. He had lucid
intervals ; and could beguile the sorrow of his heart with
social communication. We sometimes talked of various
sciences and branches of learning ; he appeared to be well
informed in them all. His observations were ingenious ;
his language copious; his illustrations fanciful and pie-
turesque ; his manner bold and penetrating. It was easy
to observe in him the marks of a vigorous and masculine
genius. Sometimes we discussed the events at that time
going on in the world. When we discoursed of events that
had passed, and persons that had died, more than a century
before, the stranger often spoke of them in a manner as if
he had been an eye-witness, and directly acquainted with
the objects of our discourse. This I ascribed to the vivid-
ness of his conceptions, and the animation of his language.
He however often checked himself in this peculiarity, and
always carefully avoided what could lead to any thing per-



|
142 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

sonal to himself. I described to him the scenes of my youth,
and related my subsequent history ; he on his part was
invincibly silent on every circumstance of his country, his
family, and his adventures.

The longer I was acquainted with him, the more my cu-
riosity grew. I was restless and impatient to learn some.
thing respecting & man who thus wrapped himself up in
mystery and reserve. Often I threw out, as it were, a line
by which to fathom his secret. I talked of various countries,
I mentioned different kinds of calamities and even of crimes,
that by some incidental allusion I might discover at una-
wares his country, his connections, or the nature of his
story. When any thing that offered seemed to lead to the
desired point, I doubled my questions, and endeavoured to
construct them with the skill of a crafty litigant in a court
of justice. There were some subjects, the very mention of
which gave him uneasiness, and upon which he immediately
silenced me ; but these were not of themselves enough to
afford me a clue, or to furnish materials out of which for
me to construct the history of the stranger. He did not
always perceive the drift of my questions and snares ; but,
when he did, he generally .became loud, resentful, and
furious. There was nothing else that so completely roused
his indignation.

< 8t. Leon!” said he to me one day, “silence this in-
quisitive temper of yours; check your rash and rude cu-
riosity. The only secret I have that can be of any importance
to you, you shall one day know. But my country, my
family, my adventures, I have once told you, and I tell
you again, you shall never know. That knowledge can be
of moment to no one, and it shall never be disclosed. When
this heart ceases to beat, that tale shall cease to have a place
on the face of the earth. Why should my distresses -and
disgraces be published to any one? Is it not enough that
they have lacerated my bosom, that they have deprived me
of friends, that they have visited me with every adversity
and every anguish, that they have bowed me down to the
earth, that they have made thought, and remembrance, and
life itself, a burthen too heavy to be borne? Your present
injudicious conduct, if persisted in, will have the effect of
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driving me from your roof, of turning me once more upon
the world, upon that world that I hate, upon that world
whose bruises and ill treatment I feel in every fibve of my
frame ; of exposing me again to fresh persecutions, and
csusing me to perish miserably in a dungeon, or die upon
a scaffold. Spare me, my generous host ; I know you are
capable of generosity. Indeed I have endured enough to
satiate the rage of malice itself. You see what I suffer from
the rage and tempest of my own thoughts, even without the
assistance of any external foe. Let me die in that degree of
tranquillity I am able to attain. I will not trouble you long.”
At snother time he addressed me in a different style.
< You see, St. Leon, that the anguish of mind I endure is
such as is ordinarily attributed to the recollection of great
exrimes ; and you have very probably conjectured that in my
case it arises from the same source. If you have, I forgive
you ; but I assure you that you are mistaken. Take from
yourself that uneasiness, if it has ever visited you; you
are not giving sanctuary to a villain! I am innocent. I
can take no crime to my charge. I have suffered more
almost than man ever suffered ; but I have sinned little.
The cause of my uneasiness and prime source of all my
misfortunes, I dare not disclose to you. Be contented with
the plan of my conduct. I have digested my purpose : I
have determined where to speak and where to be silent.”
The more I saw of this man, the more strange and un-
accountable appeared to me every thing that related to him.
‘Why was he so poor, possessing, as he pretended, inex-
haustible wealth? Why was he unhappy, with so great
talents and genius, and such various information? Why
was he friendless, being, as he solemnly assured me, so per-
fectly innocent, and of consequence so respectable? That
he was an impostor, every thing that I saw of him forbade
me to believe. His sorrows were too profound and excru-
ciating, for it to be possible for me to rank them among
the actions that a man may play. The greatness of his
powers, the dignity of his carriage, the irresistible appear-
ance of sincerity that sparkled in his eye and modulated
his voice, fully convinced me that he really was what he
pretended to be. I had heard of men who, under the pre-
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tence of alchemy, fastened themselves upon persons pos-
sessing sums of money ; and, beguiling them with a delusive
expectation of wealth, reduced them to beggary and ruin.
One such person I had had a brief connection with during-
my residence in the Bordelois, though, finding the incident
by no means essential to the progress of my history, I have
passed it over, together with many others, in silence. But
nothing could be more unlike than that man and the person-
respecting whom I was now concerned. In reality I pos-
sessed at that time, if I may be allowed to say so, a more
than common insight into the characters of mankind, so as:
to be little likely, except under the tyranny of passion, as
in the instance of gaming, to be made the prey of imposi-
tion. I had studied my species as it exhibits itself in his-
tory, and had mixed with it in various scenes and under
dissimilar aspects. I had accordingly, in the transaction: I
have just alluded to, soon detected the plans of the villain
who expected to delude me. But what could be the pur-
pose of the stranger in this respect? The pretended alche-
mist in France had obtained a certain sum of money of me,
and demanded more. The stranger never made such a de-
mand of me; and perfectly knew that, even if I had been
inclined, I was not able to supply him. The alchemist
had amused me with descriptions of various processes for
the transmutation of metals, had exhibited his crucibles and
retorts, and employed a sort of dramatic coup d'eil for the
purpose of awakening my curiosity and stimulating my
passions. The stranger had simply stated, in the plainest
and most direct manner, that it was in his power to enrich
me ; but had been silent as to the manner of producing the
wealth he promised, and had abstained from every effort to
intoxicate my mind. I felt therefore in this instance the
effect, that, without being able to solve the difficulties and
contrarieties that hung about him, I yet believed his asser-
tions; nor was the inscrutability of his history and his mo-
tives capable of shaking my confidence.

One day, during the period of his concealment, certain
officers of the bishop of Constance, accompanied by a fo-
reigner in a Neapolitan habit, came to my house, and, as
it proved, with the express purpose of searching for the
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nan who had put himself under my protection. Charles
nd myself were at work in the fields within sight of the
ake. Their appearance first caught the attention of Charles
8 they approached the shore, and he enquired of me re.
pecting the habit of the foreigner, which was different from
my he had been accustomed to see. While we were yet
pesking, I observed in them an intention to land within
ight of my cottage. This was an uncommon circumstance ;
wr privacy was rarely invaded, and we lived almost as
nuch out of the world as we should have done in the re-
notest island of the Atlantic ocean. I reasoned in my own
nind upon their appearance : they had little resemblance to
. party of pleasure; the habit of the officers of justice I
vas perfectly acquainted with ; and the suspicion of the real
1ature of their errand immediately darted on my thoughts.
Without saying a word to Charles on the subject, I hast-
med with all the speed I could exert to the apartment of the
tranger, and acquainted him with what I had seen. He
:oncurred with me in the ideas I had formed, and appeared
nuch shocked at the intelligence. There was however
10 time to be lost ; and, after having for a moment given
rent to an anguish which was too powerful to be suppressed,
1e withdrew as hastily as he could from the summer-house,
md betook himself to the woods. He recommended to me
o leave him, telling me that he could conceal himself most
ffectually alone, and observing that it would be necessary
or me to meet the officers, and endeavour as much as pos-
ible to remove their suspicions.

Accordingly, as soon as he was gone, I threw open the
vindows of the summer-house, removed the shutters, and
ook from it as effectually as I could all appearance of
1aving served as a place of concealment. This was a pre-

aution which the stranger had on a former occasion re- - -

.ommended to me. It fortunately happened that Julia and
he little Marguerite were gone out together in the fields on
he eastern side of my cottage ; otherwise infallibly the child
vy her innocent prattle, and perhaps Julia by the appre-
iensive sensibility of her temper, would have betrayed our
ecret, or at least have suggested to the officers a feeling as
f, by a longer stay and a more diligent search, they might
L
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possibly succeed in the object of their expedition. As it
was, I received them at the door, and learned from their
own mouths the nature of their errand. Of Charles, whom
they had crossed in the fields, they had simply asked whether
they were right as to the name of the person who was pro-
prietor of the cottage before them. They described to me
with great accuracy the appearance of the stranger, and in-
sisted that he had been an inhabitant of my cottage. They
told me, they were well informed that the summer-house
in my garden had carefully been shut up for more than a
month past, and that some person had been concealed there.
I was interested in the distress of the stranger ; I was im-
pressed with the dignity of his character ; I implicitly con-
fided in his assertions of innocence, and the unjust perse-
cution that he suffered ; T was not insensible to the proposed
reward, the realising of which probably depended on his
safety. But, most of all, I considered my honour as pledged
for the protection of the man who had thus cast himself
upon my fidelity, and believed that I should be everlastingly
disgraced if he suffered any evil through treachery or ne-
glect on my part. 1 therefore answered confidently to
the officers that they were misinformed, and offered to con-
duct them over every part of my house and demesnes, that
they might satisfy themselves by inspection that there was
no person concealed any where within my possessions. I
should have been better pleased, openly te have defied their
interrogatories, and to have asked them whether, allowing
their suspicions to be just, they were entitled to believe that
I was such a villain as to betray a man who had thrown
himself upon my generosity ? But though this eomduct
would have had a greater appearance of gallantry, I believed
.+ it would have less of the reality, as it would have strength-
- ..:ened their idea of my participation, and increased the danger
" - of the person I was bound to protect.

They accepted my offer of submitting to their search,
and made a strict examination of every place about my ha-
bitation in which the stranger could be concealed. Disap-
pointed here, they endeavoured by threats to discover
whether I was able to give them any information. To these
I calmly answered, that they had mistaken my character ;
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that, though I was & poor man, I had not forgotten that I
was noble; that they were already in possession of my spon-
tanecas answer to their enquiries; and that, in no case, and
upom no supposition, should tyranny and ill treatment ex-
tort from me what I was not in the first instance disposed
togive. My wife was present during this conversation, and,
I could perceive, felt an alarm for my danger that she would
have been incapable of feeling for a danger to herself.
Though I was extremely anxious that these men should
be disappointed in the object of their expedition, yet I did
not neglect this opportunity of endeavouring to obtain satis-
faction for my own curiosity. I remarked at first that the
Nespolitan was an inquisitor, and this circumstance had
given additional poignancy to the uneasiness of Marguerite,
But the accusations of which the inquisition at this time
ook cognisance were so numerous—the ecclesiastical power
contizrally usurping upon the eivil—that I waslittle assisted
in the judgment I was desirous to frame by any inference to-
be deduced from this circumstance. I questioned directly,
with an air as if it were merely in the way of conversation,
what was the crime of the man of whom they were in pur-
suit? and what was the cause forcible enough to induce a
Neapolitan inquisitor to follow so decrepit and forlorn an
individual as he described, beyond the Alps, and almost to
the banks of the Danube? To this he answered roughly,
thas though he wes not able to discover the object of his
search, he was by no means convinced that ¥ was not his
abettor and accomplice ; and that as to his crime, that was
not to be named ; the welfare of Christendom demanding
that the criminal, and the memory of his offences, should
be buried together. At the same time he warned me to
oonsider well what I did, before I exposed myself to be
overwhelmed by the vengeance of the court of which he-
was & member. To this I answered haughtily, that ¥ had
already condescended to repel his suspicion, and that no
other man than an inquisitor would have had the stupidity
or the audaciousmess to question my veracity. P added,
that I was perfectly acquainted with the nature of his court,
which was an object of abhorrence to the whole Christian
world ; but thet he was mistaken if he supposed that the
L2
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detestable nature of its proceedings would enable him to
Ppractise every sort of outrage with impunity. The officers
withdrew into the little inclosure in front of my cottage,
and I overheard them consulting whether, having failed in
their principal object, they should carry me a prisoner
along with them. The firmness of my manner however
had awed them, and the fearlessness I expressed seemed to
them to arise from a consciousness of innocence. They at
length departed as they came.

I watched them from my cottage as they descended to
the shore, and it was with no little pleasure that I perceived
them re-embark, and stand off for the opposite side of the
lake. This spectacle for a time entirely engaged me, and
when I turned from the door I observed that my beloved
Marguerite had been in tears. She endeavoured to hide
this circumstance from my sight. I took her affectionately
by the hand, and, pressing her to my bosom, entreated her
not to make herself uneasy.

¢ Ah, Reginald!” said she, “how can I avoid being un-
easy, when I see you exposed to this imminent danger ? 1
thought that, in forfeiting our fortune and our rank, and
retiring to this obscure and sequestered situation, we might
at least promise ourselves the blessing of the poor— oblivion
and security ; and that should have consoled me for all I
have lost. Who is this man that is thus mysteriously hid-
den among us? What is the guilt from the punishment of
which he thus anxiously withdraws himself ? What can
be the nature of your connection with such a man? And
what will be the issue of so perilous an adventure ?”

- I hesitated. I knew not what to answer to so earnest
an anxiety. I was melted at the distress and the affection
of Marguerite. She saw my embarrassment, and pro-
ceeded : —

 Mistake me not, my beloved ! said she. ““ I have no
desire to pry into what you are willing to conceal. Forgive
the perturbation which has poured itself out in these invo-
luntary questions. I repose an entire confidence in you.
I would sooner die than interfere with any object you have
at heart. Go on according to the dictates of your own
Jjudgment, undisturbed by me. I will not doubt that you.

e
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have sufficient reasons for what you communicate, and what
you suppress. I am grieved indeed at the interruption of
our obscure and unambitious tranquillity ; but I had resolved
not to trouble you with my uneasiness and apprehensions.
The incident of this morning has extorted them from me ;
but I will behave better in future.”

This scene was extremely distressing to me. My wife
was oppressed with fears, and I had nothing to answer her.
The consolations that rose up in my own mind I was pre-
vented from communicating. The more generously she
conflded in me, the more I felt the ungracious and disagree-
able nature of the concealment I practised. I endeavoured
however to encourage myself with the idea, that the labour
would not be long, and the harvest would prove abundant.
I said in my own mind, The worst is now over ; the busi-
ness has been commenced ; the shock to my own family
has actually occurred ; I must go on resolutely, and shut
my eyes to the temporarily displeasing circumstances that
may be connected with the completing my object.

CHAPTER XIII.

AxorHER source of uneasiness was added to the distraction
my mind already endured. The stranger did not appear.
It was in the morning that the officers of justice arrived;
they departed about noon ; and in two hours afterwards I
entered the wood in search of my guest. The wood was
of some leagues in extent ; it was intersected by paths in
various directions ; it was interspersed with caverns; its
growth was of all kinds,—in some places lofty trees that
seemed to form a support for the clouds, in others an un-
derwood impenetrable alike to the feet and to the eye. As
T entered the wood, I however conceived that the discovery
of the stranger, to me who was acquainted with its lurking-
places, would be an affair of little toil ; his feebleness and
decrepitude would not suffer him to proceed to any great
distance. In this I wis mistaken. I looked carefully on
L3
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all sides ; I examined every recess and corner with which
I was quumed but I found no trace of the

The scene was so complicated and involved, that even tlns
was a labour of considerable duration. At length I became
satisfied thut he was not in the nearer division of the
wood.

I paunsed. I felt at once that it was little less than a
Herculean task to bunt through the whole of its dimen-
sions. It would probably be of little use to call, and en-
deavour by that means to discover his retreat. I knew of
no name by which he was to be recognised ; and, if my own
voieewulmtndightruourcetopenemwdﬁaimmeme
-labyrinth of foliage, the voice of the stranger, weakened by
age, and now probably still more enfeebled by hunger and
fatigue, could not be expected to make itself heard. Beside
which, as I knew not what the source of information had
beentotbcoﬂicerswhohadjmt left me, I was unwilling
to expose my guest to the danger that might arise from this
mode of seeking him. I could not even be sure, though I
had seen their boat stand off from the shore, thut they might
not afterwards land one or more of their party, and be at
this very moment within ear-shot of me. I therefore pro-
ceeded in anxiety and silence.

My search was no more successful in the part of the
wood with which I was little acquainted, than in the part
with which I was most familiar. I had already been en-
.gaged four hours in the task, and night began to come on.
It shut in with heavy clouds, that on all sides appeared
deeply loaded with rain. I now began to consider my own
situation ; and, by comparing circumstances, found that I
was at 2 great distance from my own habitation. There
was no direct path by which for me to return. I had pro-
ceeded to the right and the left, backward and forward,
sometimes by more open paths, and sometimes forcing my
way through briars and brushwood, as caprice, or the hope
of effecting the object of my search, happened to guide me.
It was therefore no easy matter to guess how I was to
return, or even, now that the lowering clouds had covered
the horizon with one uniform tint, in which direction lay
the cottage or the lake. While I stood contemplating what
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-‘was to be.doné, I heard the howling of the wolves at a dis-
tance ; and their howl had that particular melancholy and
discomfiting sound which is well known to precede a com-
ing storm. There was no time to be lost, and accordingly
I'set out. I was less anxious to be at home on my own
account, than for the sake of quieting the alarms of my
family, to whom I had already occasioned too great a por-
tion of uneasiness..

* I had not proceeded far before the rain descended in
torrents, intermingled with peals of thunder and sheets of
lightning. The thunder, interrupted, as it were, from time
to time, with the noise of the wild beasts that inhabited the
wood, deafened me, while the excessive and instantaneous
-brilliancy of the lightning occasioned me an intolerable
aching in the organ of sight. It rained incessantly for two
hours, and I found myself drenched and fatigued with the
wet. During this time my progress was small ; and I was
ever and anon intercepted by the underwoad, and could not
without repeated experiments discover the means of pro-
ceeding. At length the rain subsided, and seemed to give
place to a gloomy and motionless calm. Soon after, I dis-
covered a light at a distance, and advanced towardsit. As
I approached, I perceived that it proceeded from a set of
banditti, to the amount of fourteen or fifteen persons, sitting
round a fire in the mouth of a cavern. I was glad to turn
my steps another way, and was for some time afraid that
the noise I made in occasionally forcing my way through
the bushes would alarm them, and cost me my life. I
however fortunately escaped their notice. This was in a
part of the wood remote from the path I ought to have
taken, and near the road to Lindau.

The day began to dawn before I reached my own habi-
tation. The conjecture I had made, when I was unawares
upon the point of falling into the hands of the banditti,
that the road of Lindau was on the other side of their re-
treat, was of some service to me as an indication where to
find the cottage and the lake. This road skirted the wood
on the side nearly opposite to that by which I entered it.
The difficulties however I had to encounter were inconceiv.
ably great, in endeavouring to preserve my line of direction.

L4
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After having been compelled four or flve times to deviate
from the line, it is seldom that a traveller will find himself
right in his conjecture as to the direction he is pursuing,
unless he has some sensible object as a sort of pole_star by
which to govern his route. It happened in this instance
that I was more fortunate than I was entitled to expect. 1
lIaboured indeed till daybreak without getting out of the
labyrinth that inclosed me. But the sun no sooner began
to lend an imperfect light, than I recognised certain objects
which upon some former occasions I had observed, and
perceived that my journey was nearly at an end. I entered
my cottage, and found Marguerite alone awake and expect-
ing me.

She had been somewhat uneasy on account of my ab-
sence, both from the extreme tempestuousness of the night,
and in consequence of the painful sensations the events of
the preceding morning had introduced, —events with which
it was almost unavoidable for her to imagine that my ab-
sence was in some way connected. The period of my in-
sanity in Switzerland might indeed have accustomed her
to the irregularity of my motions, but 2 term of more than
six years which had intervened, had produced in her ex-
pectations and habits of a different sort. I related to this
admirable woman the adventures of the night and the fruit-
lessness of the search in which I had been engaged ; and
this openness of communication, unresembling the nature
of the intercourse which had lately existed between us, re-
lieved in some degree my burthened heart, and cheered the
drooping spirits of Marguerite. She dropped some gonso-
latory and sadly pleasing tears ; and her manner seemed to
say, though she would not suffer her tongue to give the ides
words, How sweet are cordiality and confidence! Oh! do
not let our situation, which has deprived us of many other
comforts, ever again be robbed of this comfort, which is
alone worth all the rest! Though she necessarily felt the
Ppresence of the stranger as an evil, the bane of our domestic
peace, yet it was impossible for her not to compassionate
his fate, and suffer some distress from his strange and

-abrupt disappearance.
After the conversation which had so eminently served as
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s relief to our minds, Marguerite left me to repose myself
from the extraordinary fatigue I had undergone. But my
mind was too much disturbed to suffer me to sink into the
arms of forgetfulness. I felt something tragical in the sad
destiny of my unfortunate guest. It was but too probable
that, in his peculiarly weak state of body, and with his de-
clining health, the being thus exposed for a day and a night
to the effects of hunger, of the inclemency of the air, and
the tempestuousness of the elements, would put a close to
his existence. I was determined soon to recommence my
search. But how could I be sure that I should be more
fortunate to-day, than the day before? If I found him, it
was most likely I should find him either dead or dying.
The degree of intercourse that had taken place between us
had made him occupy a considerable space in my thoughts.
The prospects he had opened to me, the conduct he had
induced me to adopt, the painful effects and dissatisfaction
of mind which had been produced by that conduct as it
respected my family, all combined to give me an interest
in his fate. I had seen his talents; I had felt his ascend-
ancy; I had experienced that sort of conflict, which ap-
pearances of guilt on the one hand, and asseverations of
innocence on the other, are calculated to produce in the
thoughts and emotions of a bystander. He was no com-
mon man ; the expectations and conjectures he excited were
of no ordinary sort; and I felt that an army might be
destroyed, and a spacious plain covered with the wounded
and the dying, without producing greater commotion in my
soul.

In the anxious and disturbed state of mind in which I
was, the thoughts flow with extraordinary rapidity. It will
be found attended with a strange, and, previously to the
experiment, incredible mixture of reasoning and passion, of
philosophising and fury. I was accordingly conscious at
this moment of the truth of the stranger’s assertion, that in\ |
me he had a protector, not a friend. Friendship is an ob- \ ’
ject of a peculiar sort; the smallest reserve is deadly to it. | *
I may indeed feel the emotions of a friend towards a man |
who in part conceals from me the thoughts of his heart ;
but then I must be unconscious of this concealment. The
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imstant I perceive this limitation of confidence, he drops
into the class of ordinary men: a divorce is effected be-
tween us: our bearts, which grew together, suffer ampu-
tation ; the arteries are closed ; the blood is no longer
mutually transfused and confounded. I shall be conscious
of all his qualities, for I stand in the place of an impartial
umpire. I consider him as a machine capable of so much
wtility to myeelf, and so much utility to other men. But
I do not regard him as the brother of my soul: I do not
feel that my life is bound up in his: I do not feel as if,
were he to die, the whole world would be at an end to me,
and that my happiness would be buried with him for ever
in the darkness of the grave. I am not conscious of those
emotions which are the most exquisite and indescribable
the human mind can experience; and which, being commu-
nicated by a sort of electrical stroke to him who is their
object, constitute the solace of all his cares, the alleviator
of all his calamities, the only nectar and truest balm of
human life. For me, he stands alone in the world, having
companions and associates, the connections, as it were, of
mercantile selfishness, or casual jollity and good humour,
but no friend. It was thus that I thought of the stranger.
He obtained from me the compassion due to a human being,
and the respect extorted by his qualities, but nothing cal-
culated radically to disturb the equilibrium of the mind. I
looked forward to his death with unruffled thoughts and an
unmoistened eye. There was one thing indeed that shook
me more deeply ; the thought of losing the promised reward,
and of having exposed myself to the evil of an unquiet and
dissatisfied mind in vain.

I rested but a few hours before I set out again upon the
search, to which the interposition of the darkness of the
preceding night had put an abrupt close. I had the pre-
caution to take with me a slight provision of food and cor-
dials, believing that, if I found the stranger, he would at
least be in the greatest nezd of something reviving and re-
storative. Charles earnestly intreated to assist me in the
search, but upon this I put a peremptory prohibition. It
would have been in direct contradiction to what the stranger
had most solemnly required of me.
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+ 1 had alveady spent several hours in anxiously tracing
the wood in every direction; and the period of noon was
pest, when, approaching an obscure and almost impenetrable
Ahicket, my ear was caught by a low and melancholy sound,
which at first I knew not to what 1 was to ascribe. It
Jhawever arrested my attention, and caused me to assume
anattitude of listening. After the lapse of little more than
a minute, the same sound was repeated. I now distinctly
perceived that it was the groan of some creature in a very
feeble and exhausted state, and immediately suspected that
it was the stranger. I went almost round the thicket before
I could discern an entrance, and, though I looked with the
utmost care, could perceive nothing that the thicket inclosed.
The groan was repeated a third time. The long intervals
between the groans gave a peculiar melancholy to the effect,
and each seemed so much lower than the groan before, that
nothing but the ear of anxious attention would have caught
it ; at the same time that the tone conveyed an idea of stu-
pified, yet vital, anguish. At length I perceived the legs
.and something of the garb of a man. It was the stranger !
He appeared to have crept into the thicket upon his hands
and knees. When I forced my way to him, he seemed in
the very act of expiring. He was lying on his face, and I
raised him a little. His eyes were fixed ; his mouth was
open ; his lips and tongue were parched and dry. I in-
fased a few drops of a cordial into his mouth. For a mo-
ment it appeared to produce no sensation, but presently my
patient uttered a deep and long-drawn sigh. I repeated my
application. As a principal cause of the condition in which
I found him was inanition, the stimulant I administered
produced a powerful effect. He moved -his hands, shud-
dered, turned his eyes languidly upon me, and, having ap-
peared to recognise me, shut them hastily again. I moved
him slowly and softly into a freer air, and bathed his temples
with one of the liquids I had about me. By this time he
looked up, and then suddenly round him with a wild and
hurried air. He spoke not however ; he was speechless.
In about a quarter of an hour he relapsed into convulsions,
in.which it seemed probable he would expire. They lasted
a considerable time, and he then sunk into a state of insen-
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sibility. I thought he was desd. Thus circumstanced, it
was some relief to my humanity to have found him yet
alive, and to have received his parting breath. But in s
moment his secret and his promises recurred to me with
inexpressible anguish, and I inwardly reproached him for
having deferred his communication so long, as now to pre-
clude its ever being made. I cannot describe the keenness,
the burning and intolerable bitterness, of my sensation.
Keen it may well be supposed to have been, from its having
#0 instantaneously and forcibly recurred at a time when
other objects seemed to press upon my senses. No one
who has not felt what it is to fall in 2 moment from hope,
or, as 1 should rather say, from assured possession of what
his soul most loved and desired, into black and interminable
despair, can imagine what was then the state of my mind.
The body of my patient slided from my nerveless arms ; I
lifted up the eyes of rage and phrensy, as if to curse the Aun-
thor of my being ; and then fell helpless and immoveable
by the side of the stranger.

I felt him move; I heard him sigh. I lifted up my
head, and perceived stronger marks of life and sense about
him than had yet displayed themselves. I threw my arms
about him ; I pressed him to my heart. The emphatical
gesture I used seemed to have a sort of magnetical force to
rouse his dying powers. With a little assistance from me
he sat upright. My assiduity produced wonders: it for-
tunately happened that this thicket was but a half a mile
from my habitation, and indeed was one of the spots
which I had searched without success the day before.
About the hour of sunset, partly by leading, and partly
by supporting him, I restored my guest to his former apart.
ment.

He remained speechless, or nearly so. He vented his
sensations in sighs, in inward and inarticulate sounds ; and
even when he arrived at the power of making himself un-
derstood by words, it was only by monosyllables and half
sentences that he conveyed to me his meaning. I now gave
up my time almost entirely to an assiduous attendance on
the stranger. Every day I expected to be his last ; every
day was more or less interspersed with symptoms that
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seemed. to menace his instant dissolution. During all this
time I remained in the anxious suspense of contending hope
and fear. Was it probable that he would ever recover
strength enough to confer on me the legacy he had an-
nounced ? The particulars of his secret I knew not ; but,
ji from what I had heard of the pretences and pur-
suits of -alchemy, it was natural to suppose that he had a
pracess to communicate, which would require on his part
congiderable accuracy of recollection, as well as the power
of delivering himself in a methodical and orderly discourse.

1 was fortunate enough however to perceive, after a tor-
menting, and tedious crisis, that he appeared to be in a pro-
gress of convalescence, and that his strength both of body
and mind were recruited daily. After the lapse of a fort-
night from the adventure of the wood, he one evening
sddressed me in the following manner : —

¢ St. Leon, I have been to blame. I have put you to a
sufficient trial ; I have received from you every assistance
and kindness that my situation demanded; I have im-
posed on you much trouble and anxiety ; I have excited your
expectations by announcing to you in part what it was in
Iny power to bestow ; and I have finally risked the defraud-
‘ing your hopes and’ your humanity of their just reward.
Do me the justice however to remember, that I had no
presentiment of the event which has so inauspiciously come
between you and your hopes. Fool that I was, I imagined
I had suffered enough, and that, as I had obtained a longer
respite from external persecution than I almost ever expe-
rienced, I should be permitted to spend the short remainder
of my days uninterrupted ! I now however look back upon
this last assault with complacency. It has cut off some-~
thing from the last remnant of a life to the close of which
I look forward with inexpressible longing ; at the same
time that I am still in prospect of obtaining the final wish
of my heart — the stealing out of the world unperceived, and
thus in some measure eluding the last malice of my ene-
mies. After my death I have but one injunction to leave
with you—the injunction of Hercules to Philoctetes — that
no inducement may move you to betray to mortal man the
place in which you shall have deposited my ashes. Bury
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were connected. My soul was roused to the utmost stretch
of attention and astonishment. His secrets, as I have
already announced in the commencement of this history,
consisted of two principal particulars; the art of multiplying
gold, and the power of living for ever. The detail of these
secrets I omit; into that I am forbidden to enter. My
design in writing this narrative, I have said, is not to teach
the art of which I am in possession, but to describe the
adventures it produced to me.

The more I listened, the more my astonishment grew.
I looked at the old man before me ; 1 observed the wretch-
edness of his appearance, the meanness of his attire, his
apparent old age, his extreme feebleness, the characters
of approaching death that were written on his countenance.
After what I had just heard, I surveyed these things with
a sensation of novelty, as if I had never remarked them in
him before. I said to myself, Is this the man that possesses
mines of wealth inexhaustible, and the capacity of living for
ever?

Observing that he had finished his discourse, I addressed
to him these words, by a sort of uncontrollable impulse,
and with all the vehemence of unsated and insuppressible
curiosity.

“Tell me, I adjure you by the living God, what use
have you made of these extraordinary gifts ? and with what
events has that use been attended ?”

As I spoke thus, the countenance of the old man un-
derwent a surprising change. Its serenity vanished ; his
eyes rolled with an expression of agony ; and he answered
me thus: —

¢ Be silent, St. Leon! How often must I tell you that
no single incident of my story shall ever be repeated ! Have
I no claim upon your forbearance? Can you be barbarous
and inhuman enough to disturb my last scene with these
bitter recollections ?”’—1 was silent.

* This is all that is material that passed at our interview.

The stranger died the next day, and was buried accord-
ing to his instructions.
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CHAPTER XI1V.

Frow the moment of my last interview with the stranger
I was another creature. My thoughts incessantly rolled upon
his communications. They filled me with astonishment and
joy, almost to bursting. I was unable to contain myself ;
I was unable to remain in any posture or any place. I
could scarcely command myself sufficiently to perform the
last duties to his body in the manner he had directed. I
paced with eager step the sands of the lake; I climbed the
neighbouring hills, and then descended with inconceivable
rapidity to the vales below; I traced with fierce impa-
tience the endless mazes of the wood in which I so hardly
recovered my bewildered guest. The uninterruptedness
and celerity of bodily motion seemed to communicate some
ease to my swelling heart.

Yet there was one thing I wanted. I wanted some
friendly bosom into which to pour out my feelings, and
thus by participation to render my transports balsamic and
tolerable. But this was for ever denied me. No human
ear must ever be astonished with the story of my endow-
ments and my privileges. I may whisper it to the woods
and the waters, but not in the face of man. Not only am
I bound to suppress the knowledge of the important secret
I possess, but even the feelings, the ruminations, the visions,
that are for ever floating in my soul. Itis but a vain and
frivolous distinction upon which I act, when I commit to
this paper my history, and not the science which is its cor-
ner-stone. The reason why the science may not be divulged
is obvious. Exhaustless wealth, if communicated to all
men, would be but an exhaustless heap of pebbles and dust;
and nature will not admit her everlasting laws to be so
abrogated, as they would be by rendering the whole race of
sublunary man immortal. But I am bound, as far as pos-
sible, not only to hide my secrets, but to conceal that I have
any to hide. Senseless paper ! be thou at least my confi-
dant! To thee I may impart what my soul spurns the
task to suppress. The human mind insatiably thirsts for a

M
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“ Happy, happy, happy man!” exclaimed I,
midiat of mry wanderings and reveries. < Wenlth! th
is unbsunded and inconceivable. All men bow
thee ; the most stubbarn will is by thee rendered |
wax ; all obstacles are melted down and dissolved
ardour of thy beams! The man that possesses th
every path level before him, and every creature
to anticipate his wishes: but if these are the ad
that weslth impsrts to sach as possess only thos
portions which states and nations allow to the rich
envishle must his condition be, whose wealth is
exhanstiess and infinite! He possesses really the -
which priestcraft and superstition have lyingly pro
upen the charitable: he may give away the rew
princes, and not be the poorer. He possesses the
which we are accustomed to ascribe to the Creato
wniverse : he may say to s man, ¢ Be rich,” and b
He can bestow with equal facility the smallest gifts
grestest.  Palaces, as if they were the native exhal
the soil, rise out of the earth at his bidding. He |
fate of nations and of the world in his hand. H
move forests, and level mountains, drain marshes
canals, turn the course of rivers, and shut up the
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“are his servants, and he, if his temper be noble and upright,
‘will be the servant of the whole world. Nay, it cannot
happen otherwise. He has as few temptations to obliquity
a8 omnipotence itself. Weakness and want are the parents
of vice. But he possesses every thing; he cannot better -
his sitaation ; no man can come into rivalship or competi-
tion with him. I thank God, I have known the extremes
of poverty, and therefore am properly qualified to enjoy my
present happiness. I have felt a reverse of fortune, driving
me in one instance to insanity, in another instance threat-
ening to destroy me, my wife, and children together, with
the plague of hunger. My heart has been racked with
never-dying remorse; because, by my guilt and folly, my
children have been deprived of the distinction and rank to
which they were born, and plunged in remediless obscurity.
Heaven has seen my sufferings, and at length has graciously
said, ‘It is enough.” Because I have endured more than
man ever endured from the privation of fortune, God in his
Justice has reserved for me this secret of the transmutation
of metals. I can never again fall into that wretchedness,
by which my understanding was subverted, and my heart
‘was broken.”

From this part of the legacy of the stranger, my mind
reverted to the other. I surveyed my limbs, all the joints
and articulations of my frame, with curiosity and astonish-
ment. * What!” exclaimed I, * these limbs, this com-
plicated but brittle frame, shall last for ever! No disease
shall attack it; no pain shall seize it ; death shall withhold
from it for ever his abhorred grasp! Perpetual vigour,
perpetual activity, perpetual youth, shall take up their abode
with me! Time shall generate in me no decay, shall not
add a wrinkle to my brow, or convert a hair of my head to
grey | This body was formed to die ; this edifice to crumble
into dust; the principles of corruption and mortality are
mixed up in every atom of my frame. But for me the
laws of nature are suspended; the eternal wheels of the
universe roll backward ; I am destined to be triumphant
over fate and time !

¢ Months, years, cycles, centuries! To me all these are
but as indivisible moments. I shall never become old ; I

M2
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shall always be, as it were, in the porch and infancy of
existence ; no lapee of years shall subtract any thing from
my fature duration. I was born under Louis the Twelfth:
the life of Francis the First now threatens a speedy termi-
nation ; he will be gathered to his fathers, and Henry his
son will succeed him. But what are princes and kings and
generations of men to me? I shall become familiar with
the rise and fall of empires ; in a little while the very name
of France, my country, will perish from the face of the
earth, and men will dispute about the situation of Paris, as
they dispute about the site of ancient Nineveh and Babylon
and Troy. Yet I shall still be young. I shall take my most
distant posterity by the hand ; I shall accompany them in
their career ; and, when they are worn out and exhausted,
shall shut up the tomb over them, and set forward.

There was something however in this part of my spe-
culation that did not entirely please me. Methought the
race of mankind looked too insignificant in my eyes. I
felt a degree of uneasiness at the immeasurable distance
that was put between me and the rest of my species. I
found myself alone in the world. Must I for ever live
without a companion, a friend, any one with whom I can
associate upon equal terms, with whom I can have a
community of sensations, and feelings, and hopes, and
desires, and fears? I experienced something, less than s
wish, yet a something very capable of damping my joy,
that I also were subject to mortality. I could have heen
well content to be partaker with a race of immortals, but 1
was not satisfied to be single in this respect. I was not
Pleased to recollect how trivial would appear to me these
concerns of a few years, about which the passions of mea
are so eagerly occupied. I did not like the deadness of
heart that seemed to threaten me. I began to be afraid of
vacancy and torpor, and that my life would become too uni-
formly quiet. Nor did it sufficiently console me to recel-
lect that, as one set of friends died off the stage, another
race would arise to be substituted in their stead. I felt that
human affections and passions are not made of this transfer-
able stuff, and that we can love nothing truly, unless we
devote ourselves to it heart and soul, and our life is, as it
were, bound up in the object of our attachment.
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Tt was worse when I recollected my wife and my children.
When I considered for the first time that they were now in
a manner nothing to me, I felt a sensation that might be
said to mount to anguish. How can a man attach himself
to any thing, when he comes to consider it as the mere
plaything and amusement of the moment! In this statement
however I am not accurate. Habit is more potent than any
theoretical speculation. Past times had attached me deeply,
irrevocably, to all the members of my family. But I felt
that I should survive them all. They would die one by one,
and leave me alone. I should drop into their graves the
still renewing tear of anguish. In that tomb would my
heart be buried. Never, never, through the countless ages
of eternity, should I form another attachment. In the
happy age of delusion, happy and auspicious at least to the
cultivation of the passions, when I felt that I also was a
mortal, I was capable of a community of sentiments and a
going forth of the heart. But how could I, an immortal,
hope ever hereafter to feel a serious, an elevating and expan-
sive passion for the ephemeron of an hour !

* As the first tumult of my thoughts subsided, I began, as
is usual with persons whose minds are turned loose in the
search of visionary happiness, to picture to myself, more
steadily and with greater minuteness, the objects I would
resolve early to accomplish. I would in the first place
return to France, my adored country, the residence of my
ancestors, whose annals they had adorned, whose plains had
witnessed their heroic feats, and whose earth enclosed their
ashes. To France I was endeared by every tie that binds
the human heart ; her language had been the prattle of my
infancy ; her national manners and temper were twined
with the fibres of my constitution, and could not be rooted
out ; I felt that every Frenchman that lived was my brother.
Banishment had only caused these prejudices to strike their
tendrils deeper in my heart. I knew not that I should
finally limit my abode to France. A man who, like Mel-
chisedec, is  without end of life,” may well consider himself
as being also, like him, * without father, without mother,
and without descent.” But at all events I would first fix
my children, who did not participate in my privileges, in
M3
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their native so0il. I would reside there myself, at least till
they were fully disposed of, and till the admirable partner of
the last seventeen years of my life had resigned her breath. I
would immediately repurchase the property of my ancestors,
which had been so distressfully resigned. The exile should
return from his seven years’ banishment in triumph and
splendour. I would return to the court of my old patron
and friend, the gallant Francis, and present to him my boy,
the future representative of my family, now one year older
than I had been at the field of the Cloth of Gold. Though
an exile from my country, I had not been an inattentive
witness of her fortunes. The year fifteen hundred and
forty-four was a remarkable and interesting year in the
history of France. The endless animosities of Fraucis and
the emperor had broken out with new fury about two years
before. In the spring of the present year, the count d’An-
guien had won a battle in Piedmont *, in which ten thou-
sand imperialists were left dead upon the field, and which
might be considered as having at length effaced the defeat
of Pavia, in the same part of the world nineteen years before.
The moment it had been announced that a battle was re-
solved on, the young nobility of France, with their charac-
teristic ardour, had hurried to the scene, and the court of
Paris was, in an instant as it were, turned into a desert.
On the other hand, the emperor and the king of England
had concerted for the same season a formidable plan of
attack against our northern frontier. With an army of
twenty-five thousand men respectively, the one on the side
of Champagne, and the other of Picardy, they agreed ta
advance directly into the heart of the kingdom, and to unite
their forces in the neighbourhood of Paris. The last intel-
ligence that had reached me was, that Chéteau Thierry,
about twenty leagues from the metropolis, was in the hands
of the emperor, and that the inhabitants of the capital,
filled with consternation, were seeking their safety by flight
in every direction. These circumstances had passed idly
by me, and left little impression, so long as I considered
myself as an obscure peasant cut off for ever from the bosom
of my country. But, vested with the extraordinary powers
* The battle of Cerisolles,

A



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 167

now intrusted to me, the case was altered. I felt even a
greater interest in my sovereign, now pressed down with
disease and calamity, yet retaining the original alacrity and
confidence of his soul, than I had done, when I saw him in
all the pride of youth, and all the splendour of prosperity.
I was anxious that Charles should now enter into his ser~
viee ; and I determined once again to assume the cuirass
and the falchion, that I might be the instructor of his
youth, and his pattern in feats of war. I resolved that my
shepherd-boy, bred in obscurity among woods and moun-
tains, should burst with sudden splendour upon his country-
men, and prove in the field his noble blood and generous
strain. I also proposed to myself, both out of sympathy-
for my king, and to give greater éclat to my son’s entrance
into life, to replenish with my treasures the empty coffers of
France, and thus to furnish what at this period seemed to
be the main spring upon which the fortune of war depended.
With the advantages I could afford him, the career of
Charles could not fail to be rapid and illustrious, and he
would undoubtedly obtain the staff of constable of France,
the possessor of which, Montmorency, was now in disgrace.
I would marry my daughters to such of the young nobility
as I should find most distinguished in talents and spotless
in character. When, by the death of her I most loved, my
affections should be weaned from my country, and the scenes
to which I had been accustomed were rendered painful and
distressing, I would then set out upon my travels. I would
travel with such splendour and profusion of expense (for
this, though mortified in me by a reverse of many years’
duration, continued to be the foible of my heart) as should
supersede the necessity of letters of recommendation, and
secure me a favourable reception wherever I appeared. I
might spend a life, in 2 manner, in every country that was
fortunate enough to allure my stay, spreading improvements,
dispensing blessings, and causing all distress and calamity
to vanish from before me.

M4
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CHAPTER XV.

My mind was occupied in these and similar reveries for
several weeks after the death of the stranger. My wife and
children had hoped, after that event, that I should have
returned to the habits which had pervaded the last six years
of my existence, and which they had felt so eminently pro-
ductive of gratification and delight.. In this hope they
found themselves deceived. My domestic character was,
for the present at least, wholly destroyed. I had a subject
of contemplation that did not admit of a partaker, and from
this subject I could not withdraw my thoughts, so much as
for an instant. I had no pleasure but in that retirement,
where I could be unseen and unheard by any human eye or
ear. If at any time I was compelled to join the domestic
circle, I despatched the occasion that brought me there as
speedily as possible ; and even while I remained in it, was
silent and absent, engrossed with my own contemplations,
and heedless and unobservant of every thing around me.

My abstraction was not however so entire as to prevent
me from sometimes stealing, in a sort of momentary inter-
regnum of thought, in that pause where the mind rests
upon the chain already passed over, and seems passively to
wait for the sequel, a glance at my family. I looked at
them without knowing what it was that I did, and without
the intention to notice what I saw. Yet, even in this state
of mental abstraction, visible objects will sometimes suc-
ceed in making their impression. I perceived that my wife
and children suffered from my behaviour. I remarked a
general air of disconsolateness, and a mild unexpostulating
submission, to what nevertheless the heart deeply deplored.
They did not presume to interrupt me; they did not by
prying and inquisitive speeches attempt to extort from me
the secret of the alteration they saw ; but it was manifest
they conceived some great and radical calamity had poisoned
the heart of our domestic joy.

It was these symptoms thus remarked by me, that first
roused me from the inebriation of my new condition, I
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was compelled to suspect that, while I revelled in visions of
future enjoyment, I was inflicting severe and unmerited
pains on those I loved. It was necessary, if I valued their
happiness, that I should descend from the clouds of spe-
culation and faney, and enter upon the world of realities.

Bat here I first found a difficulty to which, during the
reign of my intoxication, I had been utterly insensible. I
was rich ; T could raise my family, as far as the power of
money extended, — money, which may insome sensebestyled
the empress of the world, — to what heights I pleased. I
had hitherto committed the fault, so common to projectors,
of looking only to ultimate objects and great resting places,
and neglecting to consider the steps between. This was an
omission of high importance. Every thing in the world
is conducted by gradual process. This seems to be the
great principle of harmony in the universe. Nothing is
abrupt ; one thing is so blended and softened into another,
that it is impossible to say where the former ends and the
latter begins.

This remark is fully applicable to the situation which was
now before me. Yesterday I was poor ; to-day I was pos~
sessor of treasures inexhaustible. How was this alteration
to be announced? To dissipate the revenues of princes,
to purehase immense estates, to launch into costly establish~
ments, are tasks to which the most vulgar mind is equal.
But no man stands alone in the world, without all trace of
what be has been, and with no one near, that thinks him-
self entitled to scrutinise his proceedings and his condition.
Least of all was this my case. I was bound to certain
other persons by the most sacred obligations ; I could not
separate myself from them ; I could not render myself a
mere enigma in their eyes ; though, in the language of the
world, the head of my family, they were my natural censors
and judges. I was accountable to them for my conduct ; it
was my duty, paramount to all other duties, to stand as a
fair, upright, and honourable character in their estimation. .

If these remarks be true taken in a general view, they
are much more so when applied to my particular case.
There are men who live in the midst of their families like
an eastern despot surrounded with his subjects. They are
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something too sacred to be approached ; their conduct is not
to be reasoned upon ; the amount of their receipts and dis-
bursements is not to be inspected ; their resources are un«
known ; no one must say to them, What dost thou? or,
why hast thou thus conducted thyself ? Even these persons
will not escape the tax to which all men are liable. They
cannot kill the general spirit of enquiry ; the mystery in
which they wrap themselves will often serve as an additional
stimulus ; they will finally encounter the judgment and
verdict of all. For myself, I had lived in the midst of my
family upon a system of paternal and amicable commerce.
I had suffered too deeply from a momentary season of
separation and mystery, not to have been induced to re-
nounce it decisively and for ever.

Firm, however, as I had imagined my renunciation to
have been, I was now thrown back upon what I had most
avoided. I had a secret source of advantage, the effects of
which were to be participated by those I loved, while the
spring was to remain for ever unknown. What I most
sought upon this occasion, was, that my family should
share my good fortune, and at the same time be prevented
from so much as suspecting that there was any thing mys-
terious connected with it. To effect this, I presently con-
ceived that it would be necessary to sacrifice the sudden
and instantaneous prosperity I had proposed to myself, and
introduce the reverse of our condition by slow, and, as far
as possible, insensible degrees.

One thing on which I determined, preparatory to the
other measures I had in view, was to remove from my pre-
sent habitation, and take up my residence for a time in the
city of Constance. In the cottage of the mountains it was
impossible to make any material alteration in my establish-
ment. My property was of the narrowest extent; nor
would it be easily practicable in a country, the inhabitants
of which were accustomed to a humble allotment, con-
siderably to enlarge it. My house was frugal, if not mean;
and, unless it were first pulled down and built over again,
the idea of introducing servants, equipage, or splendour into.
it, would be absurd. My design was not to make a long
abode where I now was ; but, as soon as my family should
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be sufficien¥ly prepared for the transition, to return to my’
native country. I believed in the mean time, that, in the-
capital of the bishopric, where my name was scarcely re-
membered by a single individual, I should be more at’
liberty to proceed as circumstances suggested, than in my
present rural situation, where every neighbour regarded
himself as vested with a sort of inquisitorial power over all
around him.

To account for this measure to my family, I felt it in«
cumbent on me to confess to them a certain pecuniary ac~
quisition. The story that most readily suggested itself, was
that of the stranger having left behind him a certain sum
of which he made a donation to me. This, though in the
plain and direct sense of the terms it were false, yet in its
spirit bore a certain resemblance to the truth; and, with
that resemblance, in spite of the rigid adherence to veracity,
that first ornament of a gentleman, that most essential pre~
requisite to the regard and affection of others, which I had
hitherto maintained, I was induced to content myself.
What could I do? I was compelled to account for appear-
ances ; I was forbidden by the most solemn injunctions to
unfold the truth. I should indeed have felt little compla~
cence in the disclosure ; I should have been reluctant to
announce a circumstance which, as I began to feel, intro=
duced a permanent difference and separation between me
and my family.

The sum at which I fixed the legacy of the stranger was
three thousand crowns. I was not inattentive to the future ;
I should have been glad, by my present account, to have
furnished a more ample solution for circumstances which
might occur hereafter. But some regard was due to pro-
bability. An unknown, a solitary man, broken with age,
who arrived on foot, and who declined all aid and attend-
ance, must not be represented as possessing mines of trea=
sure.

It was some time before I could prevail on myself to
break my story to the inhabitants of my cottage. As the
time approached when I was to bid an everlasting farewell
to rural obscurity and a humble station, they seemed to
adorn themselves in new charms. I was like the son of &
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endured every hardship without a murmur ; I watched by
you, I consoled you, I reconciled you to yourself. I do
not mean to make a merit of all this: no! Reginald! I
could not have acted otherwise if I would.

““ Do me the justice to recollect, that I have not been &
complaining or irritable companion. ' In all our adversities,
in the loss of fortune, and the bitter consequences of that
loss, I never uttered a reproachful word. What poverty,
sorrow, hunger and famine never extorted from me, you
have at length wrung from my bleeding heart. St. Leon !
1 have known your bosom-thoughts. In no former instance
has your affection or your confidence been alienated from
me ; and that consoled me for all the rest. But now, for
three months, the case has been entirely altered. You have
during all that time been busy, pensive, and agitated ;- but
I have been as much a stranger to your meditations as if
T had never been accustomed to be their depository. You
have not scrupled to inflict 8 wound upon me that no
subsequent change will ever be able to cicatrise. Nor in-
deed do I see any likelihood of a change. You announce
our removal to Constance ; what we are to do next, with
what views, or for what purpose, I am ignorant.

¢ 1 have made my election. My heart is formed for
affection, and must always feel an uneasy void and deso-
lation without it. If you had thus robbed me of your
attachment in an early period of our intercourse, I know
not upon what extremity my disappointment and anguish
might have driven me. They are harder to bear now;
but I submit. It is too late either for relief or remedy.
‘What remains of my powers and my strength I owe to my
children. I will not seduce them from their father. They
may be benefited by his purse or his understanding, though,
like me, they should be deprived of his affection. You
may be their friend when I am no more. I feel that this
will not last long. I feel that the main link that bound
me to existence cannot be snapped, and thus snapped by
unkindness worse than death, without promising soon to
put a period to my miseries. I shall be your victim in
death, after having devoted my life to you, in a way in
which few women were ever devoted to their husbands.
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¢ But this is not what I purposed chiefly to say. This is
what my situation and my feelings have unwillingly wrung
from me. Though you have injured me in the tenderest
point, I still recollect what you were to me. 1 still feel
deeply interested in your welfare, and the fair fame you are
to transmit to your children. I entreat you then to reflect
deeply, before you proceed further. You seem to me to
stand upon a precipice ; nor do the alteration that has taken
place in your manners, and the revolution of your heart,
lead me to augur favourably of the plans you have formed.
‘What is this stranger? Whence came he? Why did he
hide himself, and why was he pursued by the officers of
justice? Had he no relations? Was his bequest of the
sum he had about him his own act, and who is the witness
to its deliberateness or its freedom ? You must not think
that the world is inattentive to the actions of men or their
circumstances ; if it were, the fame we prize would be an
empty bauble. No, sir, a fair fame can only be secured by
unequivocal proceedings. What will, what can, be thought
of your giving shelter to an unknown, a man accused of
crimes, a man never beheld even by an individual of your own
family, and upon the strength of whose alleged bequest
you are about to change the whole mode of your life ?

¢ Nor, Reginald, must you think me credulous enough to
imagine that you have now disclosed the whole or the pre-
cise truth. Three thousand crowns is not a sum sufficient
to account for what you propose, for the long agitation of
your thoughts, or for the change of character you have sus-
tained. You must either be totally deprived of rational
judgment, or there must be something behind, that you
have not communicated. What do you purpose in going
to reside in the midst of a city foreign to the manners of
a Frenchman, distracted with internal broils, and embit-
tered to us by the recollection of the extremities we person-
ally suffered in it? s your ambition sunk so low, that it
can be gratified by such & transition? No ; you mean more
than you have announced; you mean something you are
unwilling to declare. Consider that meaning well! Put
me out of the question! I am nothing, and no longer de-
sire to be any thing. But do ‘not involve yourself- in in~
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delible disgrace, or entail upon your memory the curses of
your children !”

What a distress was mine, who, in return to so generous
and noble an expostulation, could impart no confidence, and
indulge no sincerity ! I felt a misery, of which, tll this
hour, I had been unable to form a conception. - Fool that
I was, I had imagined that, when endowed with the be-
quests of the stranger, no further evil could approach me!
I had, in my visionary mood, created castles and palaces,
and expatiated in the most distant futurity ! and here I
was, stopped and disappointed at the threshold, in the very
first step of my proceedings. What I could however I
did ; I poured forth to Marguerite, not the secrets of my
understanding, but the overpowering emotions of my soul.

“ Best, most adorable of women !” cried I, * how you
rend my heart with the nobleness of your remonstrances !
Never was man blessed with a partner so accomplished and
exemplary as I have been! Do you think your merits can
ever be obliterated from my memory ? Do you think the
feelings of gratitude and admiration can ever be weakened
in my bosom, or that the strength and singleness of my at-
tachment can suffer decay ? Bear me witness, Heaven ! I
know no creature on the face of the earth that can enter
into competition with you ; there is not the thing in nature
that I prize in comparison. I love you a thousand times
better than myself, and would die with joy to purchase
your ease and satisfaction. I can never repay the benefits
you have conferred on me ; I can never rise to an equality
with you.

“ What anguish then do you inflict upon me, when you
talk of becoming the victim of my unkindness ? Believe
you I can endure, after having dissipated your patrimony
and drawn you with me into exile, after having experienced
from you a tenderness such as man never in any other in-
stance obtained from woman, to entertain the idea of em-
bittering the remainder of your life, and shorténing your
existence ? I should regard myself as the most execrable of
monsters. I could not live under the recollection of so
unheard-of a guilt. If you would not have me abhor my-
self and curse existence, live, confide in me, and be happy !
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€ Oh, Marguerite! how wretched and pitiable is my
situation ! Make some allowance for me ! I have a secret
that I would give worlds to utter, but dare not. Do not
imagine that there is, or can be, any decay in my affection ¢
Confide in me! Allow to necessity, what never, never
could be the result of choice! In all things else, you shall
know my inmost heart, as you possess the boundless and
unalterable affections of my soul.”

Marguerite was somewhat, but not wholly, soothed by
the earnestness of my protestations. She saw, for the pre-
science of the heart is never deceived, that a blow was
given to the entireness of our affection, from which it would
never recover. She felt, for in truth and delicacy of senti-
ment she was much my superior, that the reserve, in which
I persisted, and for which I deprecated excuse, might be
sufficiently consistent with a vulgar attachment, but would
totally change the nature of ours. She was aware that it
related to no ordinary point, that it formed the pole-star of
my conduct, that it must present itself afresh from day to
day, and that in its operation it amounted to a divorce of
the heart. She submitted however, and endeavoured to
appear cheerful. Though she felt the worm of sorrow
gnawing her vitals, she was unwilling to occasion me an
uneasiness it wasin her power to withhold. 8he was struck
with the consistency and determination of my resistance,
and expostulated no more.

We went to Constance. We bade adieu to the scene of
a six years' happiness, such as the earth has seldom wit-
nessed. I alone had occasioned some imperfection in that
happiness. There were times indeed when, sitting in
affectionate communion with my wife, and surrounded by
my children, my sensations had been as delicious as the
state of human existence ever had to boast. I felt my
heart expand ; I was conscious to the unreserved union
that subsisted among us ; I felt myself ‘identified with all
that I loved, and all for whom my heart was anxious. But
the curse entailed upon me from the earliest period to
which my memory can reach, operated even in the cottage
of the lake. I was not formed to enjoy a scene of pastoral
simplicity. Ambition still haunted me; an uneasiness,

N
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scarcely defined in its object, from time to time recurred to
my mind. If I thought I wanted nothing for myself, I
deemed a career of honour due to my children. Again,
when I regarded honour us an empty phantom, and per-
suaded myself that all conditions of life were intrinsically
equal, I recollected the fearful scene where hunger and de-
struction had hung over us in Constance, and in imagina-
tion often pictured to myself that scene as on the point of
being renewed. The sword of the demon, famine, seemed
to my disturbed apprehension to be suspended over us by a
hair. Such had been the draught of bitterness that occa-
sionally detracted from this most enviable, as in retrospect
I am willing to denominate it, period of my existence.

We quitted our rural retreat, and took up our abode in
a prosperous mercantile city. I hired commodious apart-
ments in one of the grand squares, not far from the spot
where the fairs are usually held. Undoubtedly there was
nothing in this residence very congenial to the bent of my
disposition, or the projects that fermented in my mind. I
had merely chosen it by way of interval, and to soften the
transition from what I had been, to what I purposed to be.
In the multitude of irresolute thoughts with which I la-
boured, the small distance of Constance from the cottage of
the lake, made me feel as if the removal thither was one of
the gentlest and most moderate measures to which I could
have recourse.

1 bad never been less happy and at peace with myself than
I was now. From general society and the ordinary inter-
course of acquaintance I had long been estranged, and it
was in vain that I endeavoured to return to habits of that
sort. The society which the city of Constance afforded had
few charms for me. It had no pretensions to the polite~
mess, the elegance, the learning or the genius, an intercourse
with which had once been familiar to me. It scarcely
eontained within its walls any but such as were occupied in
merchandise or manufacture. The attention of its inhabit-
ants were divided between these objects, and the encroach-
ments which were making upon the ancient religion by the
Confession of Augsburg and the dogmas of Calvin. The
majority of the inhabitants were protestants ; and, a few

T
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years before, they had expelled their bishop and the canens
of their cathedral. Having however miscarried in a reli«
gious war into which they had entered, these dignitaries
had been reinstalled in their functions and emoluments.
The situation thus produced was an unnatural one ; and a
storm was evidently brewing more violent than any which
the city had yet sustained. The gloomy temper and melan-
choly austerity of the reformers were as little congenial to
my temper, as the sordid ignorance and selfishness of the
trading spirit of the community.

I therefore lived in a state of seclusion. I endeavoured
to seek amusement in such novelties and occupations as
might present themselves to a person disengaged from the
general vortex. But, if the distinguished sphere in which
I had once moved disqualified me for taking an interest in
these puerilities, the anticipations in which I indulged of
the future disqualified me still more. My domestic scene
too no longer afforded me the consolation and relief I had
been accustomed to derive from it. Marguerite exerted
herself to appear cheerful and contented ; but it was an
exertion. I began to fear that the arrow of disappointment
had indeed struck her to the heart. I was anxiously occu-
pied in considering what I was to do next. I hoped that
our next step might operate to revive her gaiety, and by
additional splendour amuse her solicitude. I began to fear
that I had taken a wrong method, and entered the career of
a better fortune with too much caution and timidity. At
all events I felt that we no longer lived together as we had
done. There was no more opening of the heart between us,
no more infantine guilelessness and sincerity, no more of
that unapprehensive exposure of every thought of the soul,
that adds the purest zest to the pleasures of domestic life.
We stood in awe of each other; each was to the other in
some degree an intrusive and unwelcome spy upon what
was secretly passing in the mind. There may be persons
who regard this as an evil very capable of being endured ;
but they must be such as never knew the domestic joys I
once experienced. The fall from one of these conditions of
life to the other was too bitter.

N 2



180 TRAVELS OF §T. LEON.

CHAPTER XVI.

Anxious to divert my thoughts from what I hoped was only
a temporary evil, I determined, accompanied by Charles, to
make 2 tour of some of the cities of Germany. Dresden
was the capital to which I was most desirous of conducting .
bim. Maurice, duke of Saxony, who held his court there, *
and who was now only twenty-three years of age, was in-
comparably the most accomplished prince of the empire.
Desirous as I was that my only son should fill a distinguished
career, 1 thought I could not better prepare him for the
theatre of his native country, than by thus initiating him
beforehand in scenes of distinction and greatness.

He was delighted with his tour. We had not proceeded !
many leagues from Constance, before, indulging in the bent
of my mind, I laid aside thc humbleness of our appearance,
and the obscure style in which we travelled ; , and having
procured a numerous cavalcade of horses and servants, I set
forward with considerable magnificence. We passed through
Munich, Ratisbon, and Prague. At Munich we found the
court of the elector palatine ; the diet of the empire was
sitting at Ratisbon, when we arrived at that city. Charles
had been almost entirely a stranger to every thing princely
and magnificent from the time he was nine years of age;
and he was now exactly at that perjod of human life when
external appearances areapt tomake the strongest impression.
To him every thing that occurred seemed like transportation
into & new world. The figure we made procured us, as
strangers, unquestioned admission into every circle. We
mixed with princes, ourselves in garb and figure con-
founded with those we saw. I hadlived too much and too '
long in the most splendid society, to find difficulty in re.
suming the unembarrassed and courtly manners which I had
for years laid aside ; and Charles might be said to see his
father in a new character. Novelty prompted his admira~
tion ; he was intoxicated with wonder. His disposition
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had always led him to bold and adventurous conceptions ;
nothing less than an imperious sense of duty could have re-
strained him from quitting our cottage, and casting himself
upon the world in search of honour and distinction. His
generous heart had beat to burst away from the obscurity
of his station ; and it was with impatience and discontent
that he looked forward to the life of a swain. Yet he knew
not hew to break through the obstacles that confined him.
It was therefore with transports of pleasure that he saw
them vanishing as of themselves, and the career of glory
opening, as if by enchantment, to his eager steps.

The court of Dresden was infinitely more delightful to
him than the court of Munich, or the imperial display at
Ratisbon. Here Charles saw a young prince in the flower
of his age, whose talents and spirit rendered him the uni-
versal object of attention and adoration. He remarked, in
the fire of his eyes, the vivacity of his gestures, and the
grandeur of his port, something inexpressibly different from
those princes, of whom it is necessary that their rank should
be announced to you by some extrinsic circumstance, that
you may not mistake them for a merchant’s clerk or a city
magistrate. The sentiment that he breathed, as it were in-
stinctively, as we returned from the first time of our seeing
duke Maurice, was, “ At twenty-three years of age mey I,
in appearance, accomplishments, and spirit, resemble this
man !”

Here I was desirous of making a longer stay than at the
cities through which we had previously passed, and of pro=
curing for my son some personal intercourse with this great
ornament of the age. I judged this to be the more easy,
a8, in our first visit to the palace, I had perceived some
French noblemen of the Protestant persuasion, who had re-
sorted to the duke’s court in search of employment. They
appeared not to know me; but that was little to be wondered
8t, considering that I had been seven years absent from my
country, and that the calamities by which I had been over-
taken more than once during that period, might be sup-
posed to have produced a greater effect upon me than the
mere lapse of years would have done. Among the rest I
remarked Gaspar de Coligny, who was only twenty-one
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years of age at the time I quitted France, and had then
been remrarked as one of the most promising young men his
country had to boast. His stay here was expected to be \
short ; his hopes in his own country, from the greatness of
his connections, were of the highest class ; and he had only
come to Dresden at the earnest invitation of duke Maurice,
who entertained an ardent affection for him. My heart led
me towards him ; policy concurred in dictating the appli-
cation, as, if I were fortunate enough to gain his faveur, my
son could not have a friend better qualified either to form

his character or forward his advancement. -

I wrote to Coligny to announce my request to him, and
in a few hours after the delivery of my letter that young
nobleman came in person to wait on me. He informed
me that he had done so, because he had something of de-
licacy to mention, which he did not choose to trust to the
intermission of a third person, and upon which, as he
hoped I could remove his scruple, he did not like even to \
bestow the formality of putting it on paper.

“I am a gentleman of France,” said Coligny; * you
will excuse my frankness. I am a gentleman of France;
you will not wonder at the niceness of my honour. Mix-
ing in society, I do not pretend minutely to investigate the
character of every person with whom I converse ; but what
you ask of me obliges me to consult my understanding, and
enquire into facts. I cannot consent to vouch for any
man’s character to another, till I have paid some attention
to the ground upon which that character rests.

““ I remember the count de St. Leon with pleasure and
advantage at the court of my own sovereign. Every one
admired his accomplishments, his gallantry, and his learn-
ing; every one spoke of him with respect. Unfortunate
circumstances, as we all understood, deprived you of your
patrimony ; that is nothing to me ; I respect a nobleman in
misfortune, as much as when he is surrounded with wealth
and splendour. You retired into voluntary exile ; I heard,
with great grief, of some subsequent calamities that have -
overtaken you. But, here in Saxony, I see you resuming
all your former splendour, and coming forward with the
magnificence of a prince. Other of your countrymen have
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remarked it, as well as myself, and feel themselves at a loss
to account for what they see.

 Excuse me, count! by your application to me, you
oblige me to speak freely. I dare say you can clear up the
difficulty, and account for this second revolution in your
fortune, upon which I shall then be the first to congratu-
late you. I cannot suspect a man, with your high descent
and the illustrious character you formerly maintained,
of any thing dishonourable. But you have not suffi-
ciently considered the account we all owe to one another,
and the clearness of proceeding we are obliged to maintain,
not only to our own hearts, but in the face of the world.
The present occasion is, I trust, fortunate for you; and,
when you have assisted me in complying with the rules by
which every honourable man governs himself, I shall be
eager to publish your justification, and render you all the
service in my power.”

I was ready to burst with astonishment and vexation
during this representation of Coligny. I could feel my
colour change from pale to red, and from red to pale. I
could only answer with suffocation and inward rage, that I
was much obliged to him ; I would consider what he said ;
I would acquaint him with my justification ; and, when-
ever it was made, he might be assured it should be an
ample one. — I was cautious as to what I uttered ; I could
not immediately foresee what it was eligible, or what it was
possible, to do ; and I was resolved that I would not, by
an idle or hasty expression, preclude myself, in a matter of
80 much moment, from the benefits of future deliberation.
If what I had just heard had come from any other person,
I should probably have despised it ; but I felt at once that
Gaspar de Coligny might be considered, in a case of this
sort, as the representative of all that was most honourable
and illustrious in my native country. — Finding that I was
indisposed to any further communication on the subject, he
took a polite leave, and departed.

I was no sooner alone than I felt myself overwhelmed
with mortification and shame. I had rejoiced in the be-
quests of the stranger, because I regarded them as the
means of restoring me to splendour, and replacing my chil«
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dren in the siteation to which they were entitled by their
birth. Was that which I had regarded as the instrument
of their glory, to become the medium of their ignominy
and disgrace? I had suffered all other misfortunes, but
the whisper of dishonour had never been breathed ageinst
me. I was a son of honour, descended of a race of heroes,
snd cradled in the lap of glory and fame. When we
quitted Paris in the year 1537, my incomparable wife had
set to sale our entire property, resolved that, though driven
into exile, we would not leave it in the power of the mean-
est individual to controvert the sacred attention we yielded
to every just obligation. Since that time I had declined
from the splendour of rank to the humble situation of a
rustic, cultivating my little property with my own hands;
nay, I had even, for a short time, hired myself as a labourer
in the garden of the bishop of Constance. But the same
disdain of every thing disgraceful had followed me to my
ocottage and my truckle bed, which I had originally learned
in the halls of chivalry and the castle of my ancestors.
Accordingly I had uniformly retained the same honourable
character and spotless fame. St. Leon, the virtuous cot-
tager, had in nothing blemished the name of St. Leon, sur-
rounded with glory in the siege of Pavis. Often, and with
pride, had I pointed out this circumstance to my son, add-
ing, Wherever fortune calls you, for whatever scenes you
may be reserved, remember that your father was unfortu-
nate, but that through life he never acted a deed nor con-
ceived a thought, that should stain your manly cheeks with
the blush of shame! I stand before you a culprit, as hav-
ing robbed you of your patrimony, but I have preserved
for you entire the inheritance of our honour !

This had been the first lesson imprinted upon my infant
mind. All other possessions I had ever held cheap and
worthless in comparison with that of an illustrious name.
My indignation at the attack it now sustained was bound-
less. The more I thought, the more intolerable it ap-
poared. I was impatient and furious, like a lion struggling
in the toils. I could with joy have trampled under my
feet whoever aspersed me. I could have wantoned in blood,
snd defied my adversaries to mortal combat. Alas, all my
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fury was useless here! It was no tale whispered in the
dark that I had to contend with ; it was the commentary
of the world upon incontestable facts. Though a hecatomb
of souls should be sacrificed at the shrine of my blasted
name, the facts would still remain, the mystery still require
to be solved. Coligny, the virtuous Coligny, had made no
observations on the circumstances he mentioned ; he merely
proposed a difficulty, and waited my answer.

I was called upon to exercise the whole of my deliber-
ative powers as to the reply which was to be returned, or
the conduct to be held, upon the question of Coligny.
Every thing I most valued was now at issue ; and a false
step taken under the present circumstances could never be
retrieved. I had another sort of party to deal with here,
than when I had told Marguerite the tale of the stranger
and his legacy. Nothing would pass now, but what bore
an open, fair, and unequivocal appearance. I must vent
no assertion that could not bear to be sifted to the bottom,
and that did not fully accord with all the vouchers with
which it could be collated. I had written to Marguerite,
immediately after launching into the expense with which
our tour had been attended, that I had received an un-
expected acquisition from the death of a relation of my
own family in France. I knew that the story of the three
thousand crowns would no longer account for the style in
which I was proceeding, and this fabrication suggested
itself upon the spur of the moment. I hated to think of
the difficulties in the way of explanation in which I was
involved ; I abhorred the system of falsehood I was driven
to practise. It did not occur to me at the time, infatuated
as I was! that I should have occasion to account for this
accession of wealth to any one out of my own family.
Marguerite, I well knew, had no correspondence in France,
nor therefore any obvious means of verifying or refuting
this second deception. But such a story eould not be told
to noblemen of France, without being instantly liable to be
eompared with known facts, and eventually investigated
upon the spot where the scene was laid. Marguerite her~
self, I well knew, had listened with incredulity to the ex-
planation I had made, and the alleged legacy of the stranger ;
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what could I expect from indifferent hearers? They might
not all possess her good sense and sagacity in judging ; but
they were destitute of that personal kindness and partiality
which were calculated to induce her to credit whatever I
affirmed. Most men have a malignant pleasure in the de-~
tection of specious pretences, in humbling the importunate
superiority that obscures their claims, and removing the
rival who might otherwise acquire the prize of which they
are in pursuit.

My mind was still torn and distracted with these con-
templations, when in the afternoon of the same day on
which I had received the visit of Coligny, my attention
was suddenly roused by the sbrupt entrance of my son into
the chamber where I was sitting. He opened the door
with a hurried action as he entered, and, having closed it
impetuously after him, advanced directly towards me. He
then stopped himself ; and, turning from me, I could per-
ceive a rush of crimson in his face like that of a man suf-
focated. A passion of tears succeeded that shook his frame,
and sufficiently proved that his feelings had sustained some
extraordinary shock. My whole soul was alarmed at what
I saw ; and, following him as he retired to the other side
of the room, in the gentlest accents I endeavoured to soothe
him, while I enquired with earnestness and trepidation into
the cause of his grief.

CHAPTER XVII.

HEe repelled me. “ Sit down, sir, sit down! Do not follow
me, I beg of you; but sit down!”

His manner was earnest and emphatical. Mechanically
and without knowing what I did, I obeyed his direction.
He came towards me.

¢ I have no time,” added he, * for qualifying and form.
Tell me! am I the son of a man of honour or a villain ?”

He saw 1 was shocked at the unexpected rudeness of
his question.

l
|
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¢ Forgive me, my father! I have always been affec-
tionate and dutiful ; I have ever looked up to you as my
model and my oracle. But I have been insulted ! It never
was one of your lessons to teach me to bear an insult!”

¢ Is it,” replied I, with the sternness that the character
of a father will seldom fail to inspire under such circum-
stances,  because you have been ifihulted, that you think
yourself authorised to come home and insult him to whom
you owe nothing but respect and reverence ?”

¢ Stop, sir! Before you claim my reverence, you must
show your title to it, and wipe off the aspersions under
which you at present labour.”

< Insolent, presumptuous boy! Know that I am not by
you to be instructed in my duty, and will not answer so rude
a questioner ! The down as yet scarcely shades your school-
boy’s cheek; and have you so forgotten the decencies of
life as to scoff your father?” — His eye brightened as I
apoke. :

“ You are right, sir. It gives me pleasure to see your
blood rise in return to my passion. Your accent is the
accent of innocence. But, indeed! the more innocent and
noble you shall prove yourself, the more readily will you
forgive my indignation.”

¢ I cannot tell. My temper does not fit me to bear the
rudeness of a son. Nor do I think that such behaviour as
this can be any credit to you, whatever may have been the
provocation. Tell me however what is the insult that has
thus deeply shaken you?”

““ I went this afternoon to the tennis-court near the river,
and played several games with the young count Luitmann.
While we were playing, came in the chevalier Dupont, my
countryman. The insolence of his nature is a subject of
general remark ; and he has, though I know not for what
reason, conceived a particular animosity to me. A trifling
dispute arose between us. We gradually warmed. He
threatened to turn me out of the court; I resented the
insult ; and he passionately answered, that the son of an
adventurer and a sharper had no business there, and he
would take care I should never be admitted again. I at-
tempted to strike him, but was prevented ; and presently
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No ; you were poor, but not dishonoured ! I attended your
couch in sickness ; I exerted my manual labour to support
you in affliction. I honoured you for your affection to my
mother ; I listened with transport to the history of your
youth ; I was convinced I should never blush to call Re-
ginald de St. Leon my father. I believed that lessons of
honour, so impressive as those you instilled into my infant
mind, could never flow but from an honourable spirit. Oh,
if there is any thing equivocal or ignoble in the riches we
have displayed, restore me, instantly restore me, to un-
blemished and virtuous poverty !”

I was astonished at the firmness and manliness of spirit
that Charles upon this occasion discovered. I could scarcely
believe that these were the thoughts and words of a youth
under seventeen years of age. I felt that every thing illus-
trious and excellent might be augured of one who, at these
immature years, manifested so lofty and generous a soul.
I could have pressed him in my arms, have indulged my
emotions in sobs and tears of transport, and congratulated
myself that I was father to so worthy a son. But his
temper and manners awed, and held me at a distance.
This was one consequence of the legacies of the stranger !

 Charles !” said I, “ your virtues extort my confidence.
For the world a tale must be prepared that shall serve to
elude its curiosity and its malice. But to you I confess,
there is 8 mystery annexed to the acquisition of this wealth
that can never be explained.”

He stood aghast at my words. ‘ Am I to believe my
ears? A tale prepared? A mystery never to be explained ?
I adjure you by all that you love, and all that you hold
sacred 1 .

His voice was drowned in a sudden gush of tears. With
an action of earnestness and deprecation, he took hold of
my hand.

¢ No, sir, no artful tale, no disguise, no hypocrisy!
As he spoke, his voice suddenly changed, his accent became
clear and determined. — ¢ Will you consent this very hour
to quit the court of Dresden, and to resign fully and without
reserve this accursed wealth, for the acquisition of which you
refuse to account ?”
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bequeath you three thousand crowns? Have you lately
- received an unexpected acquisition by the death of a near
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suggestions, and hope to surmount the obstacles of external
appearance. If 1 am disappointed in this, and destined to '
perish unheard of and unremembered, at least 1 will escape
reproach. I will neither be charged with the deeds, nor
give utterance to the maxims, of dishonour.”

 Charles,” replied I, ““ be not the calumniator of your
father ! I swear to you by every thing that is sacred ; and
you know my integrity ; never did the breath of falsehood
pollute these lips ;}————"

He passionately interrupted me.  Did the stranger

relation in France?”

I was silent. This was not a moment for trifling and
equivocation.

“ Oh, my father, how is your character changed and
subverted ? You say true. For sixteen years I never heard
a breath of falsehood from your lips ; I trusted you as I
would the oracles of eternal truth. But it is past! A few |
short months have polluted and defaced a whole life of !
integrity ! In how many obscurities and fabulous incon-
sistencies have you entangled yourself? Nor is it the least
of the calamities under which my heart sickens at this mo-
ment, that I am reduced to hold language like this tos
father !”

What misery was mine, to hear myself thus arraigned
by my own son, and to be unable to utter one word in reply
tohis accusations! To be thus triumphed over by a strip-
ling ; and to feel the most cruel degradation, in the mani-
festation of an excellence that ought to have swelled my
heart with gratulation and transport! I had recollected
my habitual feelings for near forty years of existence; I
had dropped from my memory my recent disgrace, and
dared to appeal to my acknowledged veracity ; when this
retort from my son came to plunge me tenfold deeper in a
sea of shame. He proceeded : —

“1 am no longer your son! I am compelled to dis-
claim all affinity with you! But this is not all. By your
dishonour you have cut me off from the whole line of my
ancestors. I cannot claim affinity with them, without
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acknowledging my relation to you. You have extinguished
abruptly an illustrious house. The sun of 8t. Leon is set
for-ever! Standing as I do a candidate for honourable fame,
I must henceforth stand by myself, as if a man could
be author of his own existence, and must expect no aid, no
favour, no prepossession, from any earthly consideration,
save what I am, and what I shall perform.”

“ My son,” replied I, * you cut me to the heart. Such
is the virtue you display, that I must confess myself never
to have been worthy of you, and I begin to fear I am now
less worthy of you than ever. Yet you must suffer me to
finish what I was about to say when you so passionately
interrupted me. I swear then, by every thing that is sacred,
that I am innocent. Whatever interpretation the world
may put upon my sudden wealth, there is no shadow of dis-
honesty or guilt connected with its acquisition. The cir-
cumstances of the story are such that they must never be
disclosed ; I am bound to secrecy by the most inviolable
obligations, and this has led me to utter a forged and incon-
sistent tale. But my conscience has nothing with which to
reproach me. If then, Charles, my son, once my friend,
my best and dearest consolation |” —1I pressed his hand,
and my voice faltered as I spoke,—*‘if you are resolute to
separate yourself from me, at least take this recollection
with you wherever you go,— Whatever may be my exter-
nal estimation, I am not the slave of vice, your father is
not a villain !”

“Alas, my father !” rejoined Charles, mournfully,
“what am I to believe? What secret can be involved in so
strange a reverse of fortune, that is not dishonourable?
You have given utterance to different fictions on the sub-
Jject, fictions that you now confess to be such ; how am 1
to be convinced that what you say at this moment is not
dictated more by a regard for my tranquillity, than by the
simplicity of conscious truth? If I believe you, I am afraid
my credit will be the offspring rather of inclination, than of
probability. And indeed, if I believe you, what avails it ?
The world will not believe. Your character is blasted ;
your honour is destroyed ; and, unless I separate myself

0
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from vou. amd disown vour omme, I shall be imvaived im the
mme disgrace.”

Saying -hus. he lert me. and in abeut haif an hear returned.
His reurn [ aadi 2ot “oreseen : [ hmi made no wse of his
absence. My mind was overcome. my understamding was
wupifed. 7v 1 sruarion and evenms [ hmi so liztie expected.
[ had stowi. nnmoved. eaning against the wall, from the
sant of Dis -ieparure. [ seemed rooted to the spot, in-
anabieotquhm:lm my drdoude. or arranging my ideas.
My :ves had -mle:t.—mv trow was lmit,—1 had bit my lips
and my wnrue with agonv. From tme w time I had mut-
wred a tew wanis.—~ My son! my sou!—wenlth'
weaith | —m7 witk | —my wn " bur they were incoherent
and without meaniniy.

Charles re_entered che aparument where the preceding
conversation had paseei. and the noise he made in entering
roused me. He had his nat in his hand which he threw
from him. arcd :xciaimed with an aceent of dejection and
.mmnsh = My father | —tfarewedl 1™

= Cruel, '—uelbx.vi can vou persist in your harsh and
alamitous resoluzicn > If you have no affection for me, yet
think of vour motker and your sisters!”

Seek not. ¢ir.  ten me from my parpose! The struggle
against it in my own bosem basbeennﬁuemlym,
bat it must be executed.” — His voice, as he spoke, was in-
ward. stifted. and broken with the weight of his feelings.

- Then—fareweil!™ I replied. * Yet take with you
sorze provision for your long and perilous adventure. Name
the sum you will accept. and, whatever is its amount, it
shall instanty be yours.”

** I will have nothing. It is this wealth, with whoee
splendour I was at first child enough to be dazzled, that hss
destroyed us. My fingers shall not be contaminated with
an atom of it. What is to be my fate, as yet, I know not.
But I am young, and strong, and enterprising, and cou-
rageous. The lessons of honour and nobility live in my
bosom. Though my instructor is lost, his instructions shall
not be vain !”

“* Once more farewell ! From my heart I thank you for
your protestations of innocence. Never will I part with
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¢ this Iast conselation, to believe them. I have recollected
‘the manner in which they were- uttered ; it was the man-
-mer of truth. If there be any evidence of a contrary tend-
ency, that I will forget. Though to the world I shall be
rwithout father and without relatives, I will still retain this
- sacred consolation for my hours of retirement and solitude,
. that my ancestors were honourable, and my father, in spite
of all presumptions to the contrary,— was innocent.

. How hard it is to quit for ever a family of love and
affection, as ours has been! Bear witness for me, how
deeply I sympathised with you at Paris, in Switzerland. in
Constance! Though now you dissolve the tie between us,
yet, till now, never had.a son greater reason for gratitude
to a father. You and my mother have made me what I
am ; and that I may preserve what you have made me, I
.now cast myself upon an untried world. The recollection
of what I found you in the past period of my life, shall be
for ever cherished in my memory !

“1 quit my mother and my sisters without leave-taking
or adieu. It will be a fruitless and painful addition to
what each party must learn to bear. Dear, excellent, peer-
less protector and companions of my early years! my
wishes are yours, my prayers shall for ever be poured out
for you! You, sir, who rob them of a son and a brother,
be careful to make up to them a loss, which I doubt not
they will account grievous! I can do nothing for them. Ican
throw myself into the arms of poverty; it is my duty.
But, in doing so, I must separate myself from them, as-
suredly innocent, and worthy of more and greater benefits
than I could ever confer on them !— Farewell !”

Saying this, he thréw himself into my arms, and I felt
the agonies of a parting embrace.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

For some time I could not believe him departed. When I

retired to rest, I felt the want of Charles to press-my hand,

and wish me refreshing slumbers; and I passed on, sad

and solitary, to my chamber. When I came next morn-
o2
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ing into the breakfasting room, Charles was not there, &
greet me with looks of affection and duty ; and the gilding
and ornaments of the apartinent were to me no less discon.
solate than the damps and sootiness of a dungeon.

I hoped he would return. I knew how tenderly he wa:
attached to his mother and his sisters; I was fully con.
vinced that the affection for me which had been the per.
petual habit of his mind, could not be entirely eradicated
from his heart. I mentioned him not in my letters to
Constance ; the pen lingered, my hand trembled, when I
thought of him ; I could neither pretend that he was with
me, nor announce the catastrophe of his abeence. But I
opened the letters of Marguerite with still increasing im-
patience. Finding that he did not return to me, I hoped
that some alteration of the extraordinary resolution he had
formed, would lead him to Constance. In vain I hoped !
There reached me, by no conveyance, from no quarter,
tidings of my son!

How surprising an event! A youth, not seventeen years
of age, forming and executing in the same instant the pur-
pose of flying from his parents and his family ! Deserting
all his hopes, all his attachments, all his fortune ! Refusing
the smallest particle of assistance or provision in his entrance
upon the wide scene of the world! Oh, Charles! exclaimed
I, you are indeed an extraordinary and admirable youth !
But are you fortified against all the temptations of the world
and all its hardships ? Do your tender years quslify you to
struggle with its unkindness, its indifference, and its insults?
In how few quarters is merit ever treated with the attention
and benevolence it deserves! How often is it reduced to
tremble with indignation, at the scoffs and brutality to which
it is exposed, and at the sight of folly and vice exalted in
its stead, and appointed its despot and its master! My son,
my son! what will be your fate? Is your unseasoned
frame reserved to perish by hunger, in barren deserts and
beneath inclement skies? Will you not in some hour of
bitter disappointment and unpitied loneliness, lay yourself
down in despair and die? Will you not be made the slave
of some capricious tyrant for bread ? Generous as is yow
nature, will it be eternally proof against reiterated) tempt-

-
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ation ? Upon what 2 world are you turned adrift! a world
of which you know as little, as the poor affrighted soul of a
dying man knows, when launching into the mysterious,
impenetrable abyss of eternity ! Unnatural father, to have
reduced my only son to this cruel alternative! I should
with a less aching and agonising heart have accompanied
hjs senseless remaina to the grave. Dreadful as that part-
ing is, there at least the anxious mind of the survivor has
rest. There are no thoughts and devices in the silence of
the tomb. There all our prospects end, and we are no
longer sensible to pain, to persecution, to insult, and to
agany. But Charles, thus departed, wandering on the face
of the globe, without protector, adviser or resource, no lapse
of years can put a close upon my anxiety for him! If I
am in ease and prosperity, I cannot relish them, for my
exposed and living son may be at that moment in the depth
of misery! If I am myself oppressed and suffering, the
thought of what may be his fate will form a dreadful ad-
dition ta all my other calamities! What am I to say of
him upon my return to Constance? If he had died, this
was & natural casualty ; and, whatever grief it might occa-
sion, time no doubt would mollify and abate it. But what
account can now be rendered of him to his disconsolate
mother and terrified sisters ? How can I lift up my head in
their presence, or meet the glance of their reproachful eyes!

The idea had oceurred to me, in the instant of Charles’s
departure, and immediately after his exit, of detaining or
bringing him back by force. He was by his extreme youth,
according to the maxims of the world, still in a state of
guardianship, and unqualified to be the chooser of his own
actions. But to this mode of proceeding, however deeply
I felt the catastrophe which had taken place, I could never
consent. It was in utter hostility to the lessons of chivalry
and honour, with which I had been familiarised from my
earliest infancy. There might be cases, in which this re-
straint laid by a father upon his child would be salutary.
But the idea which had occasioned the secession of Charles,
was decisive in this instance. What right had I to chain
him to dishonour? The whole bent of his education had
been, to impress him with the feelings by which he was

038
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now actuated. If I detained him for a short time, was
there any vigilance on earth that could finally prevent him
from executing a purpose upon which his whole soul was
resolved ? Or, suppose there were, must not the consequence-
be to break his spirit, to deprive him of all manliness and
energy, and to render him the mere drooping and soulless
shadow of that conspicuous hero I had been anxious to
make him ? It might be said indeed, that this was the de-
termination of a boy, formed in an hour, and that, if I
detained him only long enough for deliberation and revisal,
he would of his own accord retract so desperate a project.
But I felt that it was a resolution formed to endure, and
was built upon principles that could not change so long as
an atom of his mind remained. No; I was rather disposed:
to say, however grievous was the wound he inflicted on me,
Go, my son! Act upon the dictates of your choice, as I
have acted on mine! I admire your resolution, though I
cannot imitate it. Your purpose is lofty and godlike ; and
he that harbours it, was not born to be a slave. Be free;
and may every power propitious to generosity and virtue
smooth your path through life, and smile upon your desires!.
The anguish I felt for having lost my son, and in this.
painful and reproachful manner, was not diminished to me
cither by society or amusement. I dared not go out of my
house. I saw no one but my own attendants. I had not:
the courage to meet the aspect of a human creature. I
knew not how far persons in Dresden might have heard the -
injurious reports which occasioned the flight of my son, or.
even have been acquainted with the nature of that flight.-
I had promised to see Coligny again; but, alas! the affair-
which had at first led me to wish to see him, was now at-
an end. I had no heart to seek him ; nor indeed did I
know what story I was to tell him, or how I was to remove:
the suspicions he had urged against me. The machine of:
human life, though constituted of a thousand parts, is in-
all its parts regularly and systematically connected ; nor is
it easy to insert an additional member, the spuriousness of.
which an accurate observation will not readily detect. How
was I to assign a source of my wealth different from the:
true, which would not be liable to investigation, and, when:
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mvestxgated would not be seen to be counterfeit ?  This
indeed is the prime source of individual sécurity in human
affairs, that whatever any man does, may be subjected to’
examination, and whatever does not admit of being satis-
factorily accounted for, exposes him whom it concerns to
the most injurious suspicions. This law of our nature, so
salutary in its general operation, was the first source of all
my misfortunes.

I 'began now seriously to consider what judgment I was
to pass upon the bequests of the stranger. Were they to-
be regarded as a benefit or a misfortune ? Ought they to
be classed with the poisoned robe of Nessus, which, being
sent as a token of affection, was found, in the experiment,
to eat into the flesh and burn up the vitals of him that’
wore it? Should I from this instant reject their use, and,
returning to the modes of life established among my fellow
men, content myself with the affection of those with whom'
I had intercourse, though poverty and hardships mingled
with the balm?

The experiment I had made of these extraordinary gifts
was a short one ; but how contrary were all the results I had-
arrived at, from those I looked for? When the stranger had
appeared six months before at the cottage of the lake, he’
had found me a poor man indeed, but rich in the con-.
fidence, and happy in the security and content, of every
member of my family. I lived in the bosom of nature,
surrounded with the luxuriance of its gifts and the sub-
limity of its features, which the romantic elevation of my
soul particularly fitted me to relish. In my domestic scene
I beheld the golden age renewed, the simplicity of pastoral
life without its grossness, & situation remote from cities and
courts, from traffic and hypocrisy, yet not unadorned with
taste, imagination, and knowledge. Never was a family
more united in sentiments and affection. Now all this
beauteous scene was defaced ! All was silence, suspicion,
and reserve. The one party dared not be ingenuous, and
the other felt that all the paradise of attachment was dwin-
dled to an empty name. No questions were asked ; for no
honest answer was given or expected. Though corporeally
we might sit in the same apartment, in mind a gulf, wide,

o4
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now actuated. If I detsined him for a short time, was
there any vigilance on earth that could finally prevent him
from executing a purpose upon which his whole soul was
resolved ? Or, suppose there were, must not the consequence
be to break his spirit, to deprive him of all manliness and
energy, and to render him the mere drooping and soulless
shadow of that conspicuous hero I had been anxious to
make him ? It might be said indeed, that this was the de-
termination of a boy, formed in an hour, and that, if I
detained him only long enough for deliberation and revisal,
he would of his own accord retract so desperate a project.
But I felt that it was a resolution formed to endure, and
was built upon principles that could not change so long as-
an atom of his mind remained. No; I was rather di :
to say, however grievous was the wound he inflicted on me,
Go, my son! Act upon the dictates of your choice, as I
have acted on mine! I admire your resolution, though I
cannot imitate it. Your purpose is lofty and godlike ; and
he that harbours it, was not born to be a slave. Be free;
and may every power propitious to generosity and virtue
smooth your path through life, and smile upon your desires!.

The anguish I felt for having lost my son, and in this.
painful and reproachful manner, was not diminished to me
either by society or amusement. I dared not go out of my
house. I saw no one but my own attendants. I had not:
the courage to meet the aspect of a human creature. 1
knew not how far persons in Dresden might have heard the:
injurious reports which occasioned the flight of my son, or.
even have been acquainted with the nature of that flight.s
I had promised to see Coligny again; but, alas! the affair
which had at first led me to wish to see him, was now at:
an end. I had no heart to seek him ; nor indeed did I.
know what story I was to tell him, or how I was to remove:
the suspicions he had urged against me. The machine of:
human life, though constituted of a thousand parts, is in-
all its parts regularly and systematically connected ; nor is
it easy to insert an additional member, the spuriousness of.
which an accurate observation will not readily detect. How"
was I to assign a.source of my wealth different from the:
true, which would not be liable to investigation, and, when:
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mvestlgated would not be seen to be counterfeit? This
indeed is the prime source of individual sécurity in human
affairs, that whatever any man does, may be subjected to-
examination, and whatever does not admit of being satis-
factorily accounted for, exposes him whom it concerns to
the most injurious suspicions. This law of our nature, so
salutary in its general operation, was the first source of all
my misfortunes.

I began now seriously to consider what judgment I was
to pass upon the bequests of the stranger. Were they to
be regarded as a benefit or a misfortune ? Ought they to
be classed with the poisoned robe of Nessus, which, being
sent as a token of affection, was found, in the experiment,
to eat into the flesh and burn up the vitals of him that’
wore it? Should I from this instant reject their use, and,
returning to the modes of life established among my fellow
men, content myself with the affection of those with whom'
I had intercourse, though poverty and hardships mingled
with the balm ?

The experiment I had made of these extraordinary gifts
was a short one ; but how contrary were all the results I had-
arrived at, from those I looked for? When the stranger had
appeared six months before at the cottage of the lake, he’
had found me a poor man indeed, but rich in the con--
fidence, and happy in the security and content, of every
member of my family. I lived in the bosom of nature,
surrounded with the luxuriance of its gifts and the sub.’
limity of its features, which the romantic elevation of my
soul particularly fitted me to relish. In my domestic scene
I beheld the golden age renewed, the simplicity of pastoral
life without its grossness, a situation remote from cities and
courts, from traffic and hypocrisy, yet not unadorned with
taste, imagination, and knowledge. Never was a family
more united in sentiments and affection. Now all this
beauteous scene was defaced ! All was silence, suspicion,
and reserve. The one party dared not be ingenuous, and
the other felt that all the paradise of attachment was dwin-
dled to an empty name. No questions were asked ; for no
honest answer was given or expected. Though corporea.lly
we might sit in the same apartment, in mind a gulf, wide,
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impassable, and tremendous, gaped between us. My wife
pined in speechless grief, and, it was to be feared, had sus-
tained & mortal blow. My son, my only son, 2 youth of

such promise that I would not have exchanged him for em- |

pires, had disappeared, and, as he had solemnly protested,
for ever. My heart was childless: my bosom was bereaved
of its dearest hope. It was for him principally that I had
accepted, that I had rejoiced in the gifts of the stranger.
My darling vision was to see him clothed in the hamess,
surrounded with the insignia, of a hero. There was nothing
1 s0 earnestly desired as that his merits, graced with the
favours of fortune, might cause him to stand confessed the
first subject of France ; a situation more enviable than that
of its monarch, since he who holds it is raised by deeds, and
the other only by birth ; and if less respected by interested
courtiers, is certain to be more honoured by the impartial
voice of history. But, if I felt thus desolate and heart-
broken for the loss of my son, what would be the sentiments
of his mother, more susceptible to feel, and, in her present
weakness of spirits, less vigorous to bear, than myself, when
the dreadful tidings should be communicated to her ?

Yet I could not resolve to renounce donations which I
had so dearly appropriated. I held it to be a base and cow-
ardly to surrender gifts so invaluable, upon se insufficient
an experiment. He, I thought, must be a man of ignoble
and grovelling spirit, who could easily be prevailed on to part
with unbounded wealth and immortal life. I had but just
entered the vast field that was opened to me. It was of the
nature of all great undertakings to be attended with diffi-
culties and obstacles in the commencement, to present a
face calculated to discourage the man that is infirm of pur-
pose. But it became my descent, my character and pre-
tensions, to show myself serene in the midst of storms.
Perseverance and constancy are the virtues of a man.
Affairs of this extensive compass often prove in the issue
the reverse of what they seemed in the outset. The tem-
pest might be expected to disperse, difficulties to unravel
themselves, and unlooked-for concurrences to arise. All
opposition and hostile appearance give way before him who
goes calmly onward, and scorns to be dismayed.
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CHAPTER XIX.

 Ir was thus that I spurred myself to persist in the path
upon which I had entered. Having remained some time
at Dresden, flattering myself with the hope that Charles
might yet join me before I quitted that city, I began to
think of once more turning my steps towards the residence
of my family. This was no cheerful thought; but upon
what was I to determine? I had a wife whom I ardently
loved, and three daughters the darlings of my heart. Be-
cause I had lost a beloved son was I to estrange myself
from these? I already felt most painfully the detachment
and widowhood to which I was reduced, and I clung with
imperious affection to what remained of my race. The
meeting I purposed must be 2 melancholy one ; but, in the
sorrows of the heart there is a8 purer and nobler gratifica-
tion than in the most tumultuous pleasures where affection
is silent. I looked forward indeed to scenes of endless
variety and attraction, but in the mean time what seemed
first to demand my attention was the beloved circle I had
left behind in the city of Constance.

I retraced, upon the present occasion, the route I had
lately pursued with my son. How different were now my
sensations! My heart was then indeed painfully impressed
with the variance and dissolution of confidence that had
arisen between me and his mother. It was perhaps prin.
cipally for the sake of banishing this impression that I had
had recourse to the splendour of equipage and attendance
which was first assumed upon the journey from Constance
to Dresden. Nor, frivolous as this expedient may appear
in the unattractive dispassionateness of narrative, had it
been by any means weak of effect at the time it was em-
ployed. When Charles was once mounted on his proud
and impatient steed, and decorated in rich and costly attire,
I felt, as it were, the sluggishness of my imagination roused ;
I surveyed his shape and his countenance with inexpressible
complacence ; and already anticipated the period when he
was to become the favourite of his sovereign and his coun-
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try’s pride. Now I returned with the same retinue ;
the place that had been occupied by my son was empt:
sought him with frantic and restless gaze ; I figured
to my disturbed and furious imagination, till the sensa
and phantoms of my brain became intolerable; I r
and imprecated curses on myself. I endeavoured to d
my thoughts by observing the scenes that passed befort
They talked to me of Charles ; they had been pointec
by each to each, and had been the subject of our m
comment. Though Charles was endowed with a high r
for the beauties of nature, and, in our little retreat on
borders of the lake, had lived in the midst of them, he
seen little of the variety of her features; and the jou
we made through the heart of Germany had furnished
with continual food for admiration and delight. Na
the scenes I beheld merely remind me of the sensa
they produced in Charles ; they led me through a w
field. I recollected long conversations and digressive
cursions which had been started by the impression
made. I recollected many passages and occurrence
which they had not the slightest reference, but wl
having arisen while they constituted the visible scene, -
forcibly revived by its re-appearance. Thus, from va:
causes, my lost and lamented son was not a moment ot
my thoughts during the journey. While I continue
Dresden, I seemed daily to expect his return; bu
sooner did I quit that city than despair took possessio
my heart.

Thus, anxious and distressed, I arrived at Prague,
soon after at Ratisbon. I travelled slowly, because, thc
I was desirous of returning to Constance, I anticipated
arrival there with little complacence. As I drew neare
my family, I felt more distinctly the impossibility of
senting myself before them, without first endeavourin
take off the shock they would sustain at seeing me re
without my son. 1 therefore resolved to send forwa
servant from Ratisbon, whom I directed to make all p
ticable speed, as I designed to wait for an answer he sh:
bring me at the city of Munich. To attempt to writ
Marguerite on this subject was a severe trial to me.



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.’ 208

whole however .that I proposed to myself was, to remove’
the surprise which would be occasioned by seeing me alone,

and. to anticipate questions that it would be impossible for
me. to hear without anguish of mind and perturbation of
countenance. I therefore took care to express myself in

such terms as should lead Marguerite to believe that I had

voluntarily left her son in Saxony, and that in no very long

time he would rejoin his family. I trusted to subsequent

events to unfold the painful catastrophe, and could not pre-

vail on myself to shock her maternal feelings so much as 1

must necessarily do, if I informed her of the whole at once.

Charles had not been mentioned but in ordmary terms and

the accustomed language of affection, in the letters I had

recently received from Constance; and I was therefore con-

vinced that he had neither gone to that place, nor had

conveyed thither any account of his proceedings.

The answer I received from Marguerite by my messenger
was as follows: —

““ Your absence has been long and critical, and the wel-'
fare of your daughters seems to require that we should re-
join each other as speedily as may be. Whether we should
meet here or at any other place you must determine. It.
is, however, right I should inform you that, during your’
absence, rumour has been busy with your reputation. What
the extent or importance of the ill reports circulated of you
may be, I am scarcely competent to judge. We have lived
in uniform privacy, and it is natural to suppose that the
portion of censure that has reached us is but a small part
of what really exists. The mode in which you have pro-
ceeded, and the extraordinary figure you have made in a
progress through Germany, have given weight to these in~-
sinuations. But it is not my intention to comment on
what you have done.

““ You appear to design that T should understand you
have left my son behind you in S8axony. Poor Charles! I
had a letter from him three weeks ago, in which he informs
me of what has happened, and apologises in the most pa-
thetic. terms for any seeming want of regard to me in his-
conduct, at the very moment that his heart bleeds for my’
fate. I did not think it necessary to communicate this cir«
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try’s pride. Now I returned with the same retinue ; but
the place that had been occupied by my son was empty. 1
sought him with frantic and restless gaze ; I figured him
to my disturbed and furious imagination, till the sensations
and phantoms of my brain became intolerable ; I raved
and imprecated curses on myself. I endeavoured to divert
my thoughts by observing the scenes that passed before me.
They talked to me of Charles; they had been pointed out
by each to each, and had been the subject of our mutusl
comment. Though Charles was endowed with a high relish
for the beauties of nature, and, in our little retreat on the
borders of the lake, had lived in the midst of them, he had
seen little of the variety of her features; and the journey
we made through the heart of Germany had furnished him
with continual food for admiration and delight. Nar did
the scenes I beheld merely remind me of the sensations
they produced in Charles ; they led me through a wider
field. I recollected long conversations and digressive ex-
cursions which had been started by the impression they
made. I recollected many passages and occurrences to
which they had not the slightest reference, but which,
having arisen while they constituted the visible scene, were
forcibly revived by its re-appearance. Thus, from various
causes, my lost and lamented son was not a moment out of
my thoughts during the journey. While I continued at
Dresden, 1 seemed daily to expect his return; but mo
sooner did I quit that city than despair took possession of
my heart.

Thus, anxious and distressed, I arrived at Prague, and
soon after at Ratisbon. I travelled slowly, because, though
I was desirous of returning to Constance, I anticipated my
arrival there with little complacence. As I drew nearer to
my family, I felt more distinctly the impossibility of pre-
senting myself before them, without first endeavouring to
take off the shock they would sustain at seeing me return
without my son. I therefore resolved to send forward a
servant from Ratisbon, whom I directed to make all prac-
ticable speed, as I designed to wait for an answer he should
bring me at the city of Munich. To attempt to write to
Marguerite on this subject was a severe trial to me. The
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whole however .that I proposed to myself was, to remove’
the surprise which would be occasioned by seeing me alone,
and to anticipate questions that it would be impossible for
me. to hear without anguish.of mind and perturbation of
countenance. I therefore took care to express myself in
such terms as should lead Marguerite to believe that I had
voluntarily left her son in Saxony, and that in no very long
time he would rejoin his family. I trusted to subsequent
events to unfold the painful catastrophe, and could not pre-
vail on, myself to shock her maternal feelings so much as I
must necessarily do, if I informed her of the whole at once.
Charles had not been mentioned but in ordinary terms and
the accustomed language of affection, in the letters I had
recently received from Constance; and I was therefore con-
vinced that he had neither gone to that place, nor had
conveyed thither any account of his proceedings.

The answer I received from Marguerite by my messenger
was as follows: — :

¢ Your absence has been long and critical, and the wel-
fare of your daughters seems to require that we should re-
join each other as speedily as may be. Whether we should
meet here or at any other place you must determine. It.
is, however, right I should inform you that, during your'
absence, rumour has been busy with your reputation. What
the extent or importance of the ill reports circulated of you
may be, I am scarcely competent to judge. We have lived’
in uniform privacy, and it is natural to suppose that the
portion of censure that has reached us is but a small part
of what really exists. The mode in which you have pro-
ceeded, and the extraordinary figure you have made in a
progress through Germany, have given weight to these in--
sinuations. But it is not my intention to comment on
what you have done.

““ You appear to design that I should understand you
have left my son behind you in S8axony. Poor Charles! I
had a letter from him three weeks ago, in which he informs
me of what has happened, and apologises in the most pa-
thetic. terms for any seeming want of regard to me in his-
conduct, at the very moment that his heart bleeds for my’
fate. I did not think it necessary to communicate this cirs
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cumstance to you. I have done with complaining. Now
that I have fallen into the worst and moat unlooked-for
misfortunes, 1 have a gratification that I do not choose %
pert with, in shutting up my sorrows in my own breast.

¢ Oh, Charles! my son, my idol! What is become of
you? For what calamities are you reserved? He tells me
it is necessary that I should never see or hear of him again.
Never—I —his mother ! — Reginald, there are some wounds
that we may endeavour to forgive ; but they leave a senti-
ment in the heart, the demonstrations of which may pes-
hape be restrained, but which it is not in nature wholly to
subdue. If I did but know where to find or to write to
my poor boy, I would take my girls with me, and partake
his honest and honourable poverty, and never again join
the shadow of him who was my husband. Fargive me,
Reginald! I did not intend to say this. If I should prove
unable to control the impatience of my grief, do net in-
flict the punishment of my offence on your innocent daugh-
ters !

“ As to your fiction of voluntarily leaving him behind
for further improvement, it corresponds with every thing
you have lately attempted to make me believe. I no longer
expect truth from you. For seventeen years I had a hus-
band. Well, well! T ought not perhaps to repine. I have
had my share of the happiness which the present life is
calculated to afford.

“ Reginald ! T have not long to livee. 'When I tell you
this, I am not giving way to melancholy presentiment. 1
will exert myself for the benefit of my girls. They will
have a grievous loss in me ; and for their sake I will live
aslong as I can. But I feel that you have struck me o
the heart. My nights are sleepless; my flesh is wasted ;
my appetite is entirely gone. You will presently be able
to judge whether I am deceiving myself. The prospect
for these poor creatures, who are at present all my care, is
a dismal one. I know not for what they are reserved ; but
I can hope for nothing good. When I am dead, remember,
and be a father to them. I ask nothing for myself ; I have
no longer any concern with life ; but, if my dying request
can have weight with you, make up to them the duty you

’
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Liave broken to me. By all our past loves, by the cordiality
and confidence in which we have so long lived, by the
gingleness and sincerity of our affection, by the pure de-
lights, so seldom experienced in married life, that have
attended our union, I conjure you listen to me and obey
me in this.”

If 1 were deeply distressed for the loss of my son, if I
Jooked forward with a mingled sensation of eagerness and
alarm to the approaching interview with my family, it may
easily be imagined that this letter formed a heavy addition
to my mental anguish. I confess I thought it a cruel one.
Marguerite might well suppose, that the departure of Charles
was a circumstance I must strongly feel ; and she should
not have thus aggravated the recent wounds of paternal
grief. Some allowance, however, was to be made for e
mother. When we are ourselves racked with intolerable
pain, that certainly is not the time at which we can ratio-
nally be expected to exert the nicest and most vigilant con-
sideration for another. Add to which, she was innocent
of the calamities she suffered, and could not but know that
I was their sole author. But, whatever may be decided as
to the propriety of the letter, its effect upon my mind was
eminently salutary. I instantly determined on the conduct
it became me to pursue.

I lost not a moment. From Dresden to Munich I had
advanced with slow and unwilling steps; from Munich to
Constance I proceeded as rapidly as the modes of travelling
and the nature of the roads would permit. I left my re-
tinue at the gates of the town, and flew instantly to the
apartments of my family. I hastened up stairs, and, as I
entered the sitting-room, I saw the first and most exemplary
of matrons surrounded by her blooming daughters. I in-
stantly perceived a great alteration in her appearance. Her
look was dejected ; her form emaciated ; her countenance
sickly and pale. She lifted up her eyes as I entered, but
immediately dropped them again, without any discernible
expression, either of congratulation or resentment. I em-
braced my children with undescribable emotion; I said
within myself, the love and affection I had reserved for
Charles shall be divided among you, and added to the share
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you each possess of my heart! Having saluted them in
turn, I addressed myself to Marguerite, telling her that I
must have some conversation with her instantly. My man- |
ner was earnest : she led the way into another apartment.

I felt my heart overflowing at my tongue.

*“ 1 am come to you,” cried I, ‘ a repenting prodigal
Take me and mould me at your pleasure !”

She looked up. She was struck with the honest fervonr
of my expression. She answered in almost forgotten terms,
and with 2 peculiar fulness of meaning, “ My husband !"
— It seemed as if the best years and the best emotipns of
our life were suddenly renewed.

¢ Most adorable of women!” I continued: ¢ do you
think I can bear that you should die, and I your murderer?
No man in any age or climate of the world ever owed o
much to a human creature as I owe to you ; no woman was
ever 80 ardently loved ! no woman ever so much deserved
to be loved! If you were to die, I should never kmow
peace again. If you were to die the victim of any miscal-
culation of mine, I should be the blackest of criminals!”

“ Reginald!” replied she, “ I am afraid I have been
wrong. 1 am afraid I have written harshly to you. You
have a feeling heart, and I have been too severe. Forgive
me ! it was the effect of love. Affection cannot view with
a tranquil eye the faults of the object beloved.”

“ Let them be forgotten! Let the last six months be
blotted from our memory, be as though they had never
existed !”

She looked at me. Her look seemed to say, though she
would not give the sentiment words, that can never be ; the
loss of Charles, and certain other calamities of that period,
are irretrievable !

¢ T resign myself into your hands! I have been guilty;
I have had secrets ; meditations engendered and shut up in
my own bosom ; but it shall be so no more! The tide of
affection kept back from its natural channel, now flows with
double impetuousness. Never did I love you, not when
you first came a virgin to my arms, not on the banks of
the Garonne, not in the cottage of the lake, so fervently,
80 entirely, as I love you now! Be my director ; do with
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me as you please! I have never been either wise or vir-
tuous but when I have been implicitly guided by you!

¢ I have wealth; I am forbidden by the most solemn ob-
ligations to discover the source of that wealth. This only
I may not communicate ; in all things else govern me des-
potically !  Shall I resign it all? Shall I return to the
cottage of the lake? Shall I go, a houseless and helpless
wanderer, to the farthest quarter of the globe? Speak the
word only, and it shall be done! I prefer your affection,
your cordial regard, in the most obscure and meanest re-
treat, to all that wealth can purchase or kings can give!”

“ Reginald, I thank you! I acknowledge in your pre-
sent language and earnestness the object of my first and
only love. This return to your true character gives me all
the pleasure I am now capable of receiving. But it is too
late. My son is lost ; that cannot be retrieved. Your re-
putation is blasted ; I am sorry you are returned hither ;
Constance is in arms against you, and I will not answer for
the consequence. For myself; I grieve to tell you so; I
am ashamed of my weakness ; but — my heart is broken !
I loved you so entirely, that I was not able to bear any
suspension of our confidence. I had passed with you through
all other misfortunes, and the firmness of my temper was
not shaken. For this one misfortune, that seemed the en-
tire dissolution of our attachment, I was not prepared. I
feel, every morning as I rise, the warnings of my decease.
My nights are sleepless ; my appetite is gone from me.”

“ Oh, Marguerite, talk not thus; distract me not with
the most fatal of images! Our confidence shall return;
all the causes of your malady shall be removed ! With the
causes, the symptoms, depend on it, will disappear. Your
youth, your tranquillity, your happiness, shall be renewed!
Oh, no, you shall not die! We will yet live to love and

"’

¢ Flatter not yourself with vain hopes, my love! I feel
something wrong within me, which is rapidly wearing my
body to decay. Reconcile your mind to what very soon
must happen ! Prepare yourself for being the only parent
to your remaining offspring ! I have composed my spirit,
and calmly wait my fate. You have now administered to
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me the only consolation I aspired to, by this return to your
true character, which affords me a sanguine hope that you
will faithfully discharge the duty to your offspring, which,
when I am gone, will be doubly urgent on you.”

I was grieved to see that the mind of Marguerite was so
deeply impressed with the notion that she had but a short
time to live. I could not bear to imagine for a moment
that her prognostic was just. The thought seemed capable
of driving me to distraction. I however conceived that
the best thing that could be done for the present, was to
turn the conversation to some other topic.

“ Well, well, my love!” I answered. “° There are some
things that are immediately pressing. Direct me, direct s
husband so amply convinced of your discretion, what I am
to do at present! Shall I instantly annihilate all that has
made this unfortunate breach between us; shall I resign
my wealth, from whatever source derived? Whither shall
we go? Shall we return to the cottage of the lake? Shall
we retreat into some distant part of the world ?”

“ How can you expect me,” said Marguerite, faintly
smiling, ““ to advise you respecting the disposal of a wealth,
of the amount of which I am uninformed, and the source
of which is invisible? But I guess your secret. The
stranger who died your guest was in possession of the phi-
losopher’s stone, and he has bequeathed to you his disco-
very. 1 have heard of this art, though I confess I was not
much inclined to credit it. I do not ask you to confirm my
conjecture: I do not wish that you should violate my en-
gagements into which you have entered. But, upon put-
ting circumstances together, which I have been inevitably
compelled to do, I apprehend it can be nothing else. I am
astonished that a conjecture so obvious should have offered
itself to my mind so late.

¢ If your wealth is of any other nature, ample as it ap-
parently is, it is a natural question to ask, to whom is it to
be resigned? The ordinary wealth of the world is some-
thing real and substantial, and can neither be created nor
dissipated with a breath. But if your wealth be of the
kind I have named, let me ask, is it possible to resign it?
A secret is a thing with which we may choose whether we
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, will become acquainted ; but, once known, we cannot be.
; come unacquainted with it at pleasnre. Your wealth, upon
my supposition, will always be at your beck; and it ie
perhaps beyond the strength of human nature to refuse,
under some circumstances, at least in some emergencies, to
use the wealth which is within our reach.

- ¢ It has been our mutual misfortune that such an engine
has been put into your hands. It has been your fault to
make an indiscreet use of it. Gladly would I return to the
tranquil and unsuspected poverty of the cottage of the lake.
But that.is impossible. You have lost your son ; you have
lost your honest fame ; the life of your Marguerite is un-
dermined and penshmg If it weré possible for us.to
return to our former situation and our former peace, still,
my Reginald ! forgive me if I say, I doubt the infiexible-
ness of your resolution. The gift of unbounded wealth, if
you possess it, and, with wealth, apparently at least, dis.
tinction and greatness, is too powerful a temptation. * Nor,
though I should trust your resistance, could I be pleased in
a husband with the possession of these extraordinary powers.
It sets too great a distance between the parties. It destroys
that communion of spirit which is the soul of the marriage.
tie. A consort should be a human being and an equal. But
to this equality and simple humanity it is no lenger in your
power to return.

¢ Circumstanced then as we now are, the marriage union,
you must allow me to say, irreparably dissolved, your son
lost, your fair fame destroyed, your orphan daughters to be
provided for, I know not if 1 should advise you to forget
the prerogative that has been bought for you at so dreadful
a price. Beside, if I am not mistaken, there are great trials
in reserve for you. I am afraid your present situation is
extremely critical. I am afraid the suspicions you have
excited will cost you dear. At all events I believe it to
be but a necessary precaution that we should fly from
Constance. 1 have nothing therefore to recommend to
you on the subject of wealth, but discretion. I shall not
long live to be your adviser. I shall always regard the
donation you have received, you cannot wonder that I
should so regard it, as one of the most fearful calamities to
P .

V4
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which a human being can be exposed. If you had usd),

your prerogative with discretion, you might perhap,

though I confess I do not see how, have escaped the obloqwy |,

of the world. Into your domestic scene, where the interest

is more lively, and the watch upon you more unremitted, it

must have introduced alienation and distrust. As it is,
I see you surrounded with dangers of a thousand denomi-
nations. DPolice has its eyes upon you; superstition wil

regard you as the familiar of demons ; avarice will turn |

upon you a regard of jealousy and insatiable appetite. If I
could recover from the weakness that at present hesets me,

and continue to live, I foresee more and severer trials, beth

at home and abroad, than any I have yet sustained ; and |
am almost thankful to that Providence which has decreed
to take me away from the evil to come.

¢¢ One thing further let me add. I will speak it, not in
the character of a censor, but a friend. It must ever be
right and useful, that a man should be undeceived in any
erroneous estimate he may make of himself. I have loved
you much ; I found in you many good qualities ; my ims-
gination decorated you in the virtues that you had not; but
you have removed the veil. An adept and an alchemist is
a low character. 'When I married you, I supposed myself
united to a nobleman, a knight, and a soldier, a man whe
would have revolted with disdain from every thing that ws
poor-spirited and base. T lived with you long and happily.
I saw faults ; I saw imbecilities. I did not see them with
indifference ; but I endeavoured, and with a degree of suc-
cess, to forget and to forgive them ; they did not contami-
nate and corrupt the vitals of honour. At length you have
completely reversed the scene. For a soldier you present
me with a projector and a chemist, a cold-blooded mortal,
raking in the ashes of a crucible for a selfish and solitary
advantage. Here is an end of all genuine dignity, and the
truest generosity of soul. You cannot be ingenuous; for
all your dealings are secrecy and darkness. You cannet
have a friend ; for the mortal lives not that can sympathise
with your thoughts and emotions. A generous spirit,
Reginald, delights to live upon equal terms with his asso-
ciates and fellows. He would disdain, when offered to him,
excessive and clandestine advantages. Equality is the soul
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of real and cordial society. A man of rank indeed does
not live upon equal terms with the whole of his species ;
but his heart also can exult, for he has his equals. How
unhappy the wretch, the monster rather let me say, who
is without an equal; who looks through the world, and
in the world cannot find a brother; who is endowed
with attributes which no living being participates with
him ; and who is therefore cut off for ever from all cor-
diglity and confidence, can never unbend himself, but
lives the solitary, joyless tenant of a prison, the materials of
which are emeralds and rubjes ! How unhappy this wretch!
How weak and ignoble the man that voluntarily aceepta
these laws of existence !”

In the advice of Marguerite I saw that sound wisdom
and discernment, by which in all the periods of our connec-
sion she had been so eminently characterised. With her
views of the future I was not disposed to accord. I regarded
them as obscured and discoloured by the unfortunate state
of her health. I could not indeed refuse to believe that
the prerogative I had received had been the parent of much
domestic unhappiness. Willingly would 1 have resigned
all that I had derived from the stranger, to be replaced in
the situation in which his pernicious legacies had found me.
He had robbed me of my son; he had destroyed my do-
mestic peace; he had undermined the tranquillity and
health of the partner of my life. These calamities pressed
with a heavy and intolerable weight at my heart. But, if,
as Marguerite affirmed, they were irretrievable, or if they
could once be removed, and the domestic advantages I had
heretofore enjoyed be restored, I was not disposed to fear
-those external mischiefs which Marguerite so feelingly pre-
dicted. I could not believe that I should have such a
league of foreign enemies to encounter, nor could I easily
image to myself any external evils which it was net in the
power of gold to remedy. These considerations I urged to
-my beloved partner, and by enforcing them endeavoured to
remove those gloomy apprehensions, from the prevalence of
which I feared much injury to her health. There was
another circumstance I was led particularly to insist on ;_I
mean the nature of the secret intrusted to me.

P2
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“ I admire your discernment and ingenuity, Marguerite,” |
said I, “in your conjecture respecting the source of my
wealth. I admire your delicacy in not pressing me to de.
cide upon the truth of your conjecture. This only I must
be permitted to say on that subject. It is a secret ; and you |
will perceive that the same reasons, whatever they are,
which make that secret obligatory on me, require that it
should be respected by you. The same evils that my own
indiscretion may draw on me, I shall be equally exposed to ;
by any error or miscalculation of yours. I have therefore
most earnestly and solemnly to conjure you, whatever mis-
fortunes may hereafter befall me, in whatever perilous sito-
ation I may be involved, that you will never utter a syllable |
on this subject ; and that, as I am the selected depository of
this secret, and alone know with certainty what is its natare,
you will trust our prosperity in this point to me.” = Mar- |
guerite engaged to conduct herself as I desired.

The night which succeeded this explanation, was parti-
cularly soothing and grateful to me. I was relieved from
a great and oppressive burthen. I was conscious of that
particular species of pleasure which arises from the resolute
discharge of an heroic duty. The peace I felt within shed
its gay and reviving beams upon all around me. Re-
conciled to myself, I was filled with sangunine and agreesble
visions of the future. My mind obstinately rejected all
dark and hateful presages. I had intrusted myself and the ¢
direction of my conduct, as far as it was poseible, to that
better pilot, under whose guidance, if I had not avoided the
rocks and quicksands of life, I had at least escaped with
little comparative injury. I felt therefore as if my domestic !
enjoyments were restored, and the pleasures of my better
years were about to run over again their auspicious career.
Not so Marguerite. She was mild, gentle, and soothing.
Displeasure and resentment towards me were banished from
her mind. She endeavoured to conquer her melancholy,
and to forget the wounds that had been so fatal to her
hopes. But her endeavours were fruitless. A fixed dejec-
tion clung to her heart: nor could the generous sweetness
that pervaded her manners hide from me entirely what was
passing in her bosom.

During this interval we had talked over the plan of our
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future operations. Marguerite was exceedingly urgent with
me to quit Constance ; nor did I, though not impressed
with her presentiments, feel any reluctance to that change
of scene, which, I believed, would materially contribute to:
the serenity of her mind and the restoration of her health.
We determined on some of the cities of Italy as the next
place of our residence, and, fixed, if possible, to set out:
some time in the next day or the day after. The plan of
proceeding to France, which had lately been a favourite
with me, was a favourite no longer. That had been the.
profect of cheerful and wanton prosperity. Ithad had for its
object the re_establishment of my family honours, and the
elevation of my son. Now my son was lost, my wife was
oppressed with languor and disease, my house was over.
whelmed with sorrow. This was no time for wantonness
and triumph. IfI could ever hope to resume the plans
my frolic fancy had sketched, an interval at least of soberer
hue must first be suffered to elapse.

My mind at this time sustained a revolution sufficiently
remarkable, but of which the urgency of events that imme.
diately succeeded prevented me from ever ascertaining
whether it would have proved temporary or permanent.
When 1 first received the donation of the stranger, my
thoughts, as I have already said, were in a state of enthu. -
siastic transport ; and, amidst the golden visions in which
my fancy revelled, I became in a considerable degreq alien= '
ated from domestic sentiments and pleasures. If I still
loved my wife and children, it was the love of habit rather.
than sympathy ; more an anxiety for their prosperous suc-
cess in the world, than an earnest craving for their presenee
and intercourse. This state of intoxication and rapture had
now subsided. The events of the few last weeks had so-
bered my thoughts. Having lost my son, and being threat-
ened with the loss of his mother, I was roused to a sense
of their value. The influx of wealth and supernatural gifte
had grown familiar to my mind, and now only occupied
the back-ground of the picture. I was once more a man,
and I hoped to partake of the privileges and advantages of
aman. The fate reserved for these hopes will speedily be
seen.

r8
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Some readers will perhaps ask me why, anxious as T wx \
for the life of Marguerite, and visible as was the decline of
her health, I did not administer to her of the elixir of im-
mortality which was one of my peculiar endowments. Such
readers I have only to remind, that the pivot upon which ;
the history I am composing turns, is a mystery. If they
will not accept of my communication upon my own terms,
they must lay aside my book. I am engaged in relating
the incidents of my life; I have no intention to farnish the }
remotest hint respecting the science of which I am the
depository. That science affords abundant reasons why the
elixir in question might not, or rather could not, be im-
bibed by any other than an |dept.

CHAPTER XX.

Tre morning after my return to my family, as I sat sur-
rounded with my girls, and endeavouring to make myself
their playmate and companion, certain officers of justice
belonging to the supreme tribunal of the city entered my
apartment. They were sent, as they informed me, to con-
duct me to prison. My blood at this intelligence mounted
into my face.

“ To prison ?” cried I — * wherefore ? — what have I
done ? —1I am no citizen of your state. What is the charge
against me? Lead me not to prison: lead me to your
chief magistrate !”

“ You will be called up for examination, when his ho-
nour is at leisure to hear you : in the mean time you must
go to prison.”

““ Do those who sent you know that I am a native and
a gentleman of France ? They will be made to repent this
insolence. Upon what pretence do they dare to act thus ?”

‘ You will please not to talk of msolenee to us. Ifym
do not demean yourself quietly

“ Silence, fellow ! ” answered I fiercely.  Lead the
w.y !l’
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"+- By this time the children, astonished at a scene 50 alarm-
mg and unintelligible to them, began to express their terror
in.various ways. Julia, who was ready to faint, occupied
the attention of her mother. The little Marguerite clung
round my knees, and expressed her emotions by shrieks and
cries. To see her father about to be torn from her by four
strangers, the peculiarity of whose garb of office aggravated
the rudeness of their countenances and the peremptoriness
of their behaviour, was a spectacle which the affectionate-
ness of her nature was unable to endure. -

“ 1 will go with you presently,” said I to the officers.
¢ See, how you have terrified the children ! ”

¢ Nay, sir, if you will behave civilly, and make it worth
our while, we do not desire to hurry you.”

1 was stung with the brutal assurance with which they
thus set the liberty of a few moments at a price to me. But
I checked my impatience. I felt that it would be both
foolish and degrading to enter into contention with such
wretches. I turned from them proudly, and took my child
in my arms.

¢ I will not be long gone, my love!” said I.  These
people have made a mistake, and I shall soon be able to
rectify it.” '

¢ I fancy not,” muttered one of them surlily.

¢ They shall not take you away, papa ; that they shall
not! I will hold you, and will not let you go!” .

““ You are a good girl, Marguerite! But I know best
what is proper, and you must not think to control me.
The men will not do me any harm, child ; they dare not.
Perhaps I shall be back to dinner, and mamma will then
tell me how good you have been.”

As I spoke, she looked steadfastly in my face; and then,
flinging her arms round my neck, cried, ¢ Good-by, papa!”
and burst into a flood of tears.

I embraced the other children and their mother ; and,
saying to the latter significantly,  Fear nothing; you
know I have nothing to fear !’ — departed with my con-
ductors,

. The way to the citadel lay through the market-place.
The scene was already crowded ; and I had the mortifica-
P4
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tion to be led along as a criminal, in the midst of a thes \
sand gazing eyes and enquiring tongues. New as eveny (
thing connected with my present situation was to me, 1 had
not anticipated this vexation. I was stung with shame and k
impatience. ¢ To my dungeon!” said I to my conducton
sternly. ¢ If you had shown yourself better humoured,”
cried the most brutal of them, ¢ we would have led you
round by the back way.”

The master of the prison was somewhat less a savage |
than his officers. He knew my person, and had hesrd of
my wealth. ¢ Does monsieur choose the best apartment?”
said he. “ Any where that I can be alone!” answered )
I hastily. He hesitated 2 moment. I looked in his face:
“ Oh, yes, you will be paid!” He bowed, and showed
e to a room.

I shut the door as he retired. What had happened to \
me was of little importance in itself. The impertinence of
bailiffs and thief-takers is of no more real moment than the
stinging of a gnat. But I was so utterly unacquainted with
scenes of this nature! The pride of rank that swelled
within me made every appearance of restraint galling to
my sense. From the instant I was able to write, man, no
one, except in the voluntary compact of military service,
had ever said to me, Go there! or, Do this! And now,
was I to be directed by the very refuse of the species? Was
I to learn the prudence of not replying to their insults? ,
Was 1 to purchase, at a stipulated price, their patience and
forbearance ? — I request the reader to pardon me for trou-
bling him with my noviciate feelings: I soon learned to
understand the world —the world of a prison-—better !

But, what was of more importance, I was apprehended
88 & criminal: I had been dragged a prisoner of justice
through the streets of Constance ; I was, by and by, to be
subjected to the interrogatories of the municipal tribumsl.
I could scarcely credit my senses, that such an indignity
had happened to the blood of St. Leon. It is true, I was
innocent. I was conscious, whatever might be my impra-
dences and offences towards my own family, that I had
done nothing to merit the animadversion of public justice.
But this was of no consequence. Nothing, in my opinion,
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~eould wipe away the disgrace of being interrogated, exa-
mined ! of having for an instant imputed to me the possi-
bility of being a criminal ! I writhed under this dishonour,
and felt it as a severer attack than the question, which was
oesmparatively of ceremony and etiquette, that had oppressed
me in my residence at Dresden.

The next day, when I was brought up for examination,
I had expected to be the complainant, 'in demanding re-
dress for the injury I had sustained. But I was mis-

" 1 entered the room haughtily, and with the air of a man
that felt himself aggrieved. Of this however the magistrate
took no notice. “ Do you know, sir,” said I, “ that I am
a citizen and a gentleman of France? Are you acquainted
with the treatment I have experienced? Have you lent
your authority to that treatment ?”

' Wait a few minutes,” replied he with an imperious
tone, ““ and I shall be at leisure to attend to you.”

I was silent. After the interval of nearly a quarter of
an hour, he resumed —

“ You call yourself the count de 8t. Leon !”

1 do.”

“ Perhaps, sir, you are uninformed of the purity with
which justice is administered in the city within whose juris-
diction you now stand. Our state is a small one, and its
magistrates are therefore enabled to discharge the office of
a parent, not only to its proper citizens, but to all strangers ’
that place themselves under its protection.”

¢ 1 remember, sir, that seven years ago, I and my wife
and four children, sick and unfriended, were upon the
point of perishing with hunger within the walls of this
city !”—The fact 1 mentioned was wholly foreign to the
point with which I was at present concerned; but the
parading arrogance of the man brought it forcibly to my
memory, and wrung it from my lips.

“ Monsieur le comte,” replied he, * you are petulant.
It is not the office of a state to feed the souls it contains;
it could not do that without making them slaves. Its
proper concern is to maintain them in that security and
freedom of action, which may best enable them to support
themselves.”
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I suppressed the emotions which the tone of this speech
excited. I was unwilling to enter into contention with a man
whom I regarded as inexpressibly my inferior.

« Is it,” cried I sternly, “ a part of the justice you boast
of, to drag a man of rank and a stranger from his home,
without any intimation of the cause of his being s0 treated,
and then, instead of investigating immediately the charge
against him, to send him to prison unheard ? I disdain to
mention the bebaviour of your officers: those things natu-
rally grow out of the abuses practised by their superiors.”

““ The mode of our proceeding,” replied he, * depends
upon the seriousness of the crime imputed. If a man of
distinction labours under a slight accusation only, we then
treat him with all proper forbearance and respect. But,
when he is suspected of a crime of more than ordinary
magnitude, that alters the case. The man who has ceased
to respect himself, must look for no respect from others.”

I was for a moment thunderstruck and speechless. At
length fiercely I cried, “ Produce my accusers !”

 That is not the mode of proceeding in Constance. 1
have certain questions to propound to you. When you have
answered them, we shall see what is to be done next.”

“ Carry me before the prince-bishop of your city! IfI
am to be examined further, let it be by your sovereign !”

¢ The prince-bishop, moved by the state of our affairs in
matters of religion, has been prevailed on to delegate his
juridical authority. I am the person to whom the cogni-
sance of your business belongs; and at certain times, aided
by my assessors, have the power of life and death within
this city. You have had every indulgence to which you
are entitled, and it will be your wisdom to be no further
refractory.”

¢ Propose your questions !”

¢ A person, apparently greatly advanced in years, arrived
in the autumn of last year at a miserable farm you at that
time cultivated, called the Cottage of the Lake. It is to
him that my questions will principally relate.”

I stood aghast. The words of the magistrate were most
unwelcome sounds. I remembered that the stranger had
said to me, * When I am once buried, speak of me, and,

|
|
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if possible, think of me no more.” I replied with eager.’
ness and alarm —

“ Of that person I have nothing to say. Spare your
questions: I have no answer to return you !”

“ What was his name ?”

¢ I know not.”

“ His country ?”
. ¢ T cannot inform you.”

¢ 1t is understood that he died, or in some manner dis-
appeared, while under your' protection. Yet in the regis-
ters of the church there is no notice of that event. If he
died, no application was made for the rites of religion to
him dying, or to his body when his spirit had deserted it.
You are required to answer, what became of him or his
remains ?

¢ T have already told you, that from me you will obtain
no information.”

 One question more, sir. Seven years ago, you tell me,
you and your family were perishing with hunger. Soon
after, you removed from obscure lodgings in this city to
the cottage of the lake, and seemed to be laudably employed
in earning for yourself a' scanty livelihood with the labour
of your hands.- But within the last six months the scene
is wholly changed. You appear to have suddenly grown
rich, and here, and in other parts of Germany, have ac-
tually disbursed considerable sums. Whence comes this
change?”

The train of questions thus proposed to me, impelled me
to a serious reply. :
- ¢ Monsieur le juge,” said I, T am a stranger, a native
of France, and a man of rank in my own country. I have
paid your state the compliment of choosing it for my resi-
dence. I have expended my industry, I expend my wealth
among you. I have comported myself as a peaceable inha-
bitant. No action of my life has brought scandal upon
your state, or disturbed the peace and tranquillity of your
affairs. I cannot collect from any thing you have said,
that I have any accuser, or that any charge has been al-
leged against me. Till that happens, I cannot fall under
your animadversion. I am a man of generous birth and
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honourable sentiments. To myself and my own conacience

only am I accountable for my expenditure and my income. ;

I disdain to answer to any tribunal on earth an enquiry of
this sort. And now, sir, in conclusion, what I demand of
you is, first, my liberty ; and secondly, an ample reparation
for the interruption I have sustained, and the insults %
which I have causelessly been exposed.”

“ You are mistaken, sir,” said the magistrate. < What
you mention may be the rule of administering justice in
some states. They may decide, if they think proper, that

some open act, apparently of a criminal description, must :

be alleged against a man, before he can become an object of
animadversion to the state. But in Constance, as I have

already told you, the government assumes to act the part of

a parent to its subjects. I sit here, not merely to investi-
gate and examine definite acts, but as a censor morum ; and
I should violate the oath of my office, if I did not lend &
vigilant attention to the behaviour and conduct of every one
within my jurisdiction. The city of Constance requires
that nothing immoral, licentious, or of suspicious character,
shall be transacted within its walls, Your proceedings
have escaped notice too long ; much longer than they would
have done but for your late absence. In cases where what
is committed is merely immoral or licentious, we content
ourselves with sending the offender out of our walls. But
your case is of a complicated nature. It has scandalised
all the inhabitants of our virtuous and religious city. Un-
less you answer my enquiries, and give a clear and satisfac-
tory account of your wealth, I am bound to believe that
there is something in the business that will not bear the
light. The coincidence of times obliges me to connect the
disappearance of your guest, and the sudden growth of your
fortune. This connection gives rise to the most alarming
suspicions. I have therefore to inform you that, unless
you honourably clear up these suspicions by the most ample
communication, my duty directs me to remand you to
prison, and to assure you that you will not be liherated
thence till you have satisfied the whole of my interrogs-
tories.”

“ Think deliberately,” answered I, *of your decision

—_—r -—
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before you form it. Your prisons I despise; but I will
not suffer my reputation and my honour to be trifled with.
I came before you willingly, though I could easily have
avoided doing 80; because I was eager to clear my fame.
I expected accusers, and I knew I could confound accusa.
tion. But what is this that you call justice? You put
together circumstances in your own mind: you form con-
jectures; and then, without information, aceuser, or oath,
without the semblance of guilt, you condemn me to prison,
and expect to extort from me confession. In defect of
articles of charge I disdain to answer: the only return a
man of honour should make to loose conjectures and ran-
dom calumnies is silence. I am descended from a race of
heroes, knights of the cross, and champions of France ; and
their blood has not degenerated in my veins. I feel myself
animated by the soul of honour, and incapable of crime.
I know my innocence, and I rest upon it with confidence.
Your vulgar citizens, habitnated to none but the groveling
notions of traffic and barter, are not the peers of St. Leon,
nor able to comprehend the views and sentiments by which
he is guided.” .

“ You are mighty well-spoken, monsieur St. Leon,” re-
plied the magistrate, ““and your words are big and sounding;
but we know that the devil can assume the form of an angel,
and that the most infamous and profligate character can
pronounce with emphasis sentiments of the purest virtue.
You are pleased to decide that the presumptions against you
are nothing but calumnies. Is it nothing that, having re-
-ceived a stranger and retained him with you for months,
you endeavoured to conceal this fact, and never suffered
him to be seen by a human creature? Is his final disap-
pearance nothing ? Is it nothing that, supposing him to be
dead, as he probably is, you denied to his remains the rites
of funeral, and refuse to tell what is become of the body ?
Is it nothing that, upon the death of this stranger, yom,
who were before in a state almost of penury, suddenly ap-
pear to be possessed of unbounded riches? Where is the
will of this stranger ? In what archives have you deposited
the declaration of his wealth? Let me tell you, sir, that
these presumptions, which you call nothing, form a body of
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circumstantial evidence that, in many countries, would hare

led you to the scaffold as a murderer. But the laws of |
Constance, which you audaciously revile, are the mildestin |
the universe. Here we never put & man to death but on
his own confession. We simply condemn him to perpetua \
imprisonment, or until he makes a declaration of his guilt.

You refuse to declare the name or country of the man '
whom you are suspected of murdering, and then have the :
assurance to boast that no private accuser rises against you. >
No, sir, we know there can be no private accuser, where the

connections of the party can be successfully concealed. But '
shall this concealment, which is an aggravation of the mur-
der, prove its security? In conclusion, you boast of your
blood and heroic sentiments, and rail at our citizens as
shopkeepers and merchants. Let me tell you, sir, shop-

keepers and merchants though we are, we should scorn to

conduct ourselves in the obscure and suspicious manner |
that you have done. And, now I have taken the trouble t

o—

to refute your flimsy pretences, which it was wholly unne.
cessary for me to do, I have done with you. You know
your destination, unless you are prepared immediately to give
a satisfactory account of yourself and your proceedings.”

Finding it impossible to make on this man the impres-
sion I desired, I declined entering into further parley; and, !
telling him that I should convey a representation of my '
case to my native sovereign, and did not doubt soon to
make him feel the rashness of his proceeding, I withdrew,
in the custody of the officers who had conducted me to the
scene of audience. I was, I confess, struck with the coin-
cidence of circumstances, which the magistrate had placed
in a light equally unexpected and forcible, and which 1
now saw calculated to subject me to the most injurious
suspicions. 1 was not disposed in the smallest degree to
yield to the attack, but I felt a desire to act deliberately
and with caution. The whole of what I had heard was
utterly unforeseen, and it was with peculiar anguish thas I
became aware of this new consequence of the stranger’s per-
nicious donation. This was a consequence that no resigna-
tion, no abjuration of his bequests could cure; and that
must be stood up to with manly courage, if any hope were
entertained of averting it.
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CHAPTER XXI.

Tae appearance of wealth that accompanied me had by
this time made its impression upon my keepers ;* and one
of .them now informed me, that monsieur Monluc, an agent
of the court of France, who was making a tour of several
of the German states by order of his sovereign, had arrived
the night before at the city of Constance. There was no
representative of my country regularly resident here, and
I immediately felt the presence of Monluc to be the most
fortunate event that could have occurred for effecting my
honourable deliverance. Selfishness and avarice, it may be
thought, would rather have impelled the persons who had
me in custody to conceal from me a circumstance calcu-
lated to deprive them of an advantageous prey. But in
those groveling souls from whom riches never fail to extort
homage, however strange it may seem, the homage often
appears disinterested. They pay it by a sort of irresistible
instinct ; and, admiring what they covet, at an awful dis-
tance, with difficulty assume the courage to pollute their
-worship with ideas of calculation and gain.

- T immediately addressed a memorial to this gallant sol-
dier, with whose person indeed I was unacquainted, but
the fame of whose spirit and enterprise had not failed to
have reached me. I represented to him that I was a
Frenchman of family and distinction ; that I had been
seized upon and was retained in prison by the magistrates
here, without accuser or the hope of a trial ; that I had not
been guilty of the shadow of a crime; and that I knew the
.benignity and courage of my sovereign would never permit
a subject of France to languish under calumny and oppres-
sion in a foreign country. I added, that he would do an
-acceptable service to king Francis, to whom I had the ho-
nour to be known, by interfering in my favour; and there.
fore. entreated him to obtain for me immediate justice and
deliverance. Monluc returned me an answer by the bearer
of . my memorial, assuring me that he would lose no time
in enquiring into the merits of my case, and that I might



224 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

depend upon receiving every assistance from him thata
man of honour could desire.

The warmth and frankness of this answer filled me with
hope, for there was no deliverance from my present situ-
ation that I could contemplate with satisfaction, but such
a one as should be accompanied with reparation and éclat
Three days however elapsed before I heard again from the
French envoy. On the morning of the fourth he announced
his intention of visiting me ; and, about an hour after,
arrived at the prison. His appearance was striking. He
was tall, slender, and well made, with a freedom of car-
riage, not derived from the polish of courts, but which ap-
peared to flow from the manliness and active energies of
his mind. His hair and complexion were dark ; the former,
though he was still young, rather scantily shaded a high
and ample forehead. His features were expressive of the
sanguine and adust temper of his mind ; and, though his
eye was animated, his countenance, as he entered, struck
me as particularly solemn.

“ You are the count de 8t. Leon?” said he.

“1 am.”

““ You sent me a memorial a few days ago complaining
of the tribunal of this city : I am afraid, sir, I can do no-
thing for you.”

My countenance fell as he spoke ; I gasped for breath.
I had conceived a most favourable anticipation as he en-
tered, and my disappointment was particularly eruel. I
had said in my heart, This is the very man to rescue my
injured fame. ]

“1 see, sir, you are disappointed,” resumed he. I
have not given up the affair: if I had, this visit, which I
design as a mark of attention, would be an insult, The
moment I received your memorial, I paid the utmost re-
gard to it. If the affair had been as you represented it, I
know I could not do any thing more acceptable to my so.
vereign than interfere in your behalf. I have spent the
whole interval in investigating the case. I have seen the
magistrate who committed you; I have visited the spot
where your crime is alleged to have been perpetrated ; I
have had an interview with your wife.”
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¢ 'Well, sir,” cried I, alarmed and impatient — * well,
sir, and the result ?

¢ Appearances are uncommonly strong against you: they
can scarcely be stronger. But you have a right to be heard ;
it is for the sake of discharging that last act of justice that
you see me this morning.”

“ Great God !”” exclaimed I, overwhelmed with chagrin,
“¢ ig it possible that my countryman, the man to whom I
was proud and happy to appeal, the gallant Monlue, should
believe me a murderer? I swear by every thing that is
sacred, by the blood of him that died for me on the cross,
and by my eternal salvation, that I am as innocent as the
child unborn !”.

¢ ] am glad to hear you express yourself with this em-
phasis and fervour. I cannot but say that to my own
feelings it has great weight. But I must not suffer myself
as a man, and still less in the public capacity in which I
stand, to be overcome and confounded by your asseverations.
There is a connected and most unfavourable story against
you: this it is incumbent on you to clear up.”

¢ And you say, you have seen my wife?” I was dis~
tracted and overwhelmed by Monluc’s way of putting the
question, I was divided between my anxiety to be justified,
and the solemn mystery of the affair to which his enquiries
led; and I probably spoke thus from an unconscious desite
to gain time.

¢¢ Yes,that is another presumption in your favour. Madame
de St. Leon is perhaps the most striking and extraordinary
woman I ever saw. Of the husband of such a woman,
especially when he appears to be the object of her attach-
ment, I should be always inclined to think wel. Madame
de St. Leon pleaded for you with earnestness and affection.
But, amidst all her ardowr, I could perceive that she felt
there was something mysterious and unpleasant in the affair,
that she was unable to develope.”

As Monluc spoke, I saw that I had failed in one of the
main anchors of my hope. I thought that no one could
have talked with my beloved Marguerite, and have left her
with the opinion that I was a murderer. How did this hap-
pen? Was she lukewarm and unfaithful in my vindication ?

Q
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CHAPTERXII.

——

MzANwRILE it was necessary that I should make the best
of the present circumstances. My heart was wounded ; my
spirit was in a manner broken ; but not so utterly withered
and destroyed as to make me rest supine in perpetnal im-
prisonment. I felt with equal conviction and pumgency {
that my character and my happiness had sustained the
deepest injuries ; but I felt it incumbent on me to collect
and improve the fragments that remained. For some days
indeed after the conference with Monluc, I was sunk in the
deepest dejection. But, as that dejection subsided, I began !
to turn a steady attention upon the future. I recollected
that an eternal and inexhaustible gift deserved to be made
the subject of more than one experiment, before a decision '
was formed upon its merits. I shall become wiser, said I,
as I go forward. Experience, however bitter, will teach
me sagacity and discrimination. My next experiment shall
be made with more prudence and a soberer gradation. I
will remove to some distant country, where the disadvan-
tages of my past adventures shall not follow me. I will
take & new name. I shall then enjoy the benefit of a tyro
just entering a scene, to all the personages of which he is
wholly unknown. 1 shall be like a serpent that has stripped
its tarnished and wrinkled skin, and comes forth in all the
gloss and sleekness of youth. Surely, in an unknown land,
with the prejudice of wealth in my favour, and no preju-
dices against me, I shall know how to conduct myself so as-
to obtain honour and respect. It is impossible that inex-
haustible wealth and immortal youth, gifts so earnestly
coveted by every creature that lives, gifts which if I were
known to possess, my whole species from the mere impulses
of envy would probably combine to murder me, as not able
to endure the sight of one so elevated above his brethren,—
it is impossible that such gifts should not be pregnant with
variety of joy.

Marguerite greatly contributed to raise me from the
dejection, into which my imprisonment and the conference
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of Monluc had sunk me. She was my better genius. 1
had been so accustomed to receive consolation from her lips
in the most trying circumstances, that now the very sound
of her voice was able to smooth my wrinkled brow, and
calm my agitated spirit. 1 listened as to the sound of an
gngelic lyre ; I was all ear; I drank in the accents of her
tongue ; and, in the dear delight, my cares were hushed,
and my sorrows at an end. She talked to me of her daugh-
ters, whom she represented as about to have no protector
but their father ; she urged me to watch over them, and to
take such steps as should most conduce to their future vir-
tue and happiness ; she pointed out the practicability of
escape, and recommended to me to fly to some distant
country : the dreams of future prosperity from the gifts of
the stranger were not hers; they were all my own. It was
inexpressibly affecting at this time to receive consolation
from her, who had no consolation in her own breast, who
had. bid farewell to all the gay attractions of the world, and
talked familiarly of her death as a thing certain to happen
in no very long time. She had lost the purest gratifica.
tions of the domestic scene ; she had lost her son ; her heart
was broken ; yet with her dying accents she sought to dispel
retrospect and inspire cheerfulness in the breast of her
husband.

_ The reader may perhaps imagine that I was something
t00 sanguine, when, surrounded with jailors and all the
precautions of a prison, I planned the nature and scene of
my next residence exactly as if I had been a person at
large. But I took it for granted that the power of money
I possessed, would easily unlock to me the gates of my cap-
tivity. I believed that, upon the lowest calculation, per.
sonal liberty was clearly included among the gifts of the
stranger. Impressed with this opinion, T fixed upon a
negro, a servant of the prison, and who had the keys of my
apartment, as the subject of my pecuniary experiment. The
idea of applying to him had perhaps first occurred to me,
from the mere circnmstance of my seeing him more fre-
quently than any other attendant of the prison. When I
thought further of the matter, I judged, from the meanness
of his rank and his apparent poverty, that I could not have
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chosen better. So far as related to the sum to be paid s
the price of my liberty, it was indeed indifferent to me,
whether it were large or small. I had however suffered
much from the inconsiderate lavishing of wealth, that I had
no inclination on the present occasion to make ostentation
of more than was nccessary. But, what was of most im-
portance to me, I was desirous that my first experiment
should be a successful one. Though not unaware of the
power of gold, I conceived that, among persons of mid-
dling rank and easier circumstances, there might be varie-
ties of disposition, and 1 might be mistaken in my choice.
Some might have the whim of integrity, or might place a
sturdy sort of pride in showing that they were content with
what they had, and were too high for a bribe. There
might be persons who, though of plebeian rank, might value
reputation as much as ever I had done, and be of opinion
that no advance of station could compensate for the name
or the consciousness of dishonour. These distinctions may
scem an idle and superfluous refinement, when it is consi-
dered that I had the power of raising my bribe to the level
of any man’s honesty or pride, be it as great as it might;
and it may be thought that my offer might be so incressed
as to be too dazzling for mortal firmness to resist. Be that
as it will, I am merely stating the reflections that passed
through my mind, not entering into their vindication.

Taking the first opportunity then of accosting thia man
when he was alone with me, I addressed him thus : —

““ My good friend, are not you poor?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Would not you readily do me a kindness ?*

¢ If my master give me leave, I will.” -

¢ You mistake me. Would you be my friend ?”

“ I do not know what you mean, sir. I have been used
to call the man I love my friend. If you mean that, you
know I cannot choose whether I will be a man's friend ; it
comes of itself.”

¢ Can I not make you my friend ?”

 That is, make me love you?”

I was surprised at the propriety of his answers. I am
unable at this distance of time to recall the defects of his
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» Janguage: and I disdain the mimic toil of inventing a
Jjargon for him suitable to the lowness of his condition : the
¢ mense of what he said I faithfully report. I had before been

struck with a certain correctness of thinking in him ;
but I now examined his countenance more attentively than
I had ever before done, and thought I could distinctly
trace in it the indications of a sound understanding and an
excellent heart.

¢ 1 do not know, sir,” continued he. < If I see that
'you are a good man, I believe I shall love you. But if it
happened that you were good and generous to me, I am sure
T should love you very much.”

 You are very poor?”

¢ So they tell me. I never had more than a shilling or
two at a time in my life.” :

¢ It is a very sad thing to be poor?”

¢ Why, yes, so I have heard, sir. But, for my own
part, I am always merry and gay.” '

¢« My good fellow, I will make you rich.”

¢ Thank you, sir! But what good will that do me?”

“ You are a servant: I will make you a master of
servants.”

¢ Now, that I should not like at all. I am merry, be-
cause I am light-hearted. If I had money, and property
to take care of, and servants to direct, I am afraid they
would make me grave and suspicious, and in every respect
unjike what you see me.”

¢ Is it possible you should be pleased with your present
situation, under the orders of one man in a house, and
obliged to play the tyrant to the rest?” _

‘“ Why, as you say, sir, there may be more agreeable
situations than the life of a jail. But, as to being under
orders, I have no objection to that. I never knew any other
condition, and therefore I am contented. It is not pleasant
indeed to have a master who is always scolding and dis.
Mtisfied ; but the gentleman I serve at present is reason-
able; I know how to content him, and, when I have done
that, he leaves me to please myself. You offer me money:
ROW, sir, that is not what I call being generous; I count
nothing for much, except when a man shows me he has
bowels, and convinces me that he thinks justice due even to s
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negro. I dare say howeveryouduigneditforgenemliq,"
and expected something from me in return. Tell me what
it is you want, and whatever I can do with propriety, you
may depend on it 1 will.”

* Do you approve of a man’s being deprived of his
liberty >~

** Will you please to tell me what you mean by liberty?
You offered me just now what you called liberty and inde-
pendence ; and I am content to be a servant.”

** Would you be pleased, instead of being a turnkey, to
have the key turned on yourself 7

** That I should not. I understand the disagreeableness
of that well enough, for when I first entered this place, it
Was as a prisoner.”

* If then. my good fellow, you were convinced that I
was a man disposed to be generous to you in your own
way, and to deserve your attachment and love, surely you
would not refuse to deliver me from a situation which you
have yourself felt to be so disagreeable and calamitous.”

** I understand you now, sir. I have already a master
with whom 1 am satisfied, and I do not wish to change my
service. ' When [ was 2 prisoner, he found out that I was
innocent ; he got me cleared, and gave me employment. 1
am put here for the express purpose of seeing the prisoners
in safe custody. That is the contract between me and my
master. When I took the keys, by that action I pledged
myself to be faithful to my trust; and the nobleness of my
master's behaviour to me in removing me from being a pri-
soner to be a free servant, is a double bond upon my fidelity.
1 would sooner consent to be torn limb from limb, than fail
in what is expected from me. You may be generous to a
harmless stranger ; you have most reason to be generous to
a man vou love ; but, if you would heap benefits upon me
merely because I proved myself a villain, I can only say it
would be disgraceful to be the object of your favour.”

Thus ssying, he quitted me, and withdrew from farther
parley. The conversation in which we had engaged, though
I had had considerable experience in the world, was alto-
gether new to me, and overwhelmed me with astonishment.
I found in this trial, that the power of money was subject
to limitations, of which previously I had not been in the
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slightest degree aware. I thought that nothing but the
most extraordinary degree of resolution and self-denial could
enable a man to resist its enticements ; and I had even been
-told, though I did not believe, that every man had his price,
and that a bribe capable of indefinite augmentation must
be in all cases victorious. Yet here was a poor creature
utterly exempt from its operation. He had no sense of
those attractions, which so often degrade the best, and con-
vert virtue into the most shameless profligacy. It cost him
no effort to be honest, and he uttered sentiments that would
have given lustre to the most heroic character, without any
consciousness of their greatness. What I had seen, led
me also to reflect on another singularity I discerned in him.
In the midst of the admirable, I had almost said the sub.
lime, integrity he discovered, (for is it not a criterion of
the sublime to be great without an effort ?) he was destitute
of knowledge, of intellectual cultivation, and all those ex-
quisite sensations that most distinguish the man from the
brute. He passed on quietly in the road of ordinary life,
and thought not of the ambition to be wise or great, to be
honoured by thousands, or a benefactor to ages yet unborn.
Kings might have confessed their inferiority to this man.
But is he to be regarded as the model of what a human
creature should be wished to be ? Oh, no!

But the most memorable feeling impressed upon me by
this conversation, was a conviction of what I had been
backward to confess, that knaves were the persons to whose
assistance and concert I must look, and that I must be upon
my guard against'an honest man. No one was qualified
to be my coadjutor, till he had proved himself unworthy of
all just and honourable society. The friend I must seek,
was a man whose very soul melted at a bribe, whom money
would seduce to perpetrate whatever his judgment most
abhorred. Honour and integrity, in the most refined and
the rudest state, Monluc and the negro, both refused. It
is impossible to conceive a sensation more painful and hu-
miliating, than was this conviction to my mind.

I was not long at leisure for these reflections. In a few
-minutes the master of the prison entered my apartment,
and with him the negro whom I had endeavoured to pre-
vail on to assist in restoring me to liberty. The master
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began to reproach me in very harsh terms for attempting to L
seduce his servant from his duty, and asked me what sort |
of enjoyment or satisfaction a man ecould have in life, if he \
could not depend upon the people he put into his employ-
ment? To this I answered with sternness, *“ that I should )
hold no debate about right and wrong with a jailor; that
he might depend upon it I would leave no stone unturned
to set myself free, and, what was more, that I would be |
free ; and that, for his part, it was his business to keep me !
if he could, but not to insult me.” 1 therefore insisted .
upon his quitting the room.

“ What use,” replied the fellow, “do you think now
there is in putting yourself in a passion? IfI have nota 1
right to speak to you, I know what I have a right to do,
put you in the strong room, and load you with irons.”

I turned my back upon him. “And how came you,”
said 1 to the negro, “to go and betray me? L should have
expected better things of you. If you refused to serve me,
at least you needed not have endeavoured to hurt me.”

I did nothing but my duty, sir. 1-have no wish to
hurt you: but it is my business, not merely to take care of
my master’s interests myself, but to see that they are not
injured by any body else. If he was not put on his guard,
you might have been more successful with the next tarnkey
you endeavoured to bribe.”

¢ You will find it more to your interest, monsieur,” in-
terposed the jailor, “to talk to me than to my servant.
You are determined to be free, you say. If thatis the case,
and it is to happen, who has so good a right to benefit by
your resolution as I have?”

My eyes were opened in a moment. I saw that the
knave whose rigour and sternness could not hold out against
the warmth of a bribe, the friend of whose assistance I was
in want, stood before me.

1 do not wonder,” proceeded he, “ that you preferred

applying to one of my servants. Their honesty must be
expected to be had at a cheaper market. But, for my part,
I am determined that no man shall ever pase these walls,
without my being the richer. If then your escape is a
thing that must happen, let us see what you can afford to
sive me for it.”
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¢ Dear master,” interposed the negro, * you surely will
not listen to the gentleman’s offer. When I refused to
betray my trust, it is impossible you should consent to be-
tray yours!”

¢ Hold your tongue, blockhead !” said the other. ¢ Do
not you see that monsieur is determined to escape? I know
he is rich. Though you have refused a bribe, I am sure
that all your fellows will not. The thing will happen sooner
or later in spite of every thing I can do; and there can
be no harm in my helping to bring about, what it is im-
possible I should prevent.”

A morality like this seems exactly in its place in the
breast of a jailor. We had already made some progress in
adjusting the terms of our contract, when the keeper of the
prison mterposed —_

¢ But, monsieur, you will please to remark, that this is
an affair “which will be attended with dlﬂiculty Whatever
passes between you and me must be a secret. Your escape
will be a thing open and notorious, and you must have a
confederate, that I may not bear the blame of it. You
must therefore take my black here along with you, that his
flight may cause all the blame to fall upon him.”

“ O, pray, master,” said the negro, * do not part with
me! T love you, and will do any thing in the world, if you
will let me stay. You saved my life for aught I know,
and made a man of me again ; you cannot think what good
it does me to serve a master that has been so kind to me!”

‘“ Get you gone!” replied his owner.  You are of no
use to me ; you are not fit for a jail; you are so simple,
I cannot tell what to do with you !”

¢ Indeed I do not like to go with this gentleman ; it will
break my heart. ' He said he would be generous and kind to
me, if I turned a villain ; I shall never be able, and shall never
desire,to earn his kindness : but you rewarded me because I
was innocent. He said he would make a master of me ; and
I am better as I am ; I had much rather be a servant.”

The difficulties of this poor fellow were soon silenced by
the peremptoriness of his master. The jailor told him that
he would render him a great service, by thus giving his
master an opportunity of representing him as the traitor ;
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and, with this consideration, the negro dried his tears, and
with a reluctant heart consented to accompany me. Thm
were his exemplary fidelity and affection rewarded! %o
little do some men seem capable of feeling the value of attach-
ment! The character of the master was a singular one. The
meanness and mercenariness of his spirit were unredeemed
by a single virtue. He was avarice personified. But he
had found or imagined an interest in taking this negro, who
had been wantonly thrown into prison by a former tyrant,
for his servant ; and this the poor fellow, in the simplicity
of his heart, had mistaken for an act of exalted generosity.
His avarice had swallowed up all his other passions; and
his servants had neither impatience nor insolence to en-
counter from him: weighed therefore in the balance of
the negro’s experience, he appeared a miracle of mildness
and benevolence.

Our bargain was at length concluded ; and, the next
time Marguerite came to visit me, I announced to her the
success of my negotiation. Before we parted, we sent for
the jailor, and discussed with him the road I should take.
My purpose was to pass into Italy ; and Marguerite under-
took by midnight to have every thing prepared to convey
us to the foot of the mountains. This point being adjusted,
the keeper of the prison left us; and, tenderly embracing
Marguerite, I besought her to congratulate me upon the
recovery of my liberty. She had heard however of the
infamous nature of the charge against me, and, though she
yielded it no credit, 1 could easily perceive that it ren-
dered yet heavier the depression under which she la-
boured. She returned my embrace ; the tears stole down
her cheeks; but she was silent. I endeavoured to di-
vert her thoughts and re-animate her spirits, by hinting
at the new scenes before us, and the distant country to
which we were about to remove; but in vain. “ J will
not reproach you, Reginald !” said she; “ I will not desert
my duty while I have power to perform it ; you may de-
pend upon my doing every thing I am able both for the
children and yourself!”

She left me in a very melancholy frame of mind. I had
not expected to see her thus languid and disconsolate ; and,
upon the eve of my liberation, I felt it like caprice. In-
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pend upon my doing every thing I am able both for the
children and yourself ! ”

. She left me in a very melancholy frame of mmd. I bad
not expected to see her thus languid and disconsolate ; and
upon the eve of my liberation, I felt it like caprice. In-
comparable woman ! 8he was incapable of giving intén-

tional’path T but, with her exquisitely susceptlble mind, she -

‘was unable to support the dreadful reverse in which I had
involved her, or even at times to assume the gestures of
<cheerfulness and tranquillity ; gestures that, at the best,
but ill disguised the grief within !

- I was busily reflecting on what had just occurred, when
the keeper of the prison re-entered my apartment. I am
come, monsieur,” said he, ¢ to take my leave of you. As
I do not at all intend to lose my place, it is not proper that
I should see you any more. You understand me ?”

Two days had already elapsed since the conclusion of our
contract, and I had provided myself for this and such other
demands as seemed likely to be immediately impending. I
should have preferred indeed to have delayed this payment
till the moment of my departure: but what the jailor sug-
gested appeared reasonable; and I could not assign, even
to my own mind, any cause why I should be reluctant to
comply with it. I paid to this wretch the price of his vil-
lany. '

Iy now began to count the hours, and eagerly to anti-
cipate the arrival of midnight. Though the moment of my
liberty was so near, I yet contemplated with unspeakable
loathing the scene of my confinement, which was associated
with the deepest disgrace and the blackest charges that are
incident to & human creature. I felt as if, in proportion
as I removed from the hated spot, I should at least shake
off a part of the burthen that oppressed me, and grow com-
paratively young again.

Time was far from moving indeed with the. rapidity my
impatience required; but the hour of appointment at last
was near, and I expected every moment the faithful negro
to appear, and announce to me my freedom. The cathe-
dral bell now sounded twelve ; I heard ‘the noise of steps
along the gallery ; and presently a key was applied to the

B



door of my apartment. It opened ; and three persoms,
whom I knew for servants of the prison, entered.

“ Come, sir,” said one of them; ‘ you must follow
me.

“ Where is my friend the negro?” said I.

« Ask no questions ; spesk never 2 word ; but come.”

It was strange that the master of the prison, whose tem-
per was so full of anxiety and caution, should unnecessarily
trust three of his people, who might easily have been kept
ignorant of this hazardous secret! This circumstance how-
ever did not strike me at first so strongly as it ought to
have done. I had perfect confidence in his fidelity to his
profligate bargain, and expected every moment to meet the
Degro who was to be my guide. My conductors led me by
a way which I soon perceived did not lead to the ordinary
entrance of the prison.

“ Where are we going ?” said L.

« Hold your tongue, or you will spail all ;” replied one
of them roughly.

I bethought me that there might be an objection to the
dismissing me by the public gate; I recollected to have
heard that there were several subterranean outlets to the
citadel ; I judged from the words I had just heard that
my conductors were acquainted with the plan that had
been formed ; and for all these reasons I proceeded with
tolerable ease and security. I was not much longer how-
ever permitted to doubt. I was conducted to one of the
dungeons of the prison, and told that there I was to remain.
At first I remonstrated loudly, and told them * that I had
been promised my liberty, and not a treatment like this.”

¢ We know that, sir,” replied they, ‘““and that is the
reason you are brought here. It is our business to teach
you that the greatest offence that can be committed by s
man in prison is to attempt to escape.”

The shock and surprise that so unexpected an issue to
my adventure produced, rendered me outrageous. I was
no longer able to control my fury ; and, without knowing
what I proposed, I knocked down two of my attendants
before they had an opportunity to secure me, and rushed
up the flight of steps by which we had descended. The
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third however contrived to intercept me; and, while we
struggled, the other two came to his assistance. They
loaded me with fetters and chained me to the wall. I was
then left in utter darkness.

I felt myself sore with the bruises I had received in the
contest ; but what was infinitely worse, I found the ex-
pectations of freedom I had so confidently entertained,
baffled and disappointed. Marguerite and my children were
at this moment waiting for me to join them. They would
probably wait hour after hour in vain. To what cause

.would they attribute my failing of my appointment? To

what cause was I myself to attribute my miscarriage ? My
hopes in this instance had been in the utmost degree san=

‘guine ; what was I to count upon for the future? Was

money useless in every instance in which mankind agreed
to think its power unquestionable? What was the source
of the present catastrophe and the harsh treatment I en-
dured? Was the keeper of the prison discovered, and dis-
missed from his office? Had the negro gone and given
information against him? I formed a thousand conjec~
tures as to what might have happened; but I was unable
to rest in any.

I had remained about twelve hours in this situation, full
of angry and disconsolate thoughts, when the principal
jailor entered my dungeon. I looked at him with astonish-
ment ; the cloud vanished from my understanding, and I
began to comprehend the solution of the enigma.

“ Are you at large?” cried I, with indignation:  why
then am I here?”

 You are here by my orders.”

¢ Execrable villain!” said I. “ Did you not promise
me my freedlom? Have you not received the price of it ?
How dare you show yourself in my presence ?” As I spoke,
I shook my chains, I clenched my fists, I trembled. with
resentment and rage.

¢ If you are not perfectly quiet and reasonable,” said he,
« 1 shall leave you to your fate and return no more.”

Nothing is more singular in a state of great mental effer-
vescence, than the rapidity with which our ideas succeed
each other. At such times we seem to think more in

R 2
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minutes than at other times in hours. I felt how misersbk 1

a slave a man is, the moment he falls completely into th:
power of another. The wretch who stood before me ws
more vacant of human affections than any one I ever saw.
Yet I was his creature, to be moulded as he pleased. A
thousand injuries he could inflict upon me, for which

neither the institutions of society mor the extraordinarj -

endowments I derived from the stranger could afford 1
remedy. He might so torture my mind and baffle my
wishes, as to kill in me every spark of lofty adventure and
generous pride. My liberty might, for anght I knew, be for
years at his disposal. I felt however that my best course
was to regard him with contempt, and use him as I would
a spade or a file, to execute my purposes, without suffering
him to awaken my passions. I immediately grew more calm,
and he perceived the revolution of my sentiments.

¢ You seem to wonder,” continued he, ¢ that I did not
keep my engagement with you? I pride myself upon being
superior to the prejudices, by which other men are fright-
ened, like children with a bugbear. I have therefore no
rule but my interest: and I did not see how my interest
bound me to keep my engagement with you.”

* And what became of the countess ?*

«¢ I neither know nor care. I suppose she stayed all night
under the walls ; I knew she durst not disturb the prison.”

I felt I had still emotions to suppress. I curbed my
tongue, but they showed themselves in my eyes.

< How do you intend to dispose of me ?”

“¢ Keep you in close custody. I have got your thousand
pounds ; the next thing for me to take care of is, that I do
not lose my place.”

¢ And for what purpose do you come to me now ?”

“ Why to tell you a secret, I have not not quite deter-
mined what conduct to pursue, and therefore I came here
that I might have a better opportunity of judging.”

¢ Are you not afraid that I should inform the govern-
ment how you have cheated me?”

“ You inform ! Have not I got you under lock and key?
1 warrant you, I will take care what goes out of these walls
to the government.”

-
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- “The countess has a licence to visit me.”

“ What care I for that? I can keep her at bay as long as
X will. She will not easily go to the government ; and she
is not such a fool as not to know, that to lodge a complaint
against me, is not the way to procure the liberty of a man
condemned to perpetual imprisonment. I can at any time
trump up a story of your attempting to corrupt the turnkeys,
and be sure, when I do, I will not want for proofs. That
will cover any thing I can do to annoy you, and answer any
accusation yon can make against me. Do you think that
the word of a jailor will not be taken, before that of the
murderer he has in custody ? ”

¢ 1 can bring your own servants as witnesses, three of
whom assaulted me last night.”

“ Dunce, do you think I trusted them with my secret?
They have nothing to tell, and apprehend nothing but a plot
between you and my black, who has been put into the peni-
tentiary for his offence. He is my only confident; and I
trust him, because his stupidity answers to me for his faith.”

¢ Suppose I were to double the bribe for which you sold
me my liberty, what security should I have that you would
abide by your bargain ?”

¢ Oh, if you were to do that, it would alter the case.”

¢ Might you not then detain the money, and defy me, as
you have done now ?”

¢ Suppose that a thing which might happen: can you
help yourself? can you do better ?”

I saw there was no remedy, and I was constrained to
allow the success of this twofold perfidy. It was with an
ill grace, and an attempt at sullenness and indifference, that
the jailor accepted my proposal. The second thousand
however had irresistible charms ; and, in spite of himself,
the sensation that made his heart dance, relaxed his muscles,
and played about his mouth. He was puzzled what to
think of me. The facility with which I produced the sums
he demanded, with less apparent effort than they might have
come from a duke or a sovereign prince, startled and stag-
gered him. He had still his qualms, and evidently doubted
whether he should not raise his price a third time. I saw
no safety but in pertinacity and firmness, and had the

R 3
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good fortune ultimately to check his doubtful, half-formed |
experiments.

I was led by the accidents which have just been related,
into further and deeper reflections on the power of money,
as well as on the nature of the situation in which I found
myself placed by the legacy of the stranger. My present
experiment had been made upon a subject apparently the
most favourable that could have been devised, upon a man
whose breast the love of gold occupied without a rival: yet
with this man I very hardly succeeded. I was not indeed
s0 blinded by the present dejection of my spirit and sickness
of my heart, as to imagine that I had not a secure game
with this base-minded wretch, if I consented to play it. I
had only to enlarge my bribe, to change it from the limited
sum of two thousand pounds to the more brilliant offer of
two thousand per annum, and no doubt I might have led
him with me to the extremity of the globe. However he
might have demurred, however he might have doubted,
however curiosity, whetted even to agony by the goadings
of avarice, might have prompted him to an incessant enquiry
within himself as to the solution of my character and my
powers, his grasping spirit would infallibly have chained his
tongue, and been surety for his fidelity. But I could not
yet prevail upon myself to endow such groveling and noxious
propensities with so rich a reward. I considered, in the
language of the stranger, that the talent I possessed was of
the most momentous nature, and bestowed by the governor
of the universe for the highest purposes ; and I should have
held myself unjustifiable in enriching by its means, however
urgent the necessity might appear, the most worthless of
mankind.

The sentiments of my tyrant varied every hour ; he was
fickle, anxious, and undetermined ; harassed with the double
fear of losing the sum already obtained, and of not securing
the whole of what was capable of being acquired. He parted
with me at last with all the pangs of a lover, who witnesses
the ceremony of his mistress’s taking the monastic veil, and
being sundered from him for ever. I was his Fortunatus’s
purse, and this was the last day he was to enjoy the use of it ;
I was to him as the buried treasure of some long-forgotten

-
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j hoarder, and he feared he should quit his digging before he

had carried off every thing that the field concealed. At
length however he began to apprehend that he -had urged
the refinement of an unprincipled avarice as far as it would
go; and therefore in a few days, the negro being already
discharged from his penance, he suffered us to escape together,

CHAP. XXIII.

Havine rejoined the remainder of my family, we set out
together for the plains of Italy. My first interview with
Marguerite after my return from Dresden had been melan~
choly. But our situation was now such as to give addi-
tional anguish to her serious thoughts. She had then re~
garded me as ambiguous, mysterious, and impenetrable,
qualities from which the frankness of her nature spontane-
ously revolted ; she saw in me the destroyer of her sor, the
idol of her heart ; she believed me an alchymist, a charac~
ter which she viewed as base, degrading, and insensible;
she had heard that rumour had been busy with my fame,
But now she saw in me a man of blasted reputation, ars
raigned and imprisoned for robbery and murder. She did
not credit these imputations. But did the ingenuous and
noble-minded Marguerite de Damville ever think to find
herself allied to a being thus loaded with the world’s aba
horrence ; that she should be compelled to honour with the
sacred name of husband a fugitive, a prison-breaker, and
an outlaw? If I had suffered these things in the defence
of my children, my religion, or my country, the case would
have been widely different. If, while encountering the
contempt of men, I had carried within me the glorious
feeling, that what they regarded as my disgrace was indeed
my immortal honour, Marguerite de Damville, beyond all
women, was prepared to despise their senseless blame, and
proudly to demand her share in such a dishonour.

I know there are men who will listen with fretful impae
tience to a detail of such sorrows as hers, and who will cry

R4
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out, “ If we must be distressed, give us more substantial
and genuine sources of distress!” They will regard the
dejection of Marguerite as an idle wilfulness of grief, better
cntitled to aversion than to sympathy ; and will tell me
that nothing but the most deplorable blindness could have
prevented her from discerning the happiness of her condi-
tion ; that she had the world before her, a rich, a brave,
and an enterprising husband, with a lovely family of chil-
dren ; that they could move from country to country, and
from climate to climate, carrying with them the means of
luxury, indulgence, homage, and usefulness. To such
moralisers I write not. For those who are incapable of
sympathising with the delicate sensations of Marguerite, 1
am as little qualified to enter into their feelings as they into
mine. In the sequel of the story however it is not impos-
sible they may meet with their gratification. 1 am hasten-
ing to events corporeal and palpable. 1 and my family did
wander from country to country, and from climate to cli-
mate. With what resulting success will speedily be seen.

QOur destination at the present moment led us through
the territory of the Grisons, and over a limb of the Rhetian
Alps, to Como, Milan, Piacenza, Parma, and Pisa, in the
neighbourhood of which latter city we resolved to take up
our immediate residence. In this passage we met with few
adventures that merit to be recorded in my history. One
however seems entitled to a place, both as it tends to dis-
play the singular worth of a dumb and unpretending brute,
and as it is in some sort connected with the fortunes I en-
countered in the Pisan territory. It occurred in our jour-
ney over the Alps.

One evening, in the wildest and most desolate part of
the mountain, after having lodged my family in an inn, I
wandered forth to take a survey of the neighbouring
scenery. It was moonlight ; our travel of the day had
been short, and had left on me no impression of fatigue;
while the romantic appearance of every thing around,
tempted me to extend my excursion further than I had
originally purposed. Stories of robberies and murders in
the vicinity had been repeated to us, and Marguerite had
employed the precaution of desiring Hector, such was the
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name which the caprice of his former masters had bestowed
on my faithful negro, to follow my steps and hold me in
sight. No anticipations of danger however disturbed my
contemplations. I resigned myself, as all my life I had
been accustomed to do, to the impressions of the moment,
and sought to shut out memory and the world from all my
thoughts. The scene was inexpressibly beautiful ; the si-
lence was uninterrupted and awful. The splendour of the
moon gave a sober and silvery tint to every thing by which
its light was caught; soft white clouds were scattered in
the deep azure of the sky ; the shades were of a blackness
and profundity that could not be surpassed. Every thing
was calculated to soothe and subdue the mind, to inspire &
grand and expansive tranquillity. The enthusiasm it spoke
occupied every channel of my heart. I stood still. It seemed
as if motion would have jarred and broken the spell that
seized me; I yielded with eager transport to the sentiment
that shrowded and enveloped me in its ample embrace.

I had remained motionless for above half an hour, when
a sudden and eager sound burst upon my ear. It seemed
to be the shriek of some human creature in distress. It
was repeated several times. My first impulse was to fly to
the spot from which the sound appeared to proceed. Mean-
while Hector came up to me, and endeavoured to detain me
by violence. His first principle was obedience to every just.
and lawful command ; and the errand upon which he was
commissioned, was to preserve me from the approach of.
danger. He represented to me the stories of banditti we
had recently heard. He told me that we should too pro-
bably fall in with a numerous party of these desperadoes,
against whom all our efforts, either for ourselves or for
those I was desirous to succour, would be nugatory. What
would become of my children ? what would become of his
mistress, if my rashness were succeeded by a fatal event?
While he was thus speaking, and exerting himself to detain
me, the cries ceased. I believed they were those of a
person assassinated. I conceived that I should be the vilest
of poltroons if I suffered any consideration to prevent me
from endeavouring to afford to this unfortunate the relief in
my power.
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I had not advanced far, before I perceived coming to-
wards us, in the same direction from which the sound had
reached my ear, a dog, entirely black, and of uncommon
stature and strength. He was alone. Having canght sight
of us, he increased his pace, and had no sooner reached the
spot on which we stood, than he seized the flap of my coat,
and pulled it with considerable violence. I was somewhat
alarmed at his size and action, the latter of which I appre-
hended to have a hostile design ; and, having shaken him
off, I put myself in a posture of defence with a cane that
I carried in my hand. Undeterred however by my gesture,
he returned to the attack, only pulling with something less
exertion of strength than he had done before. More ac-
curate attention convinced me that he had no intention to
injure me, and I withheld the action of Hector, who had
raised his hand to strike in defence of his master. I suf-
fered him to guide me; and, after a considerable circuit
which the nature of the road obliged us to take, he led me
to a spot where I found a man lying on the ground, and
weltering in his blood, but with no person near, to whom to
impute the violence he had sustained.

His blood flowed copiously from two or three different
wounds, one of them in particular near his left breast ; and
my first care was to stop the effusion. For this purpose we
stripped him of his clothes, and tore his linen into bandages.
When we found him, he was insensible ; but the anguish
of binding his wounds revived him a little, though only
enough to extort from him sighs and groans. This accom=
plished, I dismissed Hector to the inn to procure something
in the nature of a litter, by which he might more easily be
conveyed within reach of effectual assistance.

I was now left for six hours with no other companions
than the wounded gentleman and his dog, upon the very
spot upon which he had just before sustained so ferocious a
treatment, probably from the hands of banditti. They
might every moment be expected to return. This was no
agreeable notion to a person circumstanced as I was. I was
compelled to feel that a man possessed of boundless and
illimitable wealth, and of the power of repelling old age
and disease, did not in these advantages possess every thing.
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Notwithstanding the disappointments and mortifications ¥
had sustained, I was yet attached to life: and though the
bequests of the stranger had hitherto produced to me
nothing but evil, I still looked, with almost puerile esger-
ness and beating of heart, for the time when I might spread
out the whole extent of my treasures without parsimony or
the dread of reverse. During the interval which I em«
ployed in these reflections, the wounded man was for the
most part in a state of insensibility, and constantly speech
less. I expected his death every moment, and I perceived,
as I thought with certainty, that there was no hope of his
recovery. While we had dressed his wounds, the dog had
watched our motions with the most restless attention, and,
now that it was over, he came and licked my hands, and
laid himself down at my feet. The least motion however,
so much as a rustling among the leaves, startled him: he
rose, looked round, and seemed to enquire into the cause of
the disturbance ; but he abstained from barking and every
kind of noise ; whether it were that he was conscious of
the advantage of quiet to a person in his master’s condition,
or that he had the sense to know, in the situation in which
we were placed, that whatever produced alarm, might evente
ually expose us to undiscovered danger.

It wasbroad daylight before Hectorre-appeared, and several
other persons in his company. Hector was not of a temper
to have receded from any thing he undertook, and the an-
thority of Marguerite had in this instance seconded his
remonstrances with the surly and inactive peasants of the
place. I had at this time only one other male servant ;
but, when Hector returned, he brought with him a crazy
kind of litter, and a recruit of four mountaineers. The
wounded man still lived, and was conveyed alive to the
place at which I had taken up my lodging. He survived
three days; and, during the whole of that period, the dog
could neither be moved by force, nor prevailed on by en~
treaties, to quit the apartment of his master. Before his
death my unfortunate guest recovered the power of speech.
He told me that his name was Andrea Filosanto, and,
which struck me as somewhat extraordinary, that he was of
Pisa, the very place at which I purposed to take up my

v
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abode. He had a brother resident in that city, and had
himself been about to marry a very beautiful and accom
plished young lady, an heiress, of the house of Carrac-
ciuoli in Piss. DPreviously to his marriage, he resolved to
make a visit to his mother, who had espoused to her second
husband a French nobleman of Languedoc. He had tra-
velled accompanied only by one servant, contrary to the
persuasions both of his brother and the family of his in-
tended bride ; but that servant, though he had been a very
short time in his employment, was active, ingenious, and
obliging, and had established himself strongly in the favour
of his master. Signor Filosanto had taken with him a sum
of money, the produce of one year’s income of the dower
of his mother ; and it was but too probable that the rich-
ness of the charge he bore, had been fatal to the life of the
bearer. Ilis servant had disappeared from his side not a
quarter of an hour before his being attacked by the ban-
ditti ; and various concurring circumstances seemed to fix
on this servant the accusation of being an accomplice with
the murderers. Having heard from the unfortunate suf-
ferer the tale of treachery of his human attendant, I related
to him the extraordinary example of fidelity and attachment
shown by his dog. The master was struck with the story
I told, and called the dog to him upon his bed. The poor
animal first leaped up upon the foot of the bed, and then
warily and with great caution crawled to his master’s face.
Filosanto embraced the dog, ‘who by his manner showed
himself fully sensible of the purport of the action. That
very evening, having requested me to convey his remains to
the tomb of his ancestors at Pisa, the master expired. The
dog in dumb and constant grief watched by the corpse, and
followed the vehicle in which it was conveyed to Pisa.
After the funeral, he made the choice, from which he could
not be diverted, of living with me, and not with the brother
and relations of his master, to whom he was almost wholly. -
a stranger, but who would gladly have received him, One
of the advantages I derived from this adventure, was the
friendship and protection of the Filosanti and Carracciuoli,
two of the most powerful families in Pisa. .
I have not yet finished the history of my dog. A few



oL eT oo ;
g

. 8

B y

T ‘ ¥

- Y

- . of

B e - al e et Ve
P . ldy

her
—— s ipe=

LI en-

C her,
AW mwinse.. uw - -sible
i T e Nems

et night
Jewus e H :‘:’a
- 1
S ou ikills
ved Ly ious ;
aci- “mple,
Ere vnate,
o -LTETS,
b lispo=-
s - more
;:Lmi' x'{(,“m
1 f;ri:‘ dered
- }._;". ul, and

LID (L | DUR

oy 3.:nions
‘f e a, | was
'm‘: : vy from

i ofAm‘ -



254 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

and agility as he bounded and gamboled before me upon
the plain. In the midst of his gayest frolics he was all
attention, and the least sign 1 made him would instantly
divert his exertions to a different pursuit. He was accus-
tomed to salute me with honest, undesigning homage every
morning as I came from my chamber, and I should have
missed his presence with heaviness of heurt upon this plain
and homely occasion. He was the associate of my solitary
walks, and my companion when pensive meditations in
duced me to withdraw from all human society. I became
accustomed at such periods to observe him by my side, and
should have felt that all was not right if he were not there.
I was interested in his health, his well-being and his enjoy-
ments ; and, if any calamity befell him, was prepared to
feel it more severely than a wise man is sometimes willing
to confess. — 1t would scarcely be necessary to add to this
simple history of my faithful Charon, the circumstance of
his having saved the life of a beautiful little boy of ten
years old, who had unluckly slipped into the Arno, and
whom he seized by his garments and drew to the shore, had
it not some connection with what I shall speedily have
occasion to relate.

CHAPTER XXIV.

To return to the thread of my narrative, which in stating
these particulars I have in some points anticipated.—1 sat
down, as I have alrcady said, in the environs of the city of
Pisa. Marguerite, as well as myself, had a powerful attach-
ment to the retirement of rural life, and I judged it equally
eligible for the health and intellectual improvement of my
daughters. I accordingly purchased a small domain, de-
lightfully situated, but of simple appearance, on the banks
of the Arno. Here I proposed to remain during the indis-
position of my wife, which I flattered myself retirement,
tranquillity, attention and kindness, would in no long time
be able to cure. To this object I resolved to devote my
exertions. Well did she merit this retwrn from me, who
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had restored me in the guilty ruin of my fortunes, and raised
me from the abyss of insanity. Odious and detestable in
the utmost degree should I have appeared in my own eyes,
if I could have neglected any means I was able to devise, to
heal a mischief of which my own precipitation, selfishness,
and folly were the only causes. Every little, continual,
nameless care I exerted, was as a drop of healing balm to
the burning fever and remorse of my conscience. Nothing
indeed could eradicate my distemper ; I felt the ever-living
worm of perpetrated guilt gnawing at my heart. But my
solicitudes for Marguerite, at least during the moments they
were in action, mitigated my anguish ; and this transitory
relief, however insignificant it may appear in the leyes of
others, I cherished beyond the wealth of kingdoms.

Marguerite and myself appeared at this time to have
changed characters. She was languid, indisposed in body
and mind, her thoughts gloomy, her hopes blasted, her
wishes bankrupt. Still however she maintained her supe-
riority to what I had been in a similar condition. ~She en-
deavoured to make the best of what yet remained to her,
though she declined the vain attempt of forgetting what she
had lost. She hung over her daughters with inexpressible
endearment. She consoled them ; she reasoned with them;
she endeavoured to steel their minds for whatever ill might
be yet in store. She cultivated their understandings ; she
breathed into them mingled sentiments of resignation and
energy. There was in her conversation with them a striking
tone of celestial and divine. Her eloquence was copious ;
her manner rich, unaffected, and flowing; her speech simple,
free from exaggeration and turbulence, but mild, affectionate,
and winning. It sank deep into the hearts of her hearers,
and seemed to give a new turn to their tempers and dispo-
gition. It rendered the character of Julia at once more
distinctive, and yet more chastised ; it inspired an unwonted
mildness and sensibility to that of Louisa; and rendered
the cadette of the family unusually grave, thoughtful, and
sedate.

But upon me were devolved the more active occupatic
of our establishment. Marguerite had formerly been, I v
now, the steward. Every kind of superintendence, fi
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which the distinction of sex did not unavoidably exclude
me, was resizned to me by the lovely victim of my indis-
cretions. Marguerite had been my nurse, I was now am-
bitious to be hers. I made myself the schoolmaster of my
children; Marguerite confined her communications to ge-
neral topics and the culture of the heart. I initiated them
in music, drawing, geography, several different languages of
Europe, and in every accomplishment that I believed would
be really ornamental or improving to them. I might, itis
true, have hired different masters to instruct them in each
of these branches, and it is not impossible that they might
then have been better taught, though I was myself no in-
competcnt preceptor. But 1 had an honest artifice for my
guide in the plan I adopted: I was desirous of removing
out of the sight of my wife every thing that might remind
her of the fatal legacy, the effects of which she was induced
so bitterly to deplore. In some particulars I may affirm of
myself that I was now a better and a kinder husband, than
I had been in the days of our gayest prosperity, or the scene
of our infant loves. I studied with assiduity the temper of
Marguerite ; I watched her looks; I endeavoured to anti-
cipate her every wish. I meditated with care the plan of
life, which her simple and feeling heart, if solely consulted,
would have led her originally to have chosen ; and I copied
out in the whole arrangement of our household the ides
painted in my mind. Far from us were now the ostentation
and pomp of the family-chiteau on the banks of the Ga-
ronne. We lived now, not to awaken admiration and envy
in the bosom of guests and spectators: we lived for our-
selves. Every thing was elegant; every thing was tasteful ;
but not an article found its place in our residence, that did
not rest its claim to be there upon a plea of usefulness.
Though, by the nature of my situation, I was superior to
all restraint from a consideration of expense, yet our com-
petent board and orderly habitation approached nearer in
their appearance to the honest plainness of a rustic, than to
the sumptuousness of hereditary nobility. A table set out
with striking propriety and neatness was preferred to the
richness of plate and the splendour of porcelain and lustres.
1 was anxious that Marguerite should forget the change of
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our situation and the extent of my resources. The objects
of my present pursuit were obscurity and content. That
Marguerite might forget my acquisition, I was studious to
appear to have forgotten it myself. If a stranger had en-
tered our habitation, and surveyed our economy, he would
have judged that our revenues amounted to a decent com=
petence, and that we disbursed them with a judicious
discretion. Nothing was to be seen that would have be«
trayed the possessor of the powder of projection.

We had no guests. We cultivated no acquaintance.
We were formed to suffice to each other within our little
circle; and, but for the importunate recurrence of dis-
quieting reflections, we should have done so. To look at
the exterior of our household, it might have been thought
that we had arrived at that sweet forgetfulness of anxious
care, that delicious leisure and unbroken retreat, which
have in all ages been the theme of panegyric to poets and
philosophers. But it was not so. Our reciprocal relations
were changed ; and the hope of the house of St. Leon was
no longer in the midst of us, to cheer, to enlighten, and
to warm our bosoms.

" A life of leisure is often an active and a busy life. The
grand, I might almost say the single, object of present
attention to me, was the restoration of the health and tran-
quillity of Marguerite. For that I watched with unwearied
assiduity. Subordinate to this occupation were the dif-
ferent arts and accomplishments in which I instructed my
daughters. Yet neither the former nor the latter of these
engagements filled up all the time of a mind so restless
and rapid as mine was. Intervals occurred, in which my
attentions to Marguerite would have been, not soothing,
but troublesome, and in which I could no longer impart @
lesson to my daughters, without relaxing and weakening
the spring of progression in their minds. These intervals
I sometimes dedicated to chemistry and the operations of
natural magic. The more effectually to hide these pursuits
from the eye of Marguerite, I occupied, unknown to her,
a sort of grotto, buried almost from human observation in
a hollow on the banks of the river, and which was con«
nected, by a winding path and a concealed subterranean
8
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passage, with the gnrden of my own habitation. The secrea

of the stranger had given me a particular relish for this |
kind of pursuit. There are habits of the mind and modes

of occupying the attention, in which, when once we have

engaged, there seems a sort of physical impossibility of

ever withdrawing ourselves. This was my case in the l
present instance. My habit was of no long standing. But

no reading of my story, no mere power of language and |
words, can enable a by-stander to imagine- how deep it was ‘
wunk into my heart, how inextricably it was twisted with

all the fibres of my bosom. That he may in some degree

enter into my situation, I entreat the reader to consider l
what are the most imperious passions of the human mind.
They have rudely been described to be wealth, power, and
pleasurable sensation. How alluring to every one of ws
are the visionary conceptions of the mind respecting these
most potent excitements! But mine were no visions
I had grasped them in my hand, and known their reality.
I had felt that the wealth of the whole world was at my
disposal, and that I held my life by a tenure independent
and imperial. These are not of the class of conceptions
that fade and perish from the mind. We cannot wake
from them as from a dream, and forget that ever such
things were. They had changed the whole constitution of
my nature. It would have required a miracle, greater
than all the consecrated legends of our church record, to
have restored me to what I formerly was. If then I could
have resolved never henceforth to use the gifts I had
received, I yet firmly believe that I never could have re.
frained from the composition and decomposition of simples,
and from cxperiments on the nature of substances, chemical
and metallic. 1 was however far from having formed any
such resolution as that I have named. My present for-
bearance to bring forth the secret treasure of my powers
was purely an accommodation to the unhappy condition
of my wife ; and I felt it as a meritorious exertion thus to
postpone the use of the faculties I possessed. In the mean
time the amuscment 1 sought, that I regarded as properly
and entirely my own, consisted in these experimenta
While I was busied with my crucible, I was able more
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vividly to present to myself my seeming superiority to the
rest of my species. I used the employments of my grotto,
as 8 sort of starting-post from which to set forth in a-
series of intoxicating reveries ; not to mention that to im-
prove in the facility of my secret operations might become
a valuable subsidiary to the pursuits of my future life.

. T took occasionally as my companion at these periods:
the negro of the prison of Constance. I found him suf.
ficiently adapted for my purpose ; his inmecence and im«
plicit obedience to whomever he served, rendering me
secure that he would anticipate nothing, that he would
conjecture nothing, that he would. rest in what he saw,
that I might almost exhibit my whole process under his
eye, without once awakening the busy fiend of curiosity in
& mind to whieh science had never unveiled her charms.
He was formed to be a pure, passive machine in the hands
of his employer, only with this singular difference from
the lifeless machine of the engineer or mechanical inventor,
that he was susceptible of attachment and affection, as well
as of a certain species of contentment and a certain species
of goodness and virtue,

" A feature of my individual character which has already
frequently presented itself to the attention of the reader -
is the love of admiration and spontaneous deference. Iam
at this moment ashamed of my vices and my follies ; but'
it must be recollected, in the first place, that they are
human, and in the second that I am writing, not their
vindication, but. their history. In the midst of my ex-
periments and chemical lucubrations, I could not help
sometimes ostentatiously exhibiting to Hector the wonders
of my art, and those extraordinary effects which have in°
all ages drawn upon the more eminent operators of natural
magic the reproach of being necromancers and conjurers.
This I did, partly perhaps that my attendant might learn
to look up to me with a kind of namelees respect and awe, '
but partly also that I might divert myself with the sim-
plicity of his nature, and the gaping and motionless
astonishment with which he viewed my performances. "
If T had not done this, or digressed into idle and osten-
tatious experiments, he would otherwise have seen enongh,

s 2
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Teaches us to be cheaply satisfied. But the man who has
many gratifications is apt to wander in imagination from
daily and familiar joys, and confidently to reach after thinge
yet untried. Such was the situation of Hector: Hector -
was in love. Our sweet and simple mansion was distant
scarcely more than two hundred yards from a characteristic
Italian village. The maid of a little albergo in this place
had caught his inexperienced heart. He had been invited
by some peasants to a moonlight festivity on the lawn of
the albergo ; and, though I should have been better pleased
that my servants should decline this sort of amusement, I
could not have the heart to deny him. It was, so far as I
knew, the first and the last time that Hector had ever res
sorted to it. But I was deceived. Hector had proved the
gayest and most amusing of the whole circle. His cheere
fulness was inexhaustible, and his mirth in the utmost des
gree harmless and good humoured. He had played 2
thousand antics, and danced with an agility that knew no
end. In a word, the accomplishments of Hector, in spite
of the jetty hue that stained his face, had won the hears,
or-roused the coquetry, of the plump and rosy bar-maid.
The overtures she made and the lures she threw out were
too glaring to escape the notice even of the modest Hector,
He felt himself flattered, such is human nature, at sude
denly becoming an ohject of admiration and preference te
& woman, whom his imagination, stimulated by her visible
partiality, attired in a hundred charms. He owned himself
hers, in all fair and honest fealty, to the world’s end.
Love taught Hector a lesson which he had never learned
before. In nature he was frank, and, as far as fidelity to
his master permitted it, wore his heart as naked as his face.
Love taught him dissimulation. A vulgar footman or
clown is as forward as the most empty beau, in boasting of
the triumphs he has gained over the female heart, and in
sacrificing the reputation of those who have loved him at
the shrine of his vanity. Not such was Hector. He shut
up his new sensations and reveries as a sacred deposit in his
bosom. Nature worked within him, and he would have
been ashamed to speak, and distressed to hear, of emotions,
now felt, till now.never experienced. His artless and in»
s 4
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genuous temper in this one particular assumed the guise of
cunning. Never did he tell his love in the ear of any in-
different auditor ; assiduously did he avoid pronouncing
even the name of her to whom he was attached. In any
other case he would have announced to me his inclinations,
and previously demanded my leave of absence for his ex-
cursions. But love scemed to him imperiously to command
privacy, and he employed every imaginable precaution to
prevent me and all human beings from knowing whither he
went, or that he was absent at all.

In one of his visits to his fair donzella, he happened in
cautiously to drop some very remote hint of the scenes in
which he had just been engaged with me in my secret
grotto. The curiosity of the girl was strongly roused ; she
questioned him further. He started, and was terrified to
recollect what he had said. 1 had strictly enjoined him
secrecy towards every member of my family: my pre-
caution had extended no further; for, as I have eaid, I
scarcely knew that he had the most casual intercourse with
any person beyond my own roof. But Hector naturally
dreaded that what I was so earnest to conceal from every
one in my house he would be highly to blame to com-
municate to a stranger. He therefore peremptorily refused,
and with many signs of distress, to say another word on the
subject.

The donzella, piqued at his resistance, had recourse to
female arts. She was cruel ; she uttered words of sharp
displeasure and disdain ; she knew that a person who re-
fused her such a trifle could not have an atom of regard for
her ; she commanded him never to see her more.. Unsuec-
cessful in these expedients, she had recourse to expedients
of a different sort. She wept ; she called him base, false-
hearted and unkind ; she saw he was determined to be the
death of her; she was seized with strong fits of sobbing
and hysterical affection. In the midst of all this he was
as unmoved as a rock of marble. He interpreted every
thing that passed in its most literal form ; he felt more
severely her unkindness, and sympathised more truly in her
distress, than perhaps any human creature would have done,
But no further could she gain upon him. The confidence
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of his master was in question, and he would sooner have
died upon the rack, than run the slightest risk of betray-
ing it.

From these arts she descended to arts more congenial to
the habits of her life. She summoned all her skill to per-
plex him with cunning and insidious questions. ~From her
questions he ought to have fled ; but of this Hector wasin«
capable. He was distressed by her severity, he grieved for
the unintentional pain he had caused her. All these cir~
cumstances melted his heart ; and he could not resolve upon
any thing that was not considerate and respectful towards her.
As the framing of artful questions was the strong-hold of
the donzella, and she might have challenged in this article
the most hoary practitioner of the quibbling bar, so it was
exactly the weakest side upon which poor Hector could be
attacked. His simplicity yielded him up a defenceless prey
to the assailant ; least of all human undertakings was he ca-
pable of detecting the various faces of a doubtful question,
and of guarding himself against the traps of an insidious
foe. It was not till the fourth interview from Hector’s ori-
ginal hint, that the donzella had recourse to this species of
attack ; and she did not withdraw her forces, till she had
extorted from him all he knew.

When Hector found that all his guards were baffled and
put to flight, he had then recourse to the only expedient
that remained, conjuring her by every thing sacred and
every thing tremendous, not to betray a trust she had so
ungenerously obtained from him. She readily promised
every thing he desired. Soothed by her compliance, he
determined not to mention to me the lapse of which he had
been guilty. It would in his opinion have been little less
than treason, to suspect his Dulcinea of indiscretion or
frailty. In the breast of this miracle of nature was not his
loyalty as secure as it could be even in his own? Why
then should he betray the secret of his love, which had
never yet been confided even to the senseless air? Why
should he subject himself to the inconceivable anguish and
confusion, of owning, where my interests, or where my
wishes were concerned, that he had been found tripping
and imperfect? Why should he inflict a pain, or cause
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in me a fear, which he knew, and he only could know,

was groundless ? Thus it happened that I had one more

confident of what I purposed should be secret, than I was
myself in the smallest degree advertised of.

The consequences of this indiscretion of my servant wert
not slow in rendering themselves visible. The donselk
was by no means so scrupulous or delicate in her senti-
ments, as my humble, but faithful, attendant. As she had
given her company to Hector, she had had an oppertunity
of observing in him such integrity and goodness of heart,
as could not fail to extort the esteem of any human being.
She really honoured him ; she was unwilling to give him
any cause of uneasiness. But she had another lover ; per-
haps she had more. The laws of chastity she regarded as
prejudices, and believed they were never formed for persons
in her situation in society. She was of opinion that the
more lovers she had, provided she satisfied them all, the
more completely did she improve the talents with which
Heaven had endowed her. Few women have any secrets
for the man they admit to their embraces. In an hour of
amorous dalliance she communicated to Agostino, the ostler,
all that she knew of the conjurations and spells of Monsieur
Boismorand, such was the name I had assumed upon my
entrance into Italy. Her communication was probably at-
tended with cautions, imitated from those with which Hector
had so industriously loaded the donzella in the preceding
example. Perhaps the illustrissimo Agostino had another
mistress, with whom he thought it would be unjust to
practise greater reserves than the donsells had done with
him. Be that as it will, the rumours which were whispered
to my prejudice speedily got air; and, it may be, were re-
peated with the greater avidity, on account of the mystery
that attended them, and the injunctions of secrecy with
which they were accompanied.
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CHAPTER XXV,

ALY may be considered as the very focus and parent of
rerstitious credulity. The materials which Hector had
nished, after all the interrogations of the donzella, were
tht compared with the superstructure which was pre-
tly erected on them. My grotto was said to be the ap-
priated haunt where a thousand devils held their infernal
bath. The terrified imagination of the rustics, listening
h a temper horribly distracted between curiosity and
rm, created to itself fictitious howlings and shrieks, and
7 pale and sulphureous flames dancing upon the surface
the stream. Poor Hector was early the victim of their
el and untamed ignorance ; they believed that the peou-
ity of his complexion rendered him a singularly agree-
e intercessor between me and my infernal familiars.
e colour of Charon was similar to that of my confiden~
. attendant ; and he, like Hector, fell under the calum-
us misconstructions of the affrighted villagers. Conspi-
msly noble, affectionate and useful as he was, the .
ndiced eye of superstition metamorphosed him into &
il. The storms of thunder and lightning to which the
nate in which I resided is particularly subject acquired
v terror from the ill fame which now pursued the name
{Monsieur Boismorand. At those times the shapeless
m of monsters vomiting smoke and flames were visible
the neighbourhood, sometimes scudding along the blue
8 of the distant hills, and at others, with audaciousness
redible, brushing even at the elbow of the almost lifeless
wns and dairy-maids, and then suddenly dissolving inte
. their place no longer marked but by the noisome and
dly stench they left behind. All the misfortunes of the
trict were imputed to me, the mortality of cattle, the
wvulsions and death of children, and the pale and linger-
- decay of persons recently advanced to an age of pus
ty. Innocent and blameless was my conduct to all
und us; often was I forward and eager for the relief of
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the poor and afflicted ; never was I the author of the |
slightest inconvenience or prejudice to any. Yet nothing

merely human could be hated in the degree in which I was -

bated ; few were daring and intrepid enough to repeat the
very name 1 bore ; and, when it was inadvertently pro-
nounced, it produced through the whole extent of the
astonished circle an involuntary and supernatural shudder.

Agostino, the first lover who had made an impression on
the heart of Hector’s donzella, was, as I afterwards found,
a fellow of a gloomy and ferocious disposition, a true Italisn
spadacrino, determined that none should perpetrate an af-
front against him with impunity, but should expiate, in
some refined and cruel vengeance, the levity by which they
had been so unfortunate as to give birth to his hatred. He
by no means relished or approved the liberal and good-hu-
moured sentiments of the donzells ; often had they inflicted
on him the darkest torments of jealousy ; nor had he failed,
at least in one preccding instance, to make his rival the
victim of his resentment. The donzella however went on
in her career; she was light of heart, gay in temper, and
careless of consequences. She had always hitherto suc-
ceeded, by playful blandishments, or more serious demon-
strations of contrition, in mollifying the temper of her
brute ; and every pardon she received operated with her as
a new permission to offend.  She did not sufficiently con-
sider that she was thus continually raising to a higher pitch
the frenzy of his malice. Hector in the mean time was
utterly unconscious and ignorant of the perilous situation
in which he stood ; while, to the apprehension of Agostino,
the giving him a negro for a rival, whom his pride regarded
as belonging to an inferior species of beings, and his devout
ignorance likened to the leader of the infernal squadrons,
was the last and most intolerable insult.

His malice was ingenious and subtle. He disdained the
vulgar revenge of stabbing his antagonist in the dark, and
supposing that his enmity could be gorged by a blow.
‘When the venom of his nature was thoroughly put in motion,
nothing could restore it to quietness and tranquillity but
some mighty stroke, to excite the wonder of every by-
stander, and that should leave behind it a track of deso-

|
;
|
|
|
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lation, never to be filled up again and erased. He heard
therefore with unsated appetite and eager joy the tale of ne«
cromancy and infernal machination repeated to him from
Hector by the donzella. The impression which the nar-
rdative produced upon him was a mixed sentiment of
transport at the apprehension of such an instrument of
vengeance and of palpitating hatred ; superstition teaching
him to believe and to view with abhorrence that which he
desired to render tenfold more an object of faith and aversion
to his neighbours. He struck an auspicious and august
alliance between his revenge and his religion ; his religion
exciting him to exterminate that, the destruction of which
would produce inexpressible gratification to his revenge.
The darkness of his spirit led him to proceed with double
caution and vigilance in his correspondence with the don-
zella. He discovered nothing to her of the dark project
which was engendering in his mind ; and only betrayed so
much of his superstitious feelings and fears as, by giving
new emotion, might stimulate her to gratify his curiosity-
and her own by a detection of further particulars. He was
asgiduous in ‘the underhand and sinister propagation of the
tale, to which he did not fail to give his own colouring and
affix his own feelings. He was desirous that the train
should be laid in silence, and that the explosion he designed
should be free from all pre-signification of the event. Thus
an individual, of whose animosity I had no apprehension,
and the meanness of whose appearance would probably have
made me neglect all precaution against him, gave method
and direction to an evil, of which however, upon a review,
I am not inclined to doubt I should have been the victim,
if the enmity and industry of this individual had been
wholly withdrawn.

The mischief was long in preparation, before I received
in any way the slightest intimation of the predicament in
which I stood. The first circumstance at all calculated to
excite alarm in my mind, was the singular manner in which I
found myself regarded, if I entered any of the neighbouring
villages, or met the rustics and their dames, as I strayed
along the roads or the fields. They fled my approach de~
serted the streets, and carefully shut themselves up in their
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houses, till I had pased. Where it was impossible to
avoid me, they bowed themselves to the earth in the most
submissive guise before me, while the most lively terror
was painted in their countenances, dreading lest they should
excite the resentment of a tremendous and inexorable foe.
These tokens however were far from inspiring me with s
oonception of the truth, They perplexed, they astonished,
they distressed me. Sore as I was with my recent afftictions,
my mind was but too fully prepared for anticipations of
evil I had suffered from suspicions, I had suffered from
calumnious imputations, I had suffered from the malignant
effects of popular rumour. Had I yielded my confidence
to any person but such a one as Hector, it is probahle my
suspicions would have turned on that side. But my reliance
on him was not less than that which Alexander the Grest
yielded to Philip the physician: I knew his rectitude, his
simplicity, his fidelity, and the singleness of his heart ; and
I could not harbour the shadow of a doubt respecting him.
My reliance was of that entire and perfect sort, which did
not express itself by a recollection of the physical possihility
and an acjuittal founded in deliberation, but by a total
vacancy of doubt, or of retrospect that way directed, just
such as the state of my mind would have appeared, if the
thing had been naturally impossible.

I was not however ignorant and raw enough to be de-
ceived by the exterior of homage I have described ; I suf-
ficiently knew that what I beheld was the offspring of
hatred. To feel one’s self hated is in all instances a painfal
and humiliating state of the human mind. To me it was
especially so. I was not formed to retaliate this species of
injury ; I could not hate in my turn. I was formed to
love. I could not look upon my species with dark snd
gloomy contemplations ; I was prompt to admire their
virtues, and perhaps even too prompt to extenuate their
errors. It may, I believe, be laid down as a rule, that
they who cannot hate can least endure to be made ohjects
of hatred. Fettered however as I now was, by the ten«.
derest consideration for the health and tranquillity of Mar-
guerite, I thought it best to temporise and submit in silence.
My principal anxiety was to hide these symptoms from the.
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notice of my family. This I could not completely effect ;
some of them were too glaring and obtrusive, entirely to-
escape the observation of my daughters in their walks. But
the-filial forbearance they felt towards their mother led them-
unpluxtly and without any concerted plan to concur with:
me in my exertions for her quiet.

The animosity of Agostino was restless and inextin~
guishable. His plans did not terminate in exciting against.
me & secret and covered abhorrence ; they aimed at nothing:
less than my utter destruction. The next exertion of the
conspiracy which was engendering against me was of a tra~
gical nature.

It happened one night, after all my family was retired
to rest, and I was myself sunk into a slumber, that I was
suddenly alarmed at the report of a musket, which seemed
to be fired almost under the window of my chamber. This
was a very singular circumstanee, and calculated to convey
an impression of danger. I leaped from my bed, and ran:
to the window. The night was extremely dark, and every
thing seemed perfectly quiet. Presently I discerned a
glimmering light, like that of a lantern, which however ap-
peared to be gradually retiring to a greater distance. I was
not thus satisfied, but determined to hasten down stairs, and
investigate the cause of the disturbance. Marguerite, who
had heard the firing of the musket as well as myself, now
ealled me to her, and entreated me not to expose myself to
unnecessary danger. In compliance with her remonstrances
T promised, though unwillingly, not to go out into the
court or upon the lawn, but to content myself with exa-
mining the state of every part of the house. When I came
to the staircase and the hall, I found that the alarm had com-
municated to almest every person in the family, who pre~
sently assembled round me. We patroled the house, but
found every thing in the situation in which it had been
left, and nowhere any appearance of violence. I opened
sevezal of the windows, but all was darkness and silence.
Having thus far satisfied myself, I listened with a degree
of amusement to the conjectures and sage remarks of several
of the servants, a rank of society who may usually be found
%0 derive & degree of enjoyment from incidents of this sort,
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which, for the moment, strikingly tend to level all artifical
distinctions, and confer on every one the liberty of uttering
his reflections without apprehension or constraint. I did not
however feel myself entirely easy ; the circumstance which
had just occurred, combined with the forebodings mhich .
had lately imnpressed me, had filled me with undefinable
terror and alarm. Hector would willingly have gone over
the grounds contiguous to the house, to see if he could dis-
cover any thing that related to or could explain the incident;
but 1 had promised Marguerite that I would search mo
further, and the temper of my mind would not suffer me
to expose another to a danger, which I abstained from en-
countering in my own person. It was more than an hour |
before the conclave in which we were assembled broke up,
and every one retired, fatigued with attention, and prepared
to fall into the soundest sleep. My dreams were unessy
and disturbed ; my mind was in a tumult of imaginary
calamities ; and I passed the greater part of the night ins
state of singular anxiety.

In the morning I was scarcely sunk into a refreshing
slumber, before I was suddenly roused from aleep by s
repetition of shrieks of astonishment and distress. I put
on my clothes as quickly as I could, and hastened towards
the spot from which the sounds appeared to proceed. The
first object I beheld was the little boy of ten years' old,
whom Charon had a short time before dragged out of the
river, stretched along upon the lifeless body of this faithfsl
and generous animal. The musket, the report of which
had alarmed us the night before, had no doubt been aimed
against Charon, and the greater part of its contents appesred
to be lodged in his body. As no further sound had sue
ceeded the firing, he had probably been killed omr the spot
He was at a small distance from the house, near a priva®
footpath, where he had been found in the morning by th
lad whose life he had recently preserved. The poor boy
had not at first understood what had happened to his bene-
factor, but only thought him asleep, and, prompted by
affection for the generous creature, had quietly sat down by
him till he should awake. He had not sat long howevesy
before he discerned about him the marks of blood. Hs
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put his hand to the wound ; the animal stirred not. He
passed to his head ; he saw his eyes fiery and starting, and
his lips distorted. He endeavoured to awake him, as one
would awake a human being to whom some mischief had
happened of which he was not aware. All his efforts were
fruitless. He found his body motionless, and his joints
stiff in death. The apprehension of what had occurred:
then suddenly flashed on his mind. He burst out into
shrieks of astonishment and anguish. Hector was the first
person who caught the sound, and hastened to the spot ; I
immediately followed. The poor negro, who, in the inno-
cence of his heart was uninitiated in the proud distinctions
by which civilised man is taught to place so vast a barrier
between the human nature and the brute, was struck speech-
less with sorrow and amazement. He recognised the dead
being before him for his fellow-creature. He recollected
in him his friend, his companion, his intimate acquaintance,
between whom and himself there had for some time passed
an uninterrupted reciprocation of acts of kindness and
assistance. )

A morose and fastidious reader perhaps will ask me why
I lay so great a stress upon so petty and insigunificant an
incident as the death of a dog. It might have been little
to other persons; it was not little to us. Let the reader
recollect his ingenuity in procuring aid for his dying master,
his gratitude to the person by whom that aid was afforded,
and his unconquerable antipathy to his master’s murderer.
These are not common traits. There are many men whose
premature fate has been the most unrelentingly avenged,
that in moral and useful qualities could not have stood the
comparison with my generous Charon. It surely was no
common cause for regret, that a creature who had distin~
guished himself by a conduct so peculiarly admirable, should
have encountered so premature and unmerited a fate. His
conduct the reader may in some degree comprehend and
appreciate ; but I should in vain attempt to delineate those
admirable qualities in this faithful domestic, which do not
fall within the province of narrative, and which to have
justly appreciated you must have been personally and fa-
miliarly acquainted with him. . Beside, ours was a family

T
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of love. As we were affectionately attached to each other, :
%0 we never admitted a servant under our roof, who did not '
prove himself by his conduct utterly unworthy, to whom ,
we did not extend a share of that friendship and affection, !
which seemed to be the right of every one that dwelt in our
family. Feeling does not stay to calculate with weights
and a balance the importance and magnitude of every '
object that excites it ; it flows impetuously from the heart,
without consulting the cooler responses of the under-
standing. )
There was another circumstance which rendered the |
catastrophe of this generous animal of great moment to us. -
It was a clear proof that there was somewhere a strong *
animosity at work against his master. It was impossible
he could himself have provoked his fate. Never was 2
creature more gentle and inoffensive. Though his bulk
was great, and his strength uncommon, the energies he
possessed were always employed in acts of justice and bene-
ficence, never in acts of aggression. But if a hatred were
at work so busy and fierce as to prompt an action like this,
how were we to estimate it? What was its source, and
whither did it tend? These were very interesting and
serious considerations. We however dwelt for some time
longer in the centre of general antipathy and abhorrence,
without being able in the smallest degree to explain to our-
selves what we saw. As we knew not in what we hal
oftended, we were unable to atone for our fault, or even to
guard ourselves against the repetition of it; nor were we
by any means prepared to comprehend the extent of our
danger. Happily Marguerite, whose health was now in s
rapid decline, was least exposed to the observation of this
new mischief ; though she felt enough of it to confirm her
in the sentiment, that she had nothing fortunate and happy
to look forward to in the small remainder of her existence.
There was indeed one idea perpetually present to her,
which rendered the impression of ordinary occurrences
extremely feeble upon her mind : — Charles, Charles, wan-
dering alone in the world, unknowing and unknown, with-
out a friend, a relative, a counsellor, or a protector, without
money and without & name! This melancholy image fol-
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lowed her wherever she went, haunted her nightly in her
dreams, attended her in all her occupations, filled all her
intervals of leisure ; and, though she laid it down as a law
to herself never to repeat his beloved name in my presence,
she could think of nothing else.

CHAPTER XXVI.

It was no long time after the death of Charon, that Hector
came home one evening in a state of the most violent
anxiety and trepidation. He burst upon me in my study,
where I was sitting alone, buried in one of those deep
reveries which, especially since the legacy of the stranger,
had been among the most frequent habits of my mind.
His perturbation was such as to render it impossible for
him to impose on himself the smallest degree of caution
and restraint. 'The noise he made in entering the apart-
ment startled me. I looked up, and perceived his features
swelled, his face bruised, and his garments disfigured with
blood.

“ For heaven’s sake, Hector,” exclaimed I, ¢ what is
the matter ?”

He answered not. He advanced towards the upper end
of the room, he took down a pistol, one of those which 1
glways kept loaded in my apartment, he came towards me,
he fell upon his knees, he tendered the pistol to my ac-
ceptance.

¢ Hector !” cried I, * what am I to understand ? what
is the meaning of this?”

¢ Kill me, dear master! For Christ's sake I entreat
you to kill me !”

¢ I took the pistol from his hand ; it pointed towards
the floor.”

“ And will you not kill me?” in- & mournful accent
exclaimed he.

¢ What have you done, that deserves that I should kill
you?” . 7

T2
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“ Kill me! only kill me! pray kill me!” He spreasd
out his hands towards me with a gesture of intreaty. '

“ Hector, what means this agitation? what has hap-

?”  You terrify me beyond expression.

« Must I epeak >” replied he. “ Must I be the accuser
of my guilty self 7" He burst into an agony of tears.

“ Would 1 weredead! Would I had been torn into a
thousand pieces, before this had happened ! Indeed, sir,
I am innocent! I thought no harm! Indeed it is not
my fault!”

“ What have you done? Whence come these bruises
and this wound ?”

“1It is all my fault! It is all my doing, — nobody
else! Why will you not kill me?”

¢ Hector, 1 cannot bear this uncertainty, Recollect
yourself! Be pacified ! and tell your story !”

“ Will you forgive me ?”

““ Forgive you what? What have you done to deserve
my anger ?”

“ No, no, I do not wish to be forgiven! I only wish
you to abhor, to detest, to curse and to kill me !”

¢ This is beyond all patience.”

¢ 1 never loved any body but you, and my mistress, and
my dear young ladies. I never did any body else the
least atom of mischief ; and now my folly will be the ruin
of you all!

“ Pardon me, sir! I will torment you no longer. I
will get the better of myself, and tell you all that has hap-
Wled..‘ .

He then informed me, though with many breaks and
passionate interruptions, of what he had just discovered,
my evil repute as a necromancer, the many strange and
terrible stories that were circulated of me, the antipathy
universally entertained against me, the active ferociousness
with which this antipathy was accompanied, and the
consequences that he feared would result. He ascribed
the whole to his own imprudence, and to the particulars
which the superior cunning of the donzella, in spite of his
invincible refusal to ‘acquaint her with a single circum-
stance, had wrung from him. Hector had collected several
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of these particulars accldentally from a neighbouring rustic,
and had been vehement in my defence. While they were
eager in debate, others had joined them, but Hector had
found them all opponents, not one a supporter. Irritated
with the contest, and the opprobrious language heaped
upon himself and his master, Hector had been provoked to
srrike the most insolent of the disputants. Immediately
several had fallen upon him at once, and it was-owing to
the uncommon strength and dexterity he possessed, that
he had escaped alive out of their hands. Beside innu-
merable blows with fist, foot, and stick, he had received
two or three stabs in different parts of the body, from the
knives with which the Italian is too much accustomed to
assail his adversary. It was easy to see that the gallant
and generous defence of Hector had considerably augmented
the danger of my situation. They dismissed him with a
thousand execrations against both him and myself, and
vows that they would signalise their vengeance by setting
fire to my house. Having related his story, Hector con-
cluded with again earnestly conjuring me to kill him, that
80 he might expiate the imprudence and folly by which he
had made himself the author of my calamity.

The excessiveness of the poor fellow’s distress excited
me to employ every effort to pacify his mind. * Hector,”
said I, “you have been very imprudent, but I foresee no
such consequences as your terrified imagination has led
you to forebode. The idle threats of clowns in the midst
of their brawls are entitled to little regard. I am not so
weak and infirm of soul as to be moved from my tran-
quillity by their senseless prate. I entertain no doubt of
your fidelity and affection. I am not angry with you.
The fault you have been guilty of, arose from no defect of
vigilance or attachment. You did what you could, and
where you failed, it was only in that to which your powers
were not commensurate. You have done well and wisely
new, in acquainting me with particulars and the whole
extent of the danger : “doubt not but I will employ such
precautions and be so awake to my situation, as to forestal
the possibility of mischief.”

us I endeavoured to assnage honest Hector's per~
T 8
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in compassim to the distress of my servant, vet, when 1
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par: of Heczer's story had related to the death of Charon,
who, [ now found, had owed his fate to the superstition
of my uncultivazed reizhbours. I had always entertained
a formidable idea of the character of an Italian populace,
whom I rerarded as more suspicious, sanguinary, and
violent than any other race of men in the world. I de-
plored my fate that exposed me to their rage. I de-
plored my folly that had admitted any confidant into my
individual pursuits, though my confidence had been so
limited, and its receiver so trustworthy, that I could not
have imagined any evil would have resulted. 1 determined
that I would not expose myself to the risk of such
sinister consequences, as in my opinion might in my pre-
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sent situation easily overtake me. I grieved for the tender
health and the doubtful state of -mind of my beloved
Marguerite, which alone opposed themselves to the adoption
of an immediate change of scene. In the state of her .
health T had been grievously disappointed.” I had looked
for amendment ; I found decay. The decay however was
gradual, almost imperceptible ; from time to time I had
even flattered myself that the progress was in an opposite
direction ; but the delusion was soon banished. Another
difficulty arose in addition to the rest; Marguerite ap-
peared pregnant ; a circumstance that now first presented
itself after a cessation of ten years. '

The morning after the accident and disclosure of Hector
I went to Pisa, determined to consult with the marchese
Filosanto, elder brother of the unfortunate Andrea, who
wwas probably more accurately acquainted with the Italian
character than myself, and understood the shades of that
character, as they were modified in the particular territory
in which I resided. The marchese was a man universally
admired for subtlety of reasoning, vigorousness of compre-
hension, and refinement of taste. In the structure of his
mind he was scarcely an Italian. He had resided several
years in England, and was the intimate friend of Henry
Howard earl of Surrey, who some time after fell a victim
to the jealous tyranny of his native sovereign, king Henry
the Eighth. The marchese was frank, generous and disinter-
ested, and possessed more fully the affections of every one
within the circle of his friendship than any other man I ever
knew. He was of a sanguine temper, always contemplating
the world on its brightest side; and, from the generosity
of his own heart, incapable of crediting a distant danger,
or of discerning the storm in the embryo cloud where it
was silently engendering.

In the conference we held, I was influenced too impli-
citly by my consciousness of his integrity and the gigantic
powers of his mind, and did not sufficiently advert to
those peculiarities in his temper which I have now described.
The external facts with which the narrative of Hector bad
furnished me I fully detailed to him ; as to my particular
pursuits, I contented myself with stating that I indulged

T4
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freely in the study of chemistry, and was of those persons,
ordinarily accounted visionaries, who amused themselves
with the expectation of finding the philosopher’s stone.
Having heard my story to an end, the marchese ridiculed
my apprehensions. He saw nothing in the facts that
alarmed me, but a cowardly superstition whose utmost flight
reached no higher than the shooting a dog, and a squabble
between a boisterous rustic, and a servant too acutely sen-
sitive for the reputation of his master. He assured me
that the days of such superstition as I contemplated were
long since past, and that his countrymen less deserved the
imputation than any others, as, living at the very centre
and source of catholic imposition, they saw deeper into the
mystery, and were not exposed to the advantage which dis-
tance possesses for augmenting our reverence. He exps-
tiated with great eloquence on the vice of a suspicious
temper. A spirit of alarm and continual apprehension,
like the jealousy of lovers, he said, made the meat it fed
on. It brooded over plots that had no existence but in the
wanderings of a disturbed imagination. It was continually
interrupting the quiet of its owner, and the tranquillity of
society ; and, for the sake of avoiding imaginary evils,
often plunged into such as were real. He advised me to
go home and be contented. He recommended to me to
clear up the clouds of my mind, and cultivate a light
heart, a cheerful temper, and a generous confidence in the
honest sympathies of mankind. In fine, he bade me con-
tinue my pursuits, avoid éclat, and trust in his sagacity
that no ill consequences would ensue.

The remonstrances of the marchese Filosanto led me to
suspect that I had been idly credulous. I had too easily
participated the feelings and apprehensions of 2 poor unin-
structed negro, and had suffered the secret griefs that
brooded in my heart, to discolour my perceptions, and
aggravate the featutes of circumstances in themselves tri-
fling or indiffererit. I began to be half ashamed of the
gloominess of my conceptions. I could not, alas! follow
the advice of the marchese as to the cheerfulness of my
heart ; but I could exert myself to prevent my present
melancholy from disfiguring to me every thing I saw. The
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ence exercised over my conceptions by persons of emi-
intellect has always been great. Not that the judg-
t I formed of the powers of my own mind was: peculi-
humble ; but I reasoned thus. Perhaps the person I
ult is as well informed in the subject under consider-
1as [ am, in that case his decisioh is as fully entitled
tention as my own ; and thus, without cowardly self-
smpt on my part, the general balance of the argument
materially altered. Perhaps, without being on the
e my superior, he may be more competent to this par-
ar question. In either case my idea of its merits be-
» perceptibly modified. I never listened to the senti~
ts of & man of talents when they differed from my own,
58 where he was evidently visionary and irrational,
out being shaken as to the credit due to my own view
1e subject. ’

ich then was the effect produced on me by the mar-
e’s expostulation. I shook off my appreliensions, and
hed at my fears. I was ashamed of the want of gal-
'y that had possessed me, when I meditated flight
« 8o trivial a menace. I concluded that dangers, parti-
ly such as arise from the irrational passions of a capri-
3 multitude, were increased when symptoms of appre-
ion discovered themselves, and abated, when received
neglect or repelled with a magnanimous serenity.

CHAPTER XXVII.

NwHILE the unrelenting Agostino was fixed in his
bse and incessant in his machinations. He believed
the destructive mine was now sufficiently prepared,
that he might proceed in all surety to the ultimate
»sion. He apprehended that he had advanced too far
tract, that the death of Charon and the assault upon
:or were calculated sufficiently to announce what was
llow, and that it would be injudicious and idle to grant
nuch respite for reflection. The passions of his asso-
s were wrought up to & frenzy of horror, and needed
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only a bold and artful director to urge them to any point of
fury and destruction.

Implicitly as I had confided in the decision of the
marchese, 1 had speedily reason to know that it was the
dictate of too sanguine and presumptuous a spirit. On
my return from his palace, and, on several subsequent
occasions, I found the manners of the populace altered
respecting me. They no longer viewed me with a sort of
reverential awe, or fled my approach. They insulted me
with their eyes, they muttered curses upon me in a voice
sufficiently audible to be understood, they broke forth in
gestures of abhorrence and derision. They regarded me |
with looks of ferocious hatred ; and when I had passed them,
their murmurs gradually swelled into shouts of triumphant
contumely. These symptoms however were progressive ;
each day became more odious and intolerable than the last
They who have never been placed in a situation like mine,
will never be able to do justice to my grievance. They
will perhaps say, that the calamity I now endured wasa
trifling one, and that a weak mind only can be elevated by
the acclamations and huzzas of the multitude, or depressed
by their hisses and scorn. I did not, and I could not, fed
it so. There is no pleasure more congenial to the human
heart, than the approbation and affection of our fellows. 1
call heaven to witness that I could mount the scaffold, sur-
rounded with an innumerable multitude to applaud my for-
titude, and to feel as it were on their own neck the blow that
ended me, and count it a festival. But I cannot bear to be
surrounded with tokens of abhorrence and scorn. I cannot
bear to look round me through an extended circle, and see the
impatience of despite in every face. Man was not born to
live alone. He is linked to his brethren by a thousand ties;
and, when those ties are broken, he ceases from all genuine
existence. Their complacence is a food more invigorating
than ambrosia ; their aversion is a torment worse than that
of the damned. While I write, I seem again to hear re-
sounding in my ears the hootings and clamours of these
infatuated peasants. When heard indeed, they went to
my heart, and sat there colder than the aspic’s venom: they
rose to my throat with a sensation bitterer than wormwood.
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They unstrung all my muscles and nerves. I could not stay;
I could not fly. I wished myself buried deep in the centre
of the earth. I felt something worse, more revolting, more
opposite to all the prejudices and propensities of the soul,
than annihilation. I have known in various situations and
conditions of human life, what it was to be distressed, to be'
dejected, to be miserable ; but never in any other situation
have I felt a misery so concentrated, so gnawing and insuf-
ferable.

I began however, like the critics I am figuring to myself,
to despise the pusillanimity of my submission, and to be-
lieve that, if I would only make a stand and turn round
upon my enemy, I should subdue him. This resolution I
could with difficulty have taken in the moment of attack ;
it was formed in an interval of retrospect and refiection:
Having formed it, the contempt I should have felt for my=
self would have been too exquisite, if I had failed to put it
in execution. I was not long at a loss for an opportunity.
In one of my walks I found myself pursued by a numerous
populace with a peculiar degree of inveteracy. I yielded
for some time, till I came to a place that appeared conve-
nient for the purpose of haranguing them. It was a
bench, placed upon a rising ground and sheltered behind
by a thicket, which had been erected for the purpose of
commanding a neighbouring prospect. I stopped; I
stepped upon the bench ; I waved my hand towards the
multitude. They perceived my purpose with some degree
of confusion and surprise ; they drew nearer. “ Do not
listen to him ! Do not hear a word he has to say !” cried
some of them. ¢ Oh, hear him! hear him!” exclaimed
others. I obtained an audience. )

“ What is the cause,” said I, “ of all this hatred and
persecution ?

“ Because you are a wizard, a necromancer, a dealer in
the black art; because you are in league with hell, and
have sold yourself to the devil]” answered twenty voices
at once. :

‘¢ Hear me,” replied I,  and I will convince you of my
innocence: but hear me in silence, and do not interrupt
me.”
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were in a certain temper and sentiment to-day, that thes
would be found in a similar temper and sentiment to-morros.
The marchese however wished, he said, to relieve me from
the apprehension of this imaginary danger, and therefore of-
fered me the whole suite of his servants for the defence of my
house. e added that, among his friends and retainers in
the city of Pisa, he did not doubt in an hour’s time to be able
to raise a troop of four hundred men ; and, whatever power
of that sort he possessed, he assured me was wholly at my
service. | was not convinced by the marchese’s arguments,
but 1 declined his offer. 1 could not bear to think that
blood should be spilled, and the lives of these poor ignorant
wretches sacrificed, for the preservation of a thing so worth-
less in my eyes as the local property 1 possessed. 1 there-
fore told the marchese, that I might perhaps wait yet a day
or two longer before I formed my resolution ; but that, the
instant 1 saw one fresh symptom of the hostility of the vi-
lagers, 1 was determined to take my family with me, and
remcve far beyond the reach both of their terrors and their
hatred.

I staid two hours with the marchese, and then set out ¥
my own house. The way 1 took was by a private road,
open only to the neighbouring gentry, but of which my
servant carried the key. It led along the higher ground,
and commanded a view of the common highway. Consi-
derably before 1 reached my own habitation, 1 was struck
with the appearance of persons passing, in considerable
numbers, and in a tumultuous manner, along the public
road. Seme of themn were armed with clubs, and others
with torches.  Their march however led, not towards my
house, but in an opposite direction. I mended my pace,
territied with a sort of vague apprehension of what might
have happened, though 1 did not disguise to myself that
what 1 saw was not precisely that which I might have ex-
pected to sce, if they had been returned from demolishing
my property, and burning my house.

When 1 arrived, I found indeed that no mischief had
been actually committed, but that I was indebted for the
preservation of my house, and perhaps for the lives of mj
wife and children, to the sagacity and presence of mind of
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4. Bernardin, the servant of my early years. My residence
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had been the object against which the march of the popu-
Ince had been directed. Bernardin, perceiving their inten-
tions, had with great difficulty prevailed upon Hector to
keep out of sight. Nothing could be more adverse to the
feelings and inclination of my faithful negro ; but, Ber-
nardin having convinced him that his appearance would
only exasperate the rage of the assailants, and that perhaps
every thing of importance to his master’s service and happi-
mess depended at present upon his concealment, Hector

* yielded to his representations. This accomplished, Bernar-

din next assembled the gardener and one or two labourers
in’ my employment, who happened to be at hand; and,
having furnished them with fire-arms, stationed them at
different windows, in the front of the house. With these
preparations, when the mob arrived he resolutely told them
that he would fire on the first person that attempted to break
in. They were staggered: furious as they appeared the
moment before, this threat held them in awe. They pa-
raded two or three times round the house, clattering their
arms, and pouring out vehement execrations; and then
withdrew, solemnly promising that they would return the
following night, and level the house with the ground.

I no longer yielded the smallest degree of credit to the
unsuspicious and confiding philosophy of the marchese
Filosanto. I sent off my wife and children before day-
break for Lucca, determined to take shipping at the first
convenient port, and pass over into Spain. I was little
solicitous, for reasons with which the reader is already ac-
quainted, about my property and moveables : I had no mo-
tive to induce me to fetter and clog my retreat, at this hour
of peril and terror, with a single article of rarity and price.
My furniture indeed was not splendid, but it was handsome
and valuable; and the indifference with which I resigned
the whole to the mercy of chance, was a matter of some
surprise to the persons around me. My servants offered
to defend my possessions, at the peril of their lives; but I
peremptorily forbade it. I would not even consent to
their taking away certain articles, by way of appropriating
them to their personal use. I believed that if I admitted
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a single act of that sort, Ishould find it no easy matter to
set himits to their avidity ; and, as I had determined to
take none of my present servants with me, the negro and
Bernardin excepted, I feared that the apparent possession of
a single article that had been mine might hereafter mark
its proprietor a victim to the senseless rage of blindfold
superstition. I could casily make up to these honest and
faithful dependants the injury they might sustain from the '
seeming severity of this order. I determined to shut up
my house, with all its present contents, as Joshua, the
captain of the Jews, drew a line of separation round the
profane possessions of Achan ; and to leave the villagers, if
s0 it seemed good to them, to make of the whole a bumt-
offering, to propitiate the wrath of their avenging divinity.
The directions 1 issued being unhesitating and peremp-
tory, met with a ready submission from all my other domes-
tics: Hector only, the mild and complying Hector, of
whom obedience had hitherto appeared to constitute the
very soul, met my commands with a resolute refusal. The
present distressed appearance of my fortunes seemed to
have worked the poor fellow’s mind to a paroxysm of in-
sanity. He considered himself as the sole author of my
calamity. le reviled himself in the bitterest terms of
compunction and abhorrence. The language which the
agony of his soul forced from his lips, was such as could
not fail to impress upon my other servants a conviction of
the justice of the imputations that were now brought against
us. This however was of little importance. I must at all
events have been contented to leave behind me, in my pre-
sent neighbourhood, a name loaded with the execrations of
religious fanaticism. Hector imprecated upon himself a
thousand curses, if, so long as he continued to live, the po-
pulace should lay hands upon a straw of my property. He
would not move so much as an inch from the defence of my
house. IHe would either, by preserving it, expiate in some
degree the mischief in which he had involved me, or fall and
be crushed to death in the midst of its ruins. Arguments
and expostulations were useless here : his mind was worked
up to too high a tone, to be susceptible of the patience ne-
cessary for hearing or understanding any reasoning that was,
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addressed to him. Authority itself was of no avail: for
the first and the last time he threw off the character of &
servant, and appeared obstinate, self-willed, and ungovern<
able. It was only by direct violence that he could be forced
from the spot. I gave him in charge, with the most strict
orders not to suffer him to escape from their custody, to two
of his fellows. '

This business being despatched, I went, at the invitation
of the marchese, to a small cottage he possessed at no great
distauce from my own house. Its situation was so private
and retired, that few persons knew or could perceive that
there was any building on the spot. Here therefore I could
remain in the most perfect safety. I felt myself unaccount<
ably impelled to stay and witness the catastrophe of the
tragedy. I should not have been satisfied to continue in
uncertainty as to what it would prove. After all that had
passed, like the marchese, I should have been apt to accuse
myself of cowardice, and a mind soured and degenerate, if
the mob had not put their threats in execution. The mar+
chese himself was well pleased with my determination in
this respect. He was not yet convinced that I had not
painted to myself a danger, which had no adequate counter<
part in the world of realities.

I had not long to wait. The night had no sooner spread
an even-coloured and almost impervious veil over the
world, than the marchese, as if moved by a secret impulse
to witness what he yet refused to believe, came to me at the
cottage. He had scarcely arrived, when he heard the con<
fused murmurs and turbulence of the populace; for we
were near enough to distinguish almost every thing. As
they did not meet with the defence of the preceding even
ing, the work they had undertaken was presently dee
spatched. We saw the flames ascend. We recognised the
shouts of infernal joy with which they witnessed the catas-
trophe. When the marchese beheld what, till seen, he
would never admit to be possible, he burst out into a sort of
transport of misanthropy. He exclaimed that no innocence;
and no merit, could defend a man from the unrelenting an-
tipathy of his fellows. He saw that there was a principlé
in the human mind destined to be eternally at war with im+

u
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provement and science. No sooner did a man devote him-
seif 10 the pursuit of discoveries which, if ascertained,
weuld prove the highest benefit to his species, than his
whole species became armed against him. The midnigh
oil was held to be the signal of infernal machinations. The
paleness of study and the furrows of thought were adjudged
to be the tckens of diabolical alliance. He saw, in the
transactio:s of that night, a pledge of the eternal triumph
of iznorance over wislom. Above all, he regretted tha
his countrymen. his dear Italians, should for ever blot their
horour and their character by such savage outrages
Thouzh myseif the principal sufferer, I was obliged to per-
form the part of the comforter and consoler, and endeavour
to calm the transport of agony that seized upon the sus-
certible Filcsanto. He was astonished, shocked, and beside
himseir : I viewed the whole with the gloomy firmness of
a desperate resolution.

The worst event of this destested evening remains yet
unrecorded. Even now I tremble, while 1 attempt to
commit the story to my harmless paper. So far as related
to ke mere destruction of my property, I looked on with s
philosophical inditference. 1 had no reason, and I dis-
daired to recret the loss of that which I had it in my
porwer to repair in a moment. I thought I had taken care
tha: no human life should be risqued upon this eritical
occasion.  But I was mistaken. I learned the next morn-
ing with angzuish inexpressible that Heetor, the negro of
the prisen of Constance, was no more. He had eluded
the vigilance of his keepers. No sooner was he at liberty,
then he hastened, unknown to every one, to die,.as he had
declared he would, in the defence of my house. The mob
had burst into the house ; they seized him alive. They
dragzed him out in the midst of them ; they insulted ove:
him, as the special favourite of the infernal king. They
inflicted on him every species of mockery and of torture;
they killed him joint by joint, and limb by limb. The
pen drops from my lifeless hand.

What right had I to make this man the victim of my
idle and unhallowed pursuits? What has the art and
multiplication- of gold in it, that should compensate the
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destruction of so ingenuous, so simple-hearted, so noble a
creature? If I had myself fallen into the hands of the
populace, it had been well: I was a criminal, worthy of
every retribution they could inflict upon me! Some men
perhaps will ask, why I lamented so bitterly over so un-
cultivated and uninformed an individual as this negro.
There was: however something so truly tragieal in the fate
to which this creature in his generosity and remorse de-
voted himself, that I believe for the moment I felt a
sharper pang in it, than in the strange and extraordinary
loss of my only son, or perhaps in the premature death of
my beloved Marguerite.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

Berore the dawn of the succeeding morning I turned my
face towards Lucca. I beheld the last cloud of mingling
smoke and flame ascend from the ashes of my villa. The
blaze sunk, its materials were nearly consumed, and it
yielded an uncertain and fitful light only, when I withdrew
from being any longer the melancholy and heart-wounded
spectator of the ruin. I took an everlasting leave of the
marchese. I had been introduced to him under a friendly
aspect, as the man who had had courage to perform the
last offices of humanity to his unfortunate brother ; and
he had conceived a warm affection for me. The painful
nature of the catastrophe he had witnessed melted his heart,
and he earnestly pressed me to draw upon him for any
supplies I wanted, or rather to receive from him a sum
equivalent to the damage the superstition of his country-
men had inflicted on me. This I positively refused ; but
I found it impossible to silence his importunity, till I
submitted to the duplicity of promising that, if I found
myself reduced to any necessity, I would not. fail to apply
to him. It was in the very moment of our separation
that intelligence was brought me of the fate of Hector.
The reader may imagine with how heavy a heart I set out
on my journey. 2
U .
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of Marguerite. Great God of heaven! what is man?
and of what are we made > Within that petty frame re-
sided for vears all that we worship, for there resided all
that we know and can conceive of excellence. That heart
is now still. Within the whole extent of that frame there
exists no thought. no feeling, no virtue. It remains no
longer, but to mock my sense and scoff at my sorrow, to
rend my bhosom with a woe, complicated, matchless and
inexpressible. The cheek is pale and livil ; the eyes are
sunk and circlel with blackness. Corruption and ruin
have already seized their prey and turned it into horror.
Draw, for heaven's sake, draw the pall over those lifeless
features! Bury, bury them deep in the bowels of the
earth! Let not my imagination follow them into the
chambers of the grave, and dwell amidst pestilential damps
and all the series of destruction! Let me recollect all that
Marguerite was as she lived, her numerous accomplish-
ments, her unparalleled virtues,—ay, in all the magni-
tude and wealth of their detail, — for that is a divine and
celestial madness: but let me not recollect her as I saw her
on the bier, lest I become raving and blaspheme !

I have no power to talk of the situation in which I was
now placed, and the reader must therefore explain it for
himself, — if he can. I never loved but once ; I never
loved but Marguerite. - All other affection is stillness and
ice compared with this. This is the great crisis of my
history, the gap between life and death, the gulf that cut
me oft’ for ever from every thing that deserves the name of
human. Such was the legacy of the stranger ! my son an
exile, myself publicly arraigned as a murderer, the un-
merited and tragical death of Hector, the premature and
self-deriving loss of the better half of my soul! Who
would have believed that this envomed gift would, in less
than two years, have thus dreadfully changed the face of
my affairs, and destroyed every thing that composed the
happiness of my life ?

After some delay in this wretched and ill-omened town of
Barcelona (such it has ever since appeared to my thoughts),
we proceeded to Madrid. The reader will give me credit,
when I tell him that, however eager I had lately felt to
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exhibit my magnificence and my wealth, I had no such
eagerness now. I speak no more of the character of Mar-
guerite; I attempt not to compose her panegyric. The
story of her life is the best record of her virtues. Her de-
fects, if defects she had, drew their pedigree from rectitude
of sentiment and perception, from the most generous sen«
sibility, from a heart pervaded and leavened with tender-
ness. A simple stone in the western aisle of the great
church at Barcelona- records her personal and her family
name, with thias single addition, THE PRESERVER OF HER
FAMILY IN POVERTY AND RUIN, THE VICTIM OF HER DIS-
CONSOLATE AND REPENTANT HUSBAND'S UNHALLOWED
WEALTH. .

But, dismissing for ever, and henceforth consigning to
unviolated silence her excellencies, could I avoid feeling
that I could never again form a similar, or indeed any
real union, so long as I existed? Being now indeed more
than forty years of age, having spent near twenty of that
forty in a most enviable wedlock, and being blessed with a
sufficiently numerous offspring, it may be thought perhaps
I might be contented. But, without discussing the pro-
priety of such a maxim as it relates to the species in
general, it must be recollected in my case that my youth
was to be recommenced by a perpetual series of renewals.
I never gave credit to that axiom of a sickly sensibility,
that it is a sacrilege, in him who has been engaged in one
cordial and happy union, ever to turn his thoughts to
another. Much more reasonable than this is the Indian
doctrine, that the survivor ought to leap into the flames,
and perish upon the funeral pyre of the deceased. While
we live, it is one of our most imperious duties to seek
our happiness. He that dedicates his days to an endless
sorrow is the worst and most degraded of suicides. It is
an important question in the economy of human life, up to
what age we should allow ourselves to contract engage-
ments to a wife and a probable offspring : but, separately
from this consideration, I should hold that in many cases
he who entered into a second marriage, by that action
yielded a pure and honourable homage to the manes of the
first. But from genuine marriage I was henceforth for

v 4
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ever debarred.  An immortal can form no true and ret
attachment to the inscet of an hour.

Mourning, a depressing and speechless regret, was Je ,
the inmate of our house. Grief does not commonly layt L
strong and invincible hold of us in the morning of ow
days ; and, though the temper of Julia was perhaps at het
age the most tender and susceptible I ever knew, even she, -
who was now in her seventeenth year, reaped the benefit
of that elasticity which in early life is the portion of . -
humanity. Nothing material occurred to us in the firs
three months of our residence in Madrid. It was im- )
possible for any one to be surrounded with a more lovely
and blooming family than I was.

Yet from happiness I was immeasurably distant. Ex-
clusively of my recent and in every sense irreparable loss,
my mind was full of dark and gloomy forebodings. I
feared not for myself, but I had an unconquerable alarm
and apprehension for my children. My youngest was but |
ten years of age; the eldest was not seventeen. Sweet,
tender blossoms, that the cruelty and hardness of mankind
might o easily blight, and that required a concurrence of
favourable circumstances to ripen into all they were capable
of becoming! When I recollected what had happened in
the course of the last two years, I could not flatter myself
that our misfortunes were at an end, or that I had not, to
speak moderately, many fierce trials yet to emcounter. 1
scemed, like the far-famed tree of Java, to be destined to
shelter only to destroy, and to prove a deadly poison to
whatever sought its refuge under my protecting branches.
In this melancholy frame of mind the last words of my
adored Marguerite passed and repassed ten thousand times
through my recollection. ¢ She had formed the chain and
link of connection between me and my girls ; perhaps it
was better that we should burst our fetters and be free.”

Whatever she had said was sacred to the present temper
of my imagination: her last behest I would have died to
execute. The idea contained in the sentence I have just
repeated was ambiguous and obscure, rather hinted, than
expressed. But was it worthy of the less attention, be-
cause its author, with her usual gentleness and sweetness,
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had modestly suggested. an advice, instead, which she was
well entitled to have done, of prescribing a will? I deter~
mined to part with my children, that I might no longer
be to them a source of corroding misery and affliction. I
believed that the cloud that now oppressed me was trans-
itory. I seemed pursued for the present by a malignant
genius ; but a man, endowed as I was with unbounded
wealth and immortal vigour, cannot easily be reduced to
despair. When the tide of my prosperity should unfold
its rich and ample current, I might easily communicate of
its bounty to my daughters. If I parted with them now,
I did not lose them as I had perhaps lost their brother for
ever. I could turn to a particular point, and say,  There
lies my soul ! I could cast my eye upon a projection
of the globe, and put my finger upon their residence.
Wherever I wandered, whether I were plunged in a dun-
geon or mounted a throne, my heart, like the mariner’s
needle, would tremble towards that point as its cynosure.
I had still something to love, something to pant for, some-
thing to dream about, and be happy.

Having ruminated insatiably upon the last expressions
of Marguerite, having formed my commentary, and fixed
my predilection, I recollected a person, then a young
woman upon my paternal estate, for whom my wife had
conceived a remarkable friendship. She was the daughter
of a peasant, her birth had been low, and her education
confined. But she had taste, she had discretion, she had
integrity, I think I may add, she had genius. As Mar-
guerite had discovered her merits, and distinguished her
from her equals, she had been of great use to this extra-
ordinary rustic in unfolding her mind, and guiding her
propensities. This was not so much a matter of deliberate
and meditated purpose in la dame du seigneur ; it rose
out of the circumstances of their situation. They were
almost of an age; and Marguerite frequently invited her
to be the associate of her studies and amusements. ‘Mariana,
that was her name, did not perhaps resemble my wife
considerably in her features, but her stature was the same,
her complexion and the colour of her hair. The similarity
in carriage and gesture, Mariana having never had an
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opportunity of contemplating the accomplishments she 1
admired in any one but madame de St. Leon, was still .
more striking. There were points indeed in which no -
human creature could compare with Marguerite, the ex-
pressive and flexible tone of her voice, ant those cadences,
which sprung from, and communicated to every susceptible
hearer, the divinest sensibility. One of the unhappy con-
sequences of our exile from the Bordelois was the mis-
fortunes of Mariana. Her father had fallen to decay. To
relieve his distress she had contracted a marriage, not of
sentiment and predilection, but with a man who had pro-
mised her that her father should never come to want. This
marriage had been unhappy. The husband was a prodigal
and a profligate. A period of seven years however de-
livered her from her Egyptian bondage. She had but
lately hecome a widow ; and the prudence and integrity of
her conduct had rendered this alliance, which to many
women would have proved a rock of destruction, an ad-
ditional source of honour and respect. Mariana, at the
death of her husband, had no children; she had buried her
father ; she was consequently entirely alone.

It was this woman 1 fixed upon as the protector of my
daughters. 1 was better pleased with the meanness of her
extraction, than I should have been with one of the high-
born descendants of the houses of St. Leon or Damville,
had it been my fortune to have had in the female line any
near relations on either side. My daughters were no longer
children ; they were singularly prudent, considerate, and
unimpeachable in their conduct and propensities. They
wanted a protector in the eye of the world ; it was desirable
for them that they should have an adviser ; but I should
have been grieved and mortified to give them a dictator.

1 wrote to Mariana Chabot, communicating my project,
and requesting her to give us the meeting at St. Lizier on
the frontiers of France. She was delighted with the office
I tendered to her acceptance, and readily consented to every
thing I required. 1 conducted my daughters to the place
of rendezvous without imparting to them the design by
which I was actuated ; I believed that they would of their
own motion conceive a partiality for the friend of their
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mother. I wasnot deceived in my prognostic ; the meeting
was an interesting one. The eyes of Mariana overflowed
at meeting, after so long an interval, the husband and pro-
geny of the dearest and most revered friend she had ever
known ; the mourning we wore reminded her how lately
her incomparable patroness had been committed to the
grave. My girls were struck with the resemblance of
Mariana to their mother. Accident had prevented us from
cultivating almost any intimate connections out of our own
family from the period of our exile ; my girls had therefore
never met with a person who approached in any degree so
near their mother in accomplishments, in skill, in turn of
thinking and opinion. Mariana came up to my warmest
hopes as a protector and companion for my children ; her
unhappy marriage, by concentrating her thoughts and ex-
pectations in herself, had perhaps rendered her more exem-
plary in carriage, and more elevated in sentlment than she
would ever have been without it.

At St. Lizier I passed myself for monsieur Valmier, the
guardian of the orphan heiresses of St. Leon. It for-
tunately happened that my paternal estate was at this time
upon sale. I determined to become the purchaser, and to
settle my girls in the scene of their nativity. I procured
An agent, and despatched him with an ample commission
for that purpose. Having adjusted this point, I resolved to
make a tour with my daughters, through Languedoc, Dau~
phiné, and the provinces usually known by the denomination
of the south of France. I wished to familiarise them to
the society of madame Chabot, and to assist them in dis-
cerning her merits under a variety of points of view. I
asked them whether they would not be delighted to obtain
her as a companion, who might assist and conduct them in
such points as only a woman of understanding and expe-
rience is competent to. 'They, every one of them, listened
to the idea with pleasure.

At length I received the information that the purchase of
St. Leon was completed, and I proceeded to the critical dis-
closure that my daughters were on the point of being
separated from their father. They listened to the com-
munication with astonishment and terror. They had entered
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iings of my existence ; and scarcely any power less
s than death could have made me consent to pass
‘e day without her society. But then it is to be
‘ed, that my daughters were in the morning of life ;
pes were untarnished, their prospects not obscured,
gle cloud ; and that the crime would probably have
:ater, obstinately to have made them the partners of
fertunes and disgrace. There are persons who will
his passage in my history as culpable, and the tes-
of a cold and unsusceptible heart. I contemplate
at this distance of time, as the noblest and most
1 effort of ‘my life ; and a thousand circumstances
curred since, to induce me to congratulate myself
1ad the courage to achieve my purpose.

CHAPTER XXIX.

EN years had now elapsed from the day that had
:d my union with Marguerite de Damville. In all
1e I had never been alone. Alone in a certain sense
I had stood at Paris in the period that had led to
e, and at Soleure in that which immediately suc~
it. In each case I was solitary, and my solitude
appy. But my unhappiness was then in a certain
yontaneous ; my solitude was a luxury in which I
self impelled to indulge. He that has experienced
rill readily acknowledge the extreme difference be-
he misery we embrace and the misery from which
nk with abhorrence and loathing. I relinguished
ormer instances my dearest connections, my proper
d situation; but I felt that I could return to the
| resume the other at pleasure. I repeat it therefore,
. had not been alone, and now I was alone. The
otive, which in this instance made me cut myself off
y daughters that I might not be the cause of their
forbad me to be the parent of a future offspring
hom I might entail similar misfortune. Tell me
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then, was I not alone? I recollected the words of the
stranger, wrung from him by the excess of his misery at the
summer-housc of the lake, *“ Alone—alone ! — friendles
—friendless !” I began to penetrate the enigma of hi |
history.

I fixed my daughters with an ample revenue in the
chateau of St. Leon; I re-purchased for them all my
paternal property. 1 waited some time at Montauban to
hear of the event of my project, and their final settlement. }
I learned with pleasure that they found their situation }
peaceful, easy, and reputable ; I enjoined them that they
should speak and think of me as dead. I led them to sup-
pose, when I left Montauban, that I should set out upon
an extensive tour, that I should traverse the Indus and the
Ganges, and penetrate into the furthest extremities of the
East. How uncommon, how pitiable a fate! I became
prematurely dead to my country and my race, because I
was destined never to die! The first sensation I derived
from their prosperity, as I have already said, was pleasure:
my second was that which the devil might have felt, when
he entered paradise for the seduction of our first parents.
I contemplated with some degree of malignant envy a hap-
piness of which it was little probable I should ever partake.
Let me not be censured for this: let any man put himself
in my situation, and say, whether the pleasure he feels at
contemplating the separated happiness of those he loves be
not a mingled sensation ? With heavy heart I sought again
the road of Madrid.

Though my spirits underwent an extreme depression, I
determined not to desert myself or the advantages I had
purchased at so incstimable a price. I exerted myself to
shake off my lethargy, and rouse the faculties of my soul
I refused to give way to omens of evil portent, and resolved
to see what might yet be made of my endowments. There
is no misfortune that has not in it some slight mixture of
good. My being now alone, and detached from every rels-
tive tie, left me at liberty to pursue my projects with a
bolder enterprise. The mistake of which I accused myself
in the former instance, was the entering too precipitately
into the exercise of the gifts of the stranger, before I had

]




TRAVELS OF ST.LEON. 308

properly measured my strength, and investigated the use
and application of my tools. I had suffered sufficiently
from the past uncertainty and irresoluteness of my march.
I determined, as far as human precaution could secure its
ends, to encounter no more misfortunes, to subject myself to
no further miscarriages, but to take care that henceforth the
tide of my pursuits should move smoothly onward. I de-
dicated thesix months immediately succeeding my separation
from my daughters, to the joint eontemplation of morals
and natural philosophy. I was resolved to ascertain the
simplest mode of manufacturing wealth, the wisest metheds
for lulling the suspicions and controlling the passions of
mankind, and the true science of the use of riches. Alas!
I had in the sequel frequent occasions to confess, that,
though I had fortuitously entered into possession of the
leading secrets of natural magic, I was a mere tyro in the
science of man, at least in the degree in which the exercise
of these secrets required the possession of it.

Nothing material oceurred to interrupt the oceupations of
the winter. My apathy —intellectual activity, palsy of
the heart,—went evenly forward. I made no acquaint-
tance ; | was a mere spectator of the busy scenes that passed
around me. I was resolved not to entangle myself with
rashly formed connections ; and it will commonly be found,
that he, whose contemplations are principally employed upon
some secret and guarded hoard of reflection, has little pro~
pensity to communicate upon idle and indifferent matters.

A slight incident indeed disturbed me for a few days
during this interval ; but it passed away, and for the pre-
sent I thought of it no more. During the festival of Christ-
mas it happened that I felt an inclination to be the spectator
of a celebrated bull-fight, that was exhibited before the em~
peror and his eourt. For the most part I was studious of
privacy ; I therefore felt the less scruple in indulging this
unusual caprice. At the commencement of the spectacle,
I was attentive only to the exhibition. I was delighted
with the form and beauty of the animals, with the freedom
and grandeur of their motion, with the terrible energy of
their assault and repulse. It was not long, however, before
my eye was transiently caught by an individual, who sat in
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a gallery at no great distance, and who seemed to view me \
attentively.  His figure bespoke some degree of refinement; |
but his eyc was fiery, malicious, and savage. Presently -
however I turned again towards the area, and thought of :
him no more. Some time after by mere accident I looked ,
towands the same gallery, and observed this man still in an
attitude to examine me. It seemed as if he had not re-
moved his eyes from me during the whole interval. This
was repeated three or four times. Without knowing why, °
I became anxious and uneasy. I had a confused feeling |
that I had scen the man before, but whether in France, -
Switzerland, or Italy, I could not tell. I experienced that
sort of disagreeable sensation from looking at his face, which '
arises in the mind from an association of the object present, -
wijth some mischief or suffering that was contemporary
with its being perceived in a preceding instance. I am now .
persuaded that this man was one of the multitude to whom
I had addressed myself from the bench on the hill a short -
tiine before my flight from Pisa, and that he wasamong
the most cager to interrupt and molest me. But he was
apparently a Spaniard by birth, and I could not at this
time develope the mystery that hung about his features.
Finding that I could neither rid myself of his curious and
watchful observation, nor of the disturbance it gave me, I
withdrew from the gallery where I had hitherto been sitting,
and removed to another gallery on the opposite side of the
area. About half an hour after, looking accidentally round,
Isaw this very man at my elbow. I then accosted him
with the enquiry, ¢ Do you know me, sir ?”’ to which he
immediately returned, with a pure Castilian accent, * No,
seiior !’ Ile then began to be more reserved in his attention
to me, without however entirely withdrawing it.

As soon as the entertainment was over, I went away, and
saw no more of my Spaniard. I began to tax myself with
pusillanimity in suffering so insignificant an incident to
disturb me. A few days after however I suddenly lighted
upon him in the street. He was talking to three or four
of his countrymen, and in the progress of his discourse
frequently pointed to me. I could now perceive something
particularly hostile and ferocious in his countenance. The
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first impulse I felt was, that I weuld no longer suffer the
unquietness and anxiety the sight of him produced in me,
but would go up to him, and force him to an explanation.
I believed however that, in the temper he indicated, this
could not be done without involving myself in a quarrel ;
and I thought it wiser to endeavour to cenquer in silenee
an unreasonable sensation. I therefore passed on ; he im-
mediately broke from his company, and attempted to follow
me. This I determined not to endure. I laid my hand
on my sword with a peremptory look, and waved to him te
desist. His countenance then assumed an air of diabolical
malignity, he shook his head furiously, and turned down
another street. A strange sort of animosity this, betweea
two persons utter strangers to each other, and which had
as yet not deigned to express itself by a word! But such
is the world! We hate we know not why. We are ready
to cut each other’s throats, because we do not like the tum
of a feature, or the adjustment of a sword-knot. Prejudice,
party, difference of countries, difference of religions, and &
thousand wild chimeras of fanaticism or superstition, are
continually arming us against a man, of whose virtues and
qualities we are ignorant, and into whose benevolent or evil
intentions we disdain to enquire.

I saw this Spaniard but once more. It was as I wason
the point of entering the house, a part of which I occupied.
I was particularly mortified at this circumstance. It was
plain the man entertained, for whatever reason, a deter-
mined animosity against me ; and I was grieved to furnish
him with that advantage for injuring me, which consisted
in being acquainted with the place of my residence. I
would have turned away and gone down the street ; but I
had too fully marked my design of entering the heuse,
before I reconnoitered my enemy. The displeasure I felt
was 80 unaccountably great, that it was with difficulty my
courage got the better of it ; and I determined not to change
the place of my abode. In ashort time however, as I have
already said, I thought of this incideat no more. That it
should have disturbed and unhinged me, in the degree that
it had done, even for & mement, was a thing I could not
account for. Had the eslamities in which the legacy of
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the stranger involved me, converted me in so short a time
from a knight and a soldier, into a character of that morbic -
timidity. a< to tremble at every shadow ?  Or, is there is
some human countenances a fascination, a sort of mysterious
sympathy and presentiment, that makes us cower and quail |
whenever we meet their evebeams ?

Several weeks now passed away, and T had nearly for-
gotten all the circumstances of this seemingly foolish story.
when. in a little excursion I chanced to make from Madrid *
to a place ahout twelve miles distant, I was overtaken upos
the road by a cavalier of respectable appearance, who pre-
sently teok occasion to enter into conversation with me. He
explained to me several of the objects that presented them- '
selves on either side, told the names of the different nobility
and grandees who occupied the villas we saw, and sometimes ’
enterad into the particulars of their history. I at first gave
little encouragement to this communicative traveller ; but
there was something so polite in his manner, and intelligent
in his discourse, that I could not prevail upon myself toi
treat him with rudeness or disrespect.  After having talked
for some time upon indifferent topics, he led to the general
state of literature in Europe. Few subjects could appear
less danzerous than this, as there were few upon which |
felt mysclt better qualified to converse. By degrees I threw
off some of my vriginal reserve, and I found my companion |
well informed and ingenious, lively in his manner, and:}
pertinent in his remarks.

By this time the unknown, having discovered that I had
only come trom Madrid for a day’s relaxation, invited him-
self to dine with me at my inn. I departed from my
established system of conduct on this occasion, and admitted
his overture. After dinner he gave me some account of
himself and his family, and seemed to expect from mes
similar explicitness. I was less pleased with him in this
particular, than I had been with his frank and undesigning
conversation on the road. Strictly speaking however the
expectation implied was only a breach of politeness ; I had
no reason to suppose that he foresaw it to be particularly
offensive to me. Observing my backwardness, he imme-
diately changed the subject. Presently he remarked, that
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by my physiognomy and accent he perceived I was a
Frenchman, and asked me if I had known Cornelius
Agrippa, who died about twelve years before at Grenoble. I
answered in tMe negative. The unknown then entered
into a warm eulogium of the talents of Agrippa, inveighed
against the illiberal treatment he had experienced in con-
sequence of his supposed proficiency in magic, and spoke
with great asperity of the priests and inquisitors who had
been his persecutors. I became attentive, watchful, and
suspicious. He went on to expatiate upon the praises of
the art magic, which nothing, he said, but the jealousy of
churchmen had brought into disrepute ; affirmed that it
had been treated with respect, and counted illustrious, by
the ancients, in the instance of Pythagoras, Apollonius
Tyaneus, and others; and expressed a great desire to become
a student of the art himself. This kind of discourse made
me repent that I had been drawn in so far as to sit down
with this unknown, and admit him as my companion of
the day. During the whole time he was the principal
speaker. Sometimes he paused, with a seeming desire to
hear my sentiments. But I had now formed my resolution,
and gave him no encouragement. Presently after I called
for my horse. I should have observed, that his servant
who followed him engaged in conversation with mine, at
the same time that the dialogue began between their masters,
Seeing me about to depart, the unknown motioned as if to
accompany me, Upon this I became serious.

¢ Sentor caballero,” said I, 1 have now had the plea-
sure of your company to dinnd: I am going home, and
have the honour to bid; you fareweH. It is neither my dis-
position, nor the habit of the grave and dignified nation
among whom I at present reside, to form permanent ac-
quaintances upon casual rencounters: you will not there-
fore think I violate the hospitality for which I am indebted
to them, if I intimate to you my desire to return alone.” -

All this I said with the grave and formal tone becoming
a Spaniard, and the unknown had nothing to reply. It was
evident however that my dryness chagrined him ; and he
even muttered words of resentment between his teeth. I
could observe now a degree of hostility and fury in his
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eountenance, which remarkably contrasted with the pliancy
and obligingness of his preceding demeanour. I took ne
notice however of these circumstances, and rode away. |
have since had sufficient reasons to convince me that these
two persons, whose story, but for that explanation, may ap-
pear to the reader exceedingly frivolous, were the one an
informer, and the other a spy of the holy inquisition. The
man who had seen me at Pisa had his imagination terrified
and his superstition set in arms by all that he had heard of
me in that place ; and thought he could not perform a more
meritorious work, than by giving intelligence to the fathen
what sort of person had taken refuge in the metropolis
of this most Catholic kingdom. It was with this view he
had watched me, and at length, by an accident he deemed
peculiarly fortunate, lodged me in my proper habitation.
Having given in his denunciation, my travelling companion
was next fastened on me by the contrivance and zeal of the
fathers inquisitors. He was a familiar of the holy office;
and it is well known that persons of the fairest prospecs
and most polite education in Spain are led by their religious
impressions to place a pride in performing menial and even
perfidious offices in the service of the inquisition. The
kind of dishonour I put upon him in parting, though of s
nature he could not openly resent, I fear conspired with his
zeal for God's and the church’s honour, to induce him t
relate a story concerning me, more modelled by the bitter-
ness of his personal feelings, than distinguished by a regard
to truth.

Such was the snare, woven and drawing close round me
on all sides for my destruction. I was made uneasy by
the rencounter of the traveller, but by no means aware of
the whole extent of the mischief that impended over me.
‘When 1 came to retrace, point by point, the discourse he
had held, I could not conceive that the turn it had taken
originated in accident. I perceived, with no little grief of
heart and concern, that I was known. It was howeve
necessary that I should reflect maturely upon the condud
to be pursned by me. I ought not gretunitously to expos
myself to danger. But then, on the other hand, it is 1
point of general wisdom, and was particularly incumbent it
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xtraordinary circumstanees, not to suffer vigilance tb
ierate into restless anxiety. It would be easy for me,
vere not strictly on my guard, continually to find food
1spicion, and to surround myself with imaginary plots
langers. This was a vice that I was willing enough
y in others ; but there was no character that I moré
ly disdained for myself. iThere was none more
:dly in opposition to that gallant, generous, confiding
» which had distinguished those military heroes of my
: soil, who had been the exclusive object of my earliest
-ation, and whom, in my present dejected and de-
| situation, I still desired to resemble. When I came
lect, I easily perceived that this vice was particularly
to & life of solitude ; and that he who is cut off from
:nuine and happy connections of husband, father, and
L, is of all men most Kable, in their absence, to conjure
r himself the unnatural intercourses and reciprocations
stility. It was thus that I artificially reconciled my-
> my situation, and obstinately closed my eyes upon
equivocal demonstrations of danger which from time
1e were presented to my view.

CHAPTER XXX.

was the state of my mind, when it happened, one
iy evening in the latter end of March, that my valet
inced to me three gentlemen who were come to visit
It was strange: I had no visitors ; I indulged no
ition but that of the street, and of public places. Do
<now who they are? said I. T accidentally looked
nd saw paleness and terror written in his countenance.
ad not however time to reply, before they burst into
om. They were alguazils of the inquisition. They
ne their errand was to conduct me to the holy office. -
submitted, and accompanied them. It was already

They put me into a litter with the curtains drawn,
hen axranged themselves in silence, ope on each side,

’ x' 8
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while one brought up the rear. I was taken by sur
nothing could be further from my expectation than st
event. As we passed along, I ruminated with mys
the line of conduct it was incambent on me to pursue.
make an immediate experiment of the fidelity of my{
was a doubtful attempt. If, for want of timne and the ¢
tunity of a tranquil hearing, I miscarried with ther
trial would be converted into evidence against me.
succeeded, I had then to escape out of Spain, in the
of which I now was, from the hostility of a tribunal,
was said to surpass all the tribunals on the face of the
in activity and vigilance. I knew of nothing th:
fathers of the inquisition could have against me.
lived in the most entire seclusion ; and I could
any one to report a single action of mine, since I h:
tered Spain, to my prejudice. I had been wholly oc
with melancholy reflections on the past, and solitary i
tions and devices which I purposed to bring forward {
future. 1 determined not to live for ever the slave o
1 believed that the best method for defeating a dang
many cases, was undauntedly to encounter it; and
not imagine that I could have a more favourable op)
nity for that purpose than the present. I had heard
indeed of the terrors of the inquisition ; but a generou
liberal spirit lends no very attentive ear to horrors, th
and vulgar rumour of which only has reached him.
dained to be blown down with a breath. I believec
the inquisition itself would not venture to proceed «
nally against a man against whom nothing crimina
been alleged. In every event, I believed it would ner
too late to have recourse to my peculiar prerogatives.
Upon entering the prison of the inquisition I wa
conducted to a solitary cell. It is not my intention tc
of those particulars of the holy office which are al
to be found in innumerable publications. I have no
sure in reviving the images of this sojourn of horrot
know it is unreasonable to despise a man for the mi
and wretchedness he has endured ; but I know that s
the human heart, and I will not expose myself to be s
at and trampled upon for my misfortunes. I found n
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. under the necessity, while in the inquisition, of Vsubmitting

‘wprROONEN_YULA

N

"

~ to that most profligate of all impositions, an oath of secrecy

as to what 1 had seen, and what I had suffered ; and, what-
ever may be the strict morality of such an obligation, I will
not ambitiously thrust myself forward in violation of it. - I
will restrict the story I have to relate to the peculiari-
ties that characterised my case, and enter as little as possi-
ble into the general policy of this frontier intrenchment of
the Christian faith.

When I was brought up to be interrogated, I was as-
sailed with innumerable questions, the obvious purport of
which was, as much as possible, to extort from me evidence
of every kind that might be injurious to my cause. The
object of the inquisition is to defend our holy mother, the
church, from whatever might defile her sanctity and white-
ness. Every thing that calls into question the truth of her
doctrines, that pollutes and turns from their original purpose
any of her ordinances, or that implies commerce and league
with the invisible enemy of saints, it is its peculiar province
to investigate. The fathers are therefore particularly cau-
tious that they may not, by confining their questions too
much to a single object, preclude themselves from the chance
of discovering danger under all the forms it may assume.
It is presumed that he who is a corrupt member of the
church of Christ in one point is unsound and unfaithful in
others.

The inquisitor who examined me, first demanded,
whether I were informed for what cause I was brought
before that tribunal?  Whether I did not find myself able
to conjecture the nature of my offence ? Whether I did not
know the sort of crimes for which men were detained .in
that prison ? He then desired me to recollect myself, and
consider, whether I were not conscious of offence against
the holy Catholic church? Whether I had never asserted
or maintained any doctrines contrary to what mother
church asserts and maintains? Whether I had never, to
my knowledge, defiled any of the ordinances of God, or
applied things sacred to unholy and profane purposes?
Whether I had never invocated the devil? Whether I
bhad never held any commerce, or entered into any league,

x4
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with the enemy of saints? Whether I had never performed,
or sought to perform, preternatural and miraculous acts by
unholy means? Whether I had never vexed, or sought to
vex, those against whom I had enmity, by secret and forbid-
den arts? Whether I had never resided in countries the
inhabitants of which were heretics, and whether I had never
listened to their discourses and arguments ? Whether, when
I inhabited such countries, I had never assisted at the cele-
bration of divine ordinances performed by heretics, or in 8
forin which holy church disapproves or condemns ?

Finding that he could gain nothing upon me by these
general interrogatories, the inquisitor next descended to
particulars. e enquired concerning the incidents of my
Pisan story, which, having first assured myself from the
train of his questions that some representation of that un-
fortunate affair had reached his ear, I willingly related, to
the same extent that I had previously done to the marchese
Filosanto.

He then proceeded to a great number of questions, the
source of which is to be traced to the commonly received
notions respecting sorcerers and necromancers. ‘They were
so artfully contrived, and so large in their scope, that it was
not easy to guess whether they related to any particular oc-
cusation alleged against me, or were formed entirely on
general principles. Yet some of them were so minute, s
connected, and arranged so perfectly in series, that I could
not but believe they were an echo of the calumnies invented
azainst me at Pisa, of which, however, as I had never col-
lected any regular and detailed account, I could not accu-
rately trace the influence on the present occasion.

The inquisitor demanded of me, Whether I had never
seen or held conversation with any supernatural being, or
the spirit of a man departed ? Whether I had never prac-
tised diabolical arts to raise the dead? Whether I had
never had a familiar in the form of some insect, domestic
animal, orreptile? He was particularly subtle and copious
in his questions respecting the history of my unfortunate
dog, endeavouring to surprise me in some slip or contradic-
tion in what I affirmed on the subject. He asked, Whether
I had never assumed a form different from my real one,
either a different age and appearance, or a different species
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of animal? Whether I had never, by the agemcy of
my demon, inflicted sickness, convulsion-fits, or death
Whether I had never caused the mortality of cattle?
Whether I had not the power of being in two places at
once? Whether I had never been seen riding through the
air ?  Whether I had never been wounded in my absenoce,
by a blow aimed at my astral spirit or apparition ? Whether
I had never possessed books of conjuration or the art magic ?
Whether it had never happened to me that an indifferent
person, indiscreetly perusing a spell or incantation in my
Ppossession, had been maimed or killed by the spirits he had
undesignedly evoked ?

A further object particularly pursued in my interrogatory,
was the detection of my property ; and the questions con-
structed for this purpose were uncommonly artful and
multiplied. The inquisitor told me that the holy office
was, by the nature of its institution, the guardian and ad-
ministrator of every person that fell under its animadver~
sion. Shut up, he said, as I must be, during the pendency.
of my cause, and separated from the rest of mankind,
was wholly incapable of superintending my worldly affairs,
which, unless they were properly looked into, might in the.
interval be materially injured. I ought therefore implicitly
and without reserve to refer myself in this point to the
care of the fathers. If my innocence were established, as
he hoped, and earnestly prayed to the mother of God, and
the saints of Jesus, might ultimately happen, I should find
the holy office a faithful and qualified steward. If, on the
contrary, I should be proved a heretic and an alien to the
Most High, I ought then to rejoice in the beneficent inter~
ference of the fathers, who, by dedicating my wealth to
consecrated purposes, would mitigate in the eye of the just
Judge of heaven and earth the duration or fierceness of my
punishments in a future world. The inquisitor had ap-
parently heard various reports of my riches, and was in-
expressibly chagrined that he should be found so unskilful
a member of his profession, a8 not to be able to extort from
me a full confession on that head. After having employed
every artifice of menace and terror, after having endea~
voured to soothe and cajole me by blandishments and pes~
suasion, and finding all his expedients fruitless, he poured
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upon me the full storm of his indignaton. He said, ic
waas apparent that 1 was dealing disingenuously and fraud-
ulently with the delezateld guardians of religion ; it was
impenahle that the expenditure I was well known more or
Jens to have incurred could be supported without consider-
able funds ; and my evident duplicity and concealment in
this point imunst be regarded as a full confirmation of every
crime my accusers had alleged against me.

Iu the course of iy examinations, the inquisitor who
questioned e gave himself the trouble of entering into a
full vindication of the tribunal of which he was a member.
He maid, that every thing that was valuable to mankind,
not ouly in a future state, but also in the present, depended
upon preserving in full vigour and strength the sacred in-
stitutions of the Christian faith ; and that those who were
endowed with powers sufficient for that purpose would be
in the highest degree inexcusable in the sight of God, if
they did not vigilantly and inflexibly maintain the exertion
of those powers. 1t was an cgregious mistake of self-willed

aml opinionated men, to suppose that the maintenance of |

our holy religion was sufficiently provided for by the clear-
ness of its evidenee. It was no less dangerous, to pretend
that the stability and duration of the church of Christ
wight be contided to the providence of God. Providence
acts by human means ; and it was presumptuous for these
who neglected the means to trust that they should never-
theless see the end adequately secured. ' Why had Provi-
dence thought proper to generate an alliance between church
and atate, and to place the powers and authority of human
society in the hands of the adherents of the Christian faith *
Magistiates and governments were thus made the vicars of
Heaven, and great would be their condemnation if they
ucglectad the trust reposed in them.  The great adversary
of mankind was incessantly watchful for the destruction of
souls ; and. white he spread abroad his delusions, it was
folly to imazize that evidence alone was powerful enough
to counterac: theim. What fadzes were the great mass of
maniaand of the mtegrity and validity of evidence 2 The josc
of the seorner was ever &8 hand o tum into ridicule the mos
sacral mysteries. The epposcrs of our holy faith were in-
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defatigable in their industry, and as anxious in their exertions
to deprive their fellow-men of every comfort and hope,
as if infidelity, which was the curse of the human species,
were the greatest blessing that could be conferred . on
them. The devil was a hard taskmaster, and granted no
vacation, night or day, to those who enlisted themselves in
the support of his cause. It might answer well enough
the purpose of the vain-glorious theorist, to suppose that
man was a rational animal ; but they who had regarded
human society with an observing eye knew that it was
otherwise. Delusion would ever be too hard for evidence,
and the grossest falsehoods prove victorious over the most
sacred truths, if what was illiberally and maliciously styled
persecution were not brought in aid of the cause of religion.
The passions of mankind were on the side of falsehood ;
man, unrestrained by law, was a wild, ferocious, and most
pernicious beast, and, were it not for the wholesome curb
of authority, would speedily throw off all ties and limit-
ations, human and divine. Nothing could more clearly
prove, that the heretical followers of Luther and Calvin,
who had lately sprung up for the plague of mankind,
whatever they might pretend, were in reality the deter-
mined enemies of all revelation, than their continual de-
mand, that the cause should be tried by discussion, and
that every man should be defended in the exercise of his
private judgment. They could not but know,— every
man not totally robbed of all power of discernment must
know, — that, if this demand were once granted, it would
prove a blow at the root of every sentiment of religion.
The inquisition therefore was the most salutary institution
that had ever been devised; and the future welfare of
mankind wholly depended upon the maintenance of its
powers and its maxims, By a moderate and judicious
exhibition of terror, it superseded the necessity of innu-
merable punishments. The inquisition was not capricious:
and uncertain in its policy ; it acted under the direction of
immutable laws ; it held a tender, but a firm rein upon the
extravagances and madness of mankind. Nothing was
more notorious, than that a regular and systematical pro-
ceeding was both more effectual and more generous than
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one that was fickle. He defied the whole history of the ;
world to produce an example of so merciful a tribunal.
The great end of its policy was the reclaiming of sinnens
and the muliplication of penitents, who, after a gentle
and salutary discipline, were again by holy church received -
into her hosom : and even when they delivered the finally
impenitent to the flames, it was to the flames of a purifving
fire. which by destroving the flesh redeemed or diminished
the punishmnents of a future world. He knew that an out- '
ery had been artfully raised against the proceedings of the
holy office.  But it was easy to see that its enemies, under
the pretence of compassion for its victims, concealed an
inveterate animosity against property, religion, and cisil
society.  The anabaptists had thrown off the mask, and
discovered their true designs ; and the rest were only more
plausible and specious, in proportion as they were more
timid. The present was the most important crisis that °
ever occurred in the history of the world. There was 3
spirit at work, that aimed at dissolving all the bonds of
civil society, and converting mankind into beasts and |
savages. VWho had not heard of the levellers, millenarians,
and fifth-monarchy-men, who, under the specious guise of
disinterestedness and an universal love of mankind, hsd
nothing in view but the most sacrilegious and unprincipled
depredations ? It was true that the preachers of these
doctrines were utterly contemptible both for numbers and
talent: but it would be found a short-sighted policy, to
overlook these desperate assailants on account of the poor-
ness and meanness of their qualifications. For his own
part he did not hesitate to say, that human society would
owe its preservation, if it were preserved, to the merciful
yet vigorous proceedings of the court of inquisition. The
misrepresentations that were invidiously made of the pre-
sent firm and vigilant system of policy would be heard for
a day, and then universally abandoned. Posterity, he was
well assured, would do full justice to the sagacity and
soundness of the conduct of this calumniated and much
injured institution,

The reader will forgive me if the panegyric thus elabo-
rately pronounced by the inquisitor who examined me,
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upen the court of which he was a member, had not all the

weight with my mind at the moment I heard it which he
will probably ascribe to it in the calmness of the closet.
It is so difficult to be impartial in our own cause! The
candid mind will no doubt make a large allowance for the
unhappy situation in which I now stood, and the bitter and
galling thoughts that preyed upon my memory. But, if I
am chargeable with temporary injustice in the judgment X
then passed on the arguments of the inquisitor, I flatter
myself that I have been able, after the interval that has
elapsed, to give a true and adequate statement of them.
Beside these reasonings on the necessity of a wholesome
testraint on the privileges of speaking and writing, the
father in another of my examinations condescended to
delineate to me the mysteries of the world of spirits. He
reminded me that in the first grand rebellion upon record,
that of the fallen angels, of which he considered the present
defection under Luther and Calvin as in some measure a
counterpart, a third of the host of heaven had been thrust
out of the celestial mansions. These accursed spirits had
since been permitted to pursue their machinations on
the face of our earth. ¢ The devil, like a roaring lion,
goeth about, seeking whom he may devour.” The oracles
of the heathens, the temptations of Job and of our Saviour,
and the demoniacs of sacred writ, were examples of the
extensive power which Heaven had thought fit to allow
him. Men of a sceptical and feeble understanding had
been tempted to doubt whether this was consistent with
the wisdom and goodness of God. But, though it was in
vain for us to pretend to fathom the depth of the divine
mysteries, there were certain reasons that were sufficiently
obvious to every ingenuous mind. There were persons in
all ages of the world, who, like the Sadducees in the time
of our blessed Saviour, were inclined to affirm ¢ that there
was no resurrection, neither angel, nor spirit;” and God
permitted the lying wonders of infernal agents the more
completely to confound the unbelief of his enemies. He
who witnessed the wonderful operations of witcheraft, or
saw the ghost of a man departed, could not doubt of the
interference of invisible agents in the concerns of out
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nether world ; and, if there were devils and apparitions, i
would be to the last degree unreasonable to deny the ex-
istence of God, or the miracles of Christ. These weret:-
be received as the grounds of the divine permission of
sorcerers, nccromancers, and witches. But the rules of
the divine conduct were not to constitute the rules of ours
He might permit the agency of invisible malice, becaus |
he saw things upon an unlimited scale, his judgments were :
infallible, and he could say to Beelzebub himself, « Thus }
far shalt thou go, and no further.” Those to whose care
was intrusted the welfare of mankind here or hereafter
were bound as far as possible to oppose themselves to the
empire of Satan. His power was given him only fora:
time, and, if not strictly restrained of God and the powen
ordained of God, it would over-run every thing, and replung |
all this beautiful scene of creation in its original chass. L
There was an endless and eternal war between God and
the devil, and the governors of the church were Heaven's
ficld-officers and pioneers for carrying it on. Of all the
crimes, he added, to which the depravity of human nature {
had given birth, the most astonishing and the most hor-
rible was that of diabolical commerce. That human
creatures should be so far infatuated, as to enter into
league with the declared enemy of souls, and for the pos-
session of a short-lived and precarious power to sign away
their spirits to etcrnal damnation, was so extraordinary as
to have been wholly unworthy of credit, were it not sup-
ported by evidence as strong and irresistible as that of the
miracles of Jesus Christ himself. The persons who thus
voluntarily made themselves accursed before God deserved '
to be regarded with alienation and horror by the whole
human race. Every man that saw them was bound by
his baptisinal engagements to destroy them ; and whoever
administered to them the smallest portion of food, drink,
or comfort, thereby rendered himself a party to their guilt.
The inquisition especially had declared against this race of
men eternal war, and considered their crime as more com-
plicated, audacious, and pestilential, than any other branch
of heresy. Having, for his own part, no doubt that I was
one of these noxious and enormous reprobates, he exhorted
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- 'me to make a voluntary confession of my evil deeds, and,
by submitting readily to the tortures and punishments of
this world, endeavour to free myself, if it were yet possible,
from those of the world to come.

These discourses of the inquisitor were variously inter-
spersed through the three examinations to which I was
subjected a short time after I became an inhabitant of the
holy house. On my part I endeavoured to the best of my
power to repel the imputations cast upon me, to establish
my innocence, and to confound the severity of my oppres-
sors. I told the inquisitor, whatever might be the force of
his arguments respecting heresy and dealings with the devil,
they were nothing to me. I was no Lutheran, no anabaptist,
no necromancer, no underminer of the faith of others, or
ally of the prince of the infernal regions. I proudly and
earnestly demanded to be confronted with my accusers. 1
asked my examiner in his turn, What sort of justice that
was, which pretended to proceed capitally against its pri-

* soners upon secret and unavowed accusations? He endea-
voured to stop me. He told me that I was not brought
there to arraign the methods and practices of their court ;
that it did not become a prisoner put upon his defence to
insult his judges; that this contumacy could not be regarded
but as an aggravation of my guilt; and that I was bound
strictly and simply to answer the interrogatories that were
proposed to me. The rebuke of the inquisitor was unavail-
ing. My spirit was wrought to too high a pitch to be thus
restrained ; I was too firmly resolved to give the utmost
force of mind and truth to the topics of my just defence.
It is the practice of the inquisition for the prisoner to sit
during his examination. I started upon my feet.

“ The mode of your proceeding,” cried I, *“ is the mockery
of a trial. From your fatal bar no man can go forth ac-
quitted. How is a story to be refuted, when hardly and
with difficulty you suffer your prisoner to collect the slightest
fragments of it? If I would detect a calumny, is it not re-
quisite that I should be acquainted with its history, and
know its authors and propagators? Then I may perhaps be
able to confound their forgeries, to show the groundlessness
‘of their allegations, to expose the baseness of their purposes
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and the profligacy of their characters. I am info
nothing ; yet I am bid, first to be my own accuser, a
to answer the accusations of others. It is only by fo
a falschood through all its doublings that it can b
tually destroyed. You bid me unravel a web, and 1
suffer me to touch it with one of my fingers. The "
of the purest innocence is often difficult, sometimes
sible, against the artfulness of 2 malicious tale,
fortuitous concurrence of unfavourable appearances
you strip innocence of those consecrated weapons by
only it can be defended. Give to an accusation the
culars with which what really happens must alw
attended, give to it the circumstances of place and ¢
lay aside the ambiguity and generalities in which you
yourselves, and then, perhaps then only, it can be -
ously repelled. You ask me a thousand various and «
constructed questions. What sort of a man do you i
me to be? Iam not a fool, that I should be inveig
am not a boy, that I should be menaced into confi
Cease your base and unprincipled arts ! I will furr
materials against myself. If you know any thing agaii
avow it! Propose it, and I will answer. Think not t
up a miserable accusation out of the words which
vertence or weariness may cause me to utter. Shs
your institution! May infamy overtake the system ¢
proceedings! That religion which is supported b
means is viler than atheism. That civilisation whi
its basis in despotism, is more worthless and" hatefu
the state of savages running wild in their woods.

“ Do you not perceive that the language I am now
ing to you is the exclusive privilege of conscious inno
The indignation I express is no artificial rage, stac
contrived to overbear accusation. You have it, as it
spontaneously to my tongue, warm from the prompti
an honest heart. If I could have consulted a friend
probable he would have dissuaded me from my p
demeanour as impolitic. If I were governed by th
tates of an ordinary prudence, I should have displaye
ardour, less resentment. But I am willing to try wi
shame cannot yet be lighted up even in the cheek
inquisitor.”
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" The father who examined me, having in vain endeavoured
to check the current of my invective, changed his manner,
and assumed a tone diametrically the reverse of mine. He
professed that he felt much compassion and interest for my
mnisfortune, and should deem himself happy if he could be
the instrument of my deliverance. The language. I had
uttered was highly indecorous, and such as seemed in itself
to call for a rigorous penance. But he should not think
himself worthy the name of a man, if he did not make suit-
able allowance for the bitter and extravagant sentiments,
that would occasionally find their way into the mind of one
in my unfortunate situation. So circumstanced, men would
often mistake their friends for their enemies. I regarded
the inquisition a8 my enemy: it was in reality my firm and
disinterested friend ; zealously watchful for my body, my
my soul, and my estate. Other courts had other maxims
of proceeding, because their motives of action were different ;
and it was but just that they should furnish their prisoners
with a defence against their frailty. But the breast of an
inquisitor was accessible to no sentiment but that of love ;
a burning love of God; love of the church; love of the
prisoner, who might be wrongfully accused; love of the
penitent, whom he reconciled to our common mother, the
church ; love even of the incorrigible heretic whose body lie
burned for the good of his soul. The inquisitor did not
discover to the prisoner the evidence adduced against him ;
that was between God and the inquisitor’s conscience. But
the suppression which was thus practised rendered him
doubly scrupulous and sceptical as to the evidence he re-
ceived ; he sifted it with a severity that the prisoner would
in vain endeavour to imitate; and the rules of evidence in’
that court were so guarded, punctilious, and minute, as to’
render any mistake in its proceedings altogether impossible.
For a man to be once a prisoner of the court of inquisition,
by a salutary prejudice which prevailed through the catholic
world, rendered him for ever infamous. This was another
cause of the extreme wariness and caution, with which that
court was accustomed to proceed. They first listened to
the accuser, who was obliged to give in his information on
oath. They then instituted a secret enquiry against the

b [
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party accused ; and, till they had collected abundant ground
for their proceeding, they did not venture to touch a hair o ?
his head. They elaborately classed all the different degres
of evidence into half proof, full proof, proof less than half, .
and proof less than full. When these things were duly con-
sidered, it would appear certain that no court that had at any i
time existed on earth, had ever been so tender in its pro-
ceedings, 5o pure in its incitements, and so every way supe- ;
rior to the attacks of calumny and malice, as the court of
inquisition. !

With respect to myself in particular, he said, they ha
not apprehended me and put me upon my defence, without
previously assembling a large body of miscellaneous and -
circumstantial evidence. The evidence they had drawn
from mysclf was negative only, but it was strong: the ob-
scurity that hung about my person, who I was, and whenee |
I came; and the obscurity that hung about my fortune, s
great visible expenditure in Spain or in Italy, and no visible
means. These were not the signatures and tokens of inno- ,
cence. They tended strongly to confirm the accusation I
under which I laboured. Yet so tender was the inquisition
in its proceeding, and so chary of its reputation, that upon ‘
these accumulated proofs and presumptions, they were not
prepared to pronounce against me. They would hear me
again and again. They would give me time to recollect
myself, and for this purpose they would order for me s
coarse and scanty fare, and a solitary cell. I might depend
upon it my contumacy should be overcome. The funds-
mental principle of their proceedings was borrowed from
that humane and compassionate maxim of the ald Roman
law, De vita hominis nulla cunctatio est longa ; and 1
should accordingly find them free from all precipitation and
impatience, and ready to indulge me with a residence, how-
ever long, in their prisons, till my case had been sifted to
the bottom.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

Tae indulgence thus ostentatiously proclaimed by the father-
inquisitor was not exactly to my taste. Finding that all
the energy of mind I could apply to my defence was vain,
I determined to have recourse to a different mode of pro-
ceeding. I received three admonitions, as they call them,
the substance of which I have already recited, in the course
of the first ten days of my confinement, and I then for
some time heard of the inquisitor no more. I under-
stood that it was frequently the practice, after three ad-
monitions, not to bring up the prisoner for further hearing
during a whole year; and it appeared sufficiently pro-
bable from the last words addressed to me by my judge,
that this policy was intended to be employed in}my
case. Without further delay therefore I resolved to recur
to the expedient in the use of which my power was
unbounded, and by a brilliant offer at once to subdue the
scruples, and secure the fidelity, of the person or persons
upon whom my safe custody might be found to depend.
All that was necessary was to convince the party to whom
I should propose the assisting me, of the reality of my
powers ; and then to put carte blanche into his hands, or
rather to ascertain at once the extent of his hopes and de-
mands, and by a spirited and peremptory conduct to yield
them all. In the period which, immediately previous to
my present imprisonment, I had devoted to the meditation
of my future plans and the review of my past, I had severely
accused myself of half measures, and had determined to
abjure all hesitation and irresoluteness for the time to come.
It is not indeed to be wondered at, that, possessing a power
so utterly remote from common ideas and conceptions, and
which, speaking from experience, I do not hesitate to affirm
no mere effort of imagination is adequate to represent, I
should have acted below the prerogatives and demands of
my situation. This mistake I would make no more. I
would overwhelm opposition by the-splendour of my pro-
ceedings, and confound scruples by the dignity and princely
¥ 2
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tisinal aluxle ; but | had not ascribed imper-a—ce ecaeh »
s circumstance, 0 suppose thae it could maserialy iyoer-
fere wath the project I had formed. I now perceived the
countenauce of mny attendant to be overspread with terror
und alurn.  He put his hand upon my mouth_ and by his
attinude meemed carnently to insist upon my conforming to
the rulew of the pricon. I was not however to be thus
diverted from my purpose. I seized his hands, and began
agnin to purasue the discourse 1 had meditated.  This pro-
cewding on my part induced him to break the silence he
had hitherto preserved.  He told me that if I did not in-
wtantly wet him at liberty, he would alarm the prison. I
loonedd hin hands. 1 then by every gesture I could devise
endeavoured to prevail on him to approach me, to suffer me
to confer with him in the lowest whisper, and sssured
him that he should have no reason to repent his complisnce.
I might as well have addressed myself to the walls that
iclowd me. e would not stay an instant ; he would
yield in nothing.  He burst from me abruptly, and, closing
the door of my cell, left me in solitude and darkness.

:
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== In the evening of the day of this attempt the keeper of
wthe prison entered my apartment. When he appeared, I
®began to flatter myself that in this man I should find a
better subject for my purpose than in the poor turnkey who
awhad given me so unfavourable a prognostic of my success.
=] lost no time in saying to him that I had something im-
Wportant to communicate ; but he peremptorily commanded
mme to be silent, and listen to what he was about to say to
mme. He told me that I had already been complained
= against for speech, and I was now repeating my offence.
He advised me to ponder well the consequences of what I
= was doing. The orders of the inquisition were rigorous
- and inflexible. The cells were not so substantially sepa-
r rated but that a voice might be heard from one to the other;
yet it had happened more than once, that a husband and
wife, a father and child, had for years been lodged next to
each other, without the smallest suspicion on either part of
the proximity of their situation. He was astonished at the
pertinacity of my behaviour. There was no government on
the face of the earth, he would venture to say, that had sub=
Jjects more obedient, more dutiful and exemplary than the
holy inquisition. Not a murmur was ever heard ; nota -
discontent ever expressed. All was humbleness, thank-
fulness, and gratitude. He recommended to me to conform
myself to my situation, and let him hear no further com-
plaints of me. He had no sooner finished his harangue,
than he left me as abruptly as his servant had done. It is
not possible to impart any adequate image of the inflexi«
bility of his features, or the stern composure of his de
meanour. :
I now saw. my situation in a different point of view.
Bribery was of no use, where all intercourse was denied.
Great God ! into what position was I got? In the midst
of a great and populous city, at this time perhaps the me-,
tropolis of the world, I heard occasionally from beyond the
limits of my prison the hum of busy throngs, or the shouts
of a tumultuous populace. Yet I wasmyself in the deepest
solitude. Like the wretched mariners I have somewhére
read of, shipwrecked upon a desert shore, I might remain
encaged, till I lost all recollection of European language,
¥ 3 .
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and all acquaintance with the sound of my own voice, A
jauilor from time to time entered my apartment; but to me
he was simply a moving and breathing statue, his features
never moulded into the expression of a meaning, nor his
mouth opened for the utterance of a sound. From the firt
I had been struck with the extreme and death-like sxlenet
that characterised the place of my confinement; but my
mind was occupied with other thoughts, and I had not
adverted to the cause of the phenomenon. I had then felt
little inclination to the converse of a jailor ; my natural dis-
position was somewhat singular for a Frenchman, and in-
clined to taciturnity : I had resolved to make a fair ‘and
ample trial of the power of a just defence, where my in-
nocence was so complete and 1 was entirely disengaged ;
from those unfavourable appearances which had constituted
my misfortune at Constance ; and I even rejoiced, that 2
silence, which I regarded as casual and individual, delivered
me from all fear of impertinence in my attendant. With
how (difterent a temper do we contemplate an incident -
which, we persuade ourselves, continues to operate only
because we want inclination to remove it ; and an incident
which is violently imposed, and to which, with the utmost
excrtion of our strength, we cannot succeed to impart the
slightest shock! The external object is the same; its picture
in the intellectual sensorium how unlike! What a profound
and inconceivable refinement in the art of tyranny is this
gilence ! The jailor might well tell me, that beneath his
roofs there was neither complaint nor murmur, that the
very soul of its inhabitants was subdued, and that they
suffered the most unheard of oppressions without astonish-
ment or indignation. This is the peculiar prerogative of
despotisin : it produces many symptoms of the same general
appearance as those which are derived from liberty and
Jjustice. There are no remonstrances; there is no imps-
tience or violence; there is a calm, a fatal and accursed
tranquillity that pervades the whole. The spectator enters,
and for a time misinterprets every object he sees; he per-
ceives human bodies standing or moving around him ; and
it is with the utmost surprise, if he has leisure and oppor-
tunity to observe a little further, that he finds at last the
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things he sees to be the mere shades of men, cold, inert,
glaring bodies, Which the heaven-born soul has long since
deserted. Wonderful, I hesitate not to affirm, is the ge-
nuine and direct power of such a situation as that in which
I was nhow placed, upon the human imagination. What
was it then to me, to whom speech was not merely one of
those things, misnamed indulgences, misnamed luxuries,
upon which the desirableness and the health of human ex-
istence depend ; but who had looked to it as the only and
the assured means of my rescue from this scene of horrors?!
I intreat the reader to pardon me, when I confess, that the
operation of the discovery I made was so overwhelming
and apparently desperate, that it was some weeks, I might
say months, before my mind recovered its wonted bias and
activity.

It was towards the close of the period I have named,
that & new incident, concurring with that familiarity which
gerves in some measure to disarm every mischief of its
sting, restored and re-awakened my mind. I had vegetated
now for some time, if the metaphor can with propriety be
applied to existence in a noxious and empoisoned air, by
which all vegetation would have been undermined, ard
which the vital principle in man is scarcely competent to
surmount ; and in all this period had encountered nothing
from without, nor received any intimation, that could in the
slightest degree .interrupt the progressive destruction and
waste of the soul. One day, at the customary hour of my
being attended by my warder, I was surprised to see him
bring with him a visiter to my cell. The unknown was a
man with grey hairs and a silver beard : though once tall,
he now stooped considerably, and supported himself with a
staff': his dress was simple and neat, and his whole appear-
ance prepossessing. A sweet serenity was diffused over his
countenance ; yet there were occasionally a fire, and a con-
templative grasp of thought, expressed in his eyes, which
sufficiently proved to me that his serenity was not the result
of vacancy. All this I discerned by the faint and unceitain
light of a small lamp which the warder had brought with
him, and placed upon my table. The introduction was
performed in silence, and thé warder left us alone. The

Y 4
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unknown beckoned me to be seated, for the first emotion
of surprise at the entrance of a stranger had caused me %
start on my feet ; and, opening a folding stool he had re
cvived from my attendant, he placed himself beside me.

He then addressed me in a low voice, and told me, thet
the humanity of the fathers of the inquisition had given
him permission to visit me, and that, if I would be 0’
obliging, in conformity to the regulations of the prison, u
to lower my voice to the standard of his, we were at liberty
to confer together. He hoped the conference would be some
relief to my solitude, if not lead to my complete liberation.
He then unfolded to me his story. He told me that be,
like myself, had been committed to the prisons of the inqui-
sition upon an accusation of sorcery. Having advanced .
thus far, he stopped. He talked miscellaneously and digres-
sively of wizards and their familiars, of possessions and de-
mons, of charms, spells, talismans and incantations, even of
the elirir vite and the philosopher’s stone. Sometimes i
the progress of this discourse I could perceive him obeerv-
ing me with the utmost narrowness, as if he would dive into
my soul ; and again, particularly when he caught a glance
of suspicion in my eye, with infinite address changing his
attitude and tone, and assuming a surprising air of inge-
nuousness and gaiety. In a word he was a consummate !
actor. It was evident, whether his designs were hostile or
fricndly, that his purpose was to make himself master of '
my secret. I asked him whether the accusation of sorcery
which had been preferred against him, were well founded
or a calumny. He evaded that question, and was only
influenced by it to talk more copiously and fluently on other
topics, with the apparent design of making me forget the
enquiry I had made. He avoided anticipation, lest he should
miscalculate and take wrong ground in my affair; and,
though superficially he seemed communicative, I found that
he scarcely told me respecting himself any one thing definite
and clear. He celebrated the clemency of the fathers of-the
inquisition. He said, they seemed to regard themselves as
the adoptive parents of those they held in their custody,
and were anxious solely for the restoration of souls. In
their exterior they were austere, and had unfortunately con-
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tracted a forbidding manner ; but he had soon found, upon
a closer inspection of their character, that the only way to
deal successfully with them was to repose in them a perfect
confidence. This panegyric was not resorted to till hehad
exhausted the various topics by which he had hoped him-
‘self to extort my secret from me. I asked him, whether
the effect of his reposing confidence had been an abjuration
of sorcery, and reconciliation to the church? But this ques-
tion experienced the fate of every other that I addressed to
him. He only told me generally, that he had every reason
to be satisfied with, and to speak well of, the treatment he
had experienced in the house of the inquisition. He pos.
sessed, or rather, as I believed, affected, a character of
thoughtless garrulity and loquacity, well adapted to cover
the strange deviations and abrupt transitions that marked
his discourse. It was certainly singularly contrasted with
that close and penetrating air which from time to time I
remarked in him.

The reader may deem it surprising and unaccountable ;
but certain it is I took uncommon delight in this man’s
company. I pressed him earnestly to repeat his visits, and
would scarcely suffer him to depart, till he had promised
to come to me again the next day or the day after. YetI
looked on him as my mortal enemy, and had no doubt that
he was one of the infamous wretches, employed by the
policy of the inquisition, and well known beneath those
hated roofs by the appellation of moscas. Various reasons
may be assigned for my conduct in this particular. Let it
first be remembered that I was alone, and for months had
not heard the sound of my own voice. No incident marked
my days; no object arrested my attention. A dull, heavy,
pestilential, soul-depressing monotony formed the history
of my life. If in this situation I had been visited by a
mouse or a rat, I should indefatigably have sought to get
within reach of it, I should have put it to my bosom, and have
felt with exultation the beat of an animal pulse, the warmth
of animal life pressing responsively on my heart. With
what eager appetite I should have mixed in scenes of cala-
mity and cruelty, intolerable to any other eye, glad for
myself that even upon such terms I could escape the frost.
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bound winter of the soul! How I should have rejoiced,
like king Richard of England, to see four grim and desth.
dealing assassins enter my cell, like him to struggle and
wrestle and contend with my murderers, though, as in bis
case, wounds and a fatal end should be the result! Thu
feeling then, it is little wonderful that I should havehaile |
with pleasure the visit of the mosea.

But this was not all. While I conferred with, or rathe
listened to my visiter, that pride and self complacenty,
which I suspect to be the main, or at least the indispensable,
ingredient of all our pleasures, revived in my heart. 1 be
lieved that he was set upon me by these insatiable hlood-
suckers of the inquisition, that he might ensnare me with
his questions, and treacherously inveigle me to the faggot :
and the stake. I felt a last, lambent intimation of pride
within me, when my heart whispered me, * This man shall
not attain his ends.” I secretly defied his arts, and amused
myself with bafling his most cunning devices. I had now
some one with whom to measure myself. The comparison,
I own, for a descendant of the counts of St. Leon, wass.
humble one ; but it is not permitted a prisoner in the jails
of the inquisition to be fastidious in his pleasures. This
man I played with at my ease, and laughed at his strats-
gems. 1 therefore felt that 1 was his superior, and, which
was a sensation I had not lately been accustomed to, that1
was somebody. These feelings recommended to me his
visits.

But what was much more material, I looked further,
and proposed an ultimate end to this occurrence. Let it
be recollected what was my unhappiness, when I found
myself, if I may be allowed the expression, suddenly de-
prived of speech, and then it will easily be understood how
sincerely I rejoiced to have this faculty restored to me.
Speech, as I have already said, I had regarded as the only
and assured means of my dcliverance from this scene of
horrors. 1 thercfore doubted not that from this miserable
tool of my oppressors 1 would obtain my enlargement. 1
stood firmly on my guard. I permitted him to run out
the whole length of his own project without interruption.
By this delay I should better understand his character, and
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finally seize it with a more decisive grasp. Thus purposing,
I allowed three or four visits to pass before I opened to the
mosca my own proposal. I designed unexpectedly to tufis
the tables upon him, to surprise and finish with him at
oncé. I knew not that all this precaution was necessary,
but I played for too deep a stake, not to be anxious to omit
nothing, which hereafter in retrospect I might reproach
myself that I had omitted. :

The time was at length come, at which I judged it con-
venient to execute what I had planned in my mind. ¥
began with an attempt to mortify and humble my guest ia
his own eyes, that he might lose the pride to make the
smallest resistance to my proposal. .

¢ Do you think, my good sir,” cried I, ¢ that I have 1ot
perfectly understood yourintentions all this while? You have
pretended to be my friend, and to come to me for my good.
I know that every secret I reposed in your fidelity, ev
word that I might unguardedly have dropped, every l:;{
and gesture that could have been interpreted to my disad-
vantage, would have been instantly reported to the fathers
of the inquisition. Why, what a poor and miserable fool
must you have imagined me to be! How came you into
my cell? Had you a secret key by which you found your
way hither unknown ? Could you ever have come into my
apartment, if you had not been employed? You fawn
upon me, and are the tame and passive agent of my mer.
ciless destroyers ! Shame on such base and perfidious pro-
ceedings ! Is this religion, that you should flatter and
cajole and lie to a man, purely that you may have the gra.
tification at last of burning him alive? If you or your
masters can make out any thing to my disadvantage, let
them make it out in the way of fair and open triel, by the
production of direct evidence, and calling on me for my
defence. They style themselves the champions of Chrikt-
endom and ornaments of our holy faith ; they pretend to
an extraordinary degree of sanctity, and would have all men
bow down in mute reverence and astonishment at their
godliness ; and yet they have recourse to means 50 base,
that the most profligate and abandoned tyrant upoa
record would have disdained to employ them. But, base

0
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as are the judges and assessors of the court in whose prism
I stand, even they scorn the meanness of the perfidious task
in which you have engaged.”

The vehemence I put into the suppressed and under-tone
with which I delivered these reproaches, seemed to produce
no emotion in my guest. He dropped his staff upon hit,
shoulder ; he meekly folded his arms upon his bosom, i’
answered, that he had long since learned to bear every
contumely for the cause of God and the Redeemer: they
were heaven.-directed chastisements, which his manifold sins
and iniquities had amply deserved.

“ Hypocrite ! ” replied I, * would you make me believe
that a conscientious motive can prompt such conduct 8"
yours, can mould your features into a treacherous expres »
sion of kindness, and fill your mouth with lies and decq:-
tions innumerable ?

“ No proceedings,” rejoined he, with an unaltered air,
¢ are base, that God and his church prescribe. I takeup'i
the cross with cheerfulness, and glory in my shame. The
more ignominious in the eyes of an unregenerate world is
my conduct, the more entire and implicit does it prove my
obedience to be.”

My heart swelled within me as he talked. T could lend |
no attention to such despicable cant, and was ashamed to |
see the most profligate conduct assuming to itself the pre-
tensions to an extraordinary degree of sanctity and disin-
terestedness.

“ Come, come,” said I, “ dissembler ; I know that no-
thing could buy a man to so loathsome an office but money.
You are some galley-slave, some wretch, who by your com-
plicated crimes have forfeited your life to the community,
and are now permitted to earn a miserable existence by
lying in wait for the unfortunate, and engaging in arts at
which humanity shudders. I take you upon your own
terms ; you are the man I want. Assist me to escape ; go
with me to some safer and less cruel country; I will re.
ward you to the extent of your wishes. Give me your
hand ; an estate of six thousand pistoles per annum, with-
out further condition, waits your acceptance. I invoke all
the powers, sacred to truth and punishers of deceit, to
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witness, that I have ability to make good the whole of what
I promise.”
. While I spoke, I could perceive an extraordinary revo-
lution taking place in my guest. The meekness and tran.
quillity of his countenance subsided; his eye became
animated and alive. I hailed the auspicious omen ; I urged
my proposal with all the impetuosity I could exert and all
the arguments I could devise. At length I paused. I
looked again at the countenance of the mosca; I was less
pleased than before. The expression did not seem to be
that of assent and congratulation ; it was rather of horror
and alarm. ¢
¢ 8t. Jago, and all the saints and angels of heaven, pro-
tect me!” exclaimed he. “ What do I hear? A full
confession of guilt! And art thou then the confederate of
the prince of the powers of darkness? If we were not here,
in the holy house of inquisition, I should die at this moment
with fear that the roof would fall and crush us together.
I should expect hell to swallow me alive, for being found in
thy unhallowed society.” He trembled with every expression
of the sincerest terror and aversion. ‘

“ ¢ Thy money perish with thee,” thou second Elymas,
like him ¢ full of all subtlety and mischief, child of the
devil, enemy of all righteousness I’ Blasted be thy offers !
Have I for this devoted myself to the service of God, as-
siduously sought out the basest and vilest offices of that
service, and loaded myself with ignominy here, that I might
obtain a crown of glory hereafter ? and am I now to be as-
saulted with the worst of Satan’s temptations? Even so,
Lord, if such be thy will! Oh, poor, miserable, deluded
victim of the arch-deceiver of mankind, what has the devil
done for thee? He has persuaded thee that thou art rich;
and thou wantest every joy and every necessary of life.
He has promised to be thy friend ; and he brings thee to
the faggot and flames in this world, as an earnest of thy
eternal damnation hereafter.”

My visiter had no sooner thus poured out the tumult and
agitation of his soul, than he left me abruptly, and I saw
him no more.

Such was the event of my attempt to bribe the officers of
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CHAPTER XXXII.

PuiLip the Second, king of Spain, succeeded to the throse
of that monarchy about the close of the year 1555 ;
his affairs in Lnghnd and the Netherlands long withheld \
him from visiting his beloved country, and he did not resch '
its shores, after a seven years’ absence, till the twenty-ninth

of August, 1559. It may be thought that a public event
of this sort could be little interesting to me, a forgotten .
prisoner, immured in the dungeons of the inquisiticn
The fact was otherwise. The king was desirous of disti»- .
guishing his arrival on his native soil by some splendid .
exhibition or memorable event, that should at once express °
his piety to God. and conduce to the felicity of his people: | |
and he could think of nothing that so signally united
these characters as an Auto de Fé. The Lutheran heresy,
which in the course of forty years had spread its poison »
widely in the different countries of Europe, had not failed
to scatter a few of its noxious seeds even in this, the
purest and most Catholic of all its divisions. But Philip
had early proclaimed his hostility against this innovation;
and, prostrating himself before the image of his Saviour,
had earnestly besought the divine majesty, * that he might
never suffer himself to be, or to be called, the lord of those
in any corner of the globe, who should deny Him the
Lord.” Previously to his arrival in Spain, directions had -
been given, and arrangements made, respecting the pious
and solemn exhibition he demanded. Formerly those who
by the fathers of the inquisition had been delivered over to
the secular arm, had been executed in the different places
where their crimes had been committed, or their trials been
held : but now it was proposed that all those

the kingdom, who were found properly qualified to satisfy.
by their deaths the sublime taste of the royal saint, should
be divided into two troops, and sent, the one to Seville,
long the capital of an illustrious monarchy, and the other
to Valladolid, which had the honour to be the birthplace
of the present sovereign. The troop destined to feed the
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flames at Seville was composed of fifty persons, many of
them distingwisned for their rank, their talents, or their
virtues. The troop to be escorted to Valladolid, of which
I was a member, amounted only to thirty : but to compen-
sate this deficiency, Philip himself had signified his gracious
intention to be present, together with the heir apparent and
his whole -court, at that exhibition. The Spanish nation,
rejoicing in the approach of a monarch who was born
among them, whose manners and temper happily accorded
with theirs, and whom they believed about to fix his per-
petusal residence in their land, expeeted him with all the
longings of the most ardent attachment. We, the unhappy
victims of pious and inquisitorial tyranny, also expected him.
Our hearts did not pant with a less beating quickness ;
though ourfanxiety arose from emotions of a different nature.
Valladolid is distant from the metropolis eighty-four
miles. Wehad already been some weeks prepared for this
journey, and piously directed to hold ourselves in readiness
to take our part in the solemn national sacrifice. We
waited however to receive a previous notice of the day on
which the monarch would enter the place of his birth,
since so great was his royal zeal for the cause of religion
and civil society, that he would not consent to-be absent
from any part of the spectacle; and accordingly it was not
allowed us to enter the scene of our final destination, ill
the king of Spain and the Indies should be already on the
spot, and prepared to receive mus. The auto da f¢ per.
formed at Seville had the precedence of ours: it took place
on the twenty-fourth of September ; and we were indulged
with an accurate account of it, and were present at a public
reading of the record of the act, in the chapel of our prison,
previously to our removal from the metropolis. )
I will not enter into a minute detail of the scene of this
reading, though the recollection will never be effaced from
my memory. Of the persons present who were destined to
suffer capital punishment, eight were women. Four of
them were taken from a single family, being a grandmother,
a mother, and two daughters of the noble house of Alcala.
They had all been besutiful of person, and of a graceful
figure ; the youngest of the daughters was in the nineteenth
z
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=31 found that I was only acting over again what he had
= experienced before me. His legacies had served to involve
.z e in the bitterest and most unheard of miseries, but were
= Wholly destitute of ability to rescue from the evils them-
mselves created, Unbounded wealth I found to have no
= power to bribe the dastard slaves of religious bigotry ; and
= the elixir of immortality, though it could cure disease, and
m put to flight the approaches of age, was impotent to repel
w= the fervour of devouring flames. I might have been happy
I was happy when the stranger found me. I might
- have lived to a virtuous and venerable old age, and have
died in the arms of my posterity. The stranger had given
- me wealth, and I was now poorer than the peasant who
wanders amidst polar snows. The stranger had given me
immortality, and in a few days I was to expire in excru-
ciating tortures. He found me tranquil, contented, in the
midst of simple, yet inestimable pleasures ; he breathed into
me the restless sentiment of ambition ; and it was that sen-
timent which at length had placed me on high in the chapel
of the prison of the Catholic Inquisition.

Our progress to Valladolid was slow and solemn, and
occupied a space of no less than four days. On the even-
ing of the fourth day we approached that city. The king
and his court came out to meet us. He saluted the in-
quisitor general with all the demonstrations of the deepest
submission and humility ; and then, having yielded him
the place of honour, turned round his horse, and accom-
panied us to Valladolid. The cavalcade that attended the
king broke into two files, and received us in the midst of
them. The whole city seemed to empty itself on this me-
morable occasion ; and the multitudes that crowded along
the road, and were scattered in the neighbouring fields,
were innumerable. The day was now closed ; and the pro-~
cession went forward amidst the light of a thousand torches.
We, the condemned of the inquisition, had been conducted
from the metropolis upon tumbrils ; but, as we arrived at
the gates of Valladolid, we were commanded, for the greater
humiliation, to alight and proceed on foot to the place of
our confinement, as many as could not walk without as-
sistance being supported by the attendants. We were

z 2
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neither chained nor bound ; the practice of the inq
being to deliver the condemned upon such oceasio
the hands of two sureties each, who placed their ct
the middle between them ; and men of the most reg
characters were accustomed from religious motives
for this melancholy office.

Dejected and despairing I entered the streets of t
no object present to the eyes of my mind but that
approaching execution. The crowd was vast ; the
sion inexpressible. As we passed by the end of 2
lane, the horse of one of the guards who rode exac
line with me, plunged and reared in a violent manr
at length threw his rider upon the pavement. O
the horse-guards attempted to catch the bridle of
raged animal. They rushed against each other.
of the crowd were thrown down, and trampled un
horses’ feet. The shrieks of these, and the loud ¢
exclamations of the bystanders, mingled in confu
discordant chorus. No sound, no object could be
guished. From the excess of the tumult a sudden
darted into my mind, where all, an instant before, h
relaxation and despair. Two or three of the horses
forward in a particular direction. A moment afi
resiled with equal violence, and left a wide, but tr
gap. My project was no sooner conceived than e
Weak as I had just now felt myself, 2 supernatura
strength secmed to come over me. I sprung away
imaginable impetuosity, and rushed down the lane
just mentioned. Every one amidst the confusion
tentive to his personal safety, and several minutes
before I was missed.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

I~ the lane every thing was silent, and the darkn
extreme. Man, woman, and child were gone out
the procession. For some time I could scarcely dis
a single object ; the doors and windows were all ck
now chanced to come to an open door ; within I
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Einn?e but an old man, who was busy over some metallic work
h" & chafing-dish of fire. I had no room for choice; I
‘expected every moment to hear the myrmidons of the in-
&quisition at my heels. I rushed in; I impetuously closed
®ihe door, and bolted it ; I then seized the old man by the
eollar of his shirt with a determined grasp, and swore Ve~
hemently that I would annihilate him that instant, if he
™did not consent to afford me assistance. Though for some
Wime I had perhaps been feebler than he, the terror that
®'now drove me on, rendered me comparatively a giant. He
2'intreated me to permit him to breathe, and promised to do
= whatever I should desire. I looked round the apartment,
‘Yand saw a rapier hanging against the wall, of which I in-
= stantly proceeded to make myself master. While I was
Hdoing this, my involuntary host, who was extremely ter-
™ rified at my procedure, nimbly attempted to slip by me and
¥ yugh into the street.  With difficulty I caught hold of his
“arm, and, pulling him back, put the point of my rapier to
’ his breast, solemnly assuring him that no consideration on
b1 garth should save him from my fury, if he attempted. to
™ cscape a second time. He immediately dropped on his
% knees, and with the most piteous accents intreated me to
™ gpare his life. I told him that I was no robber, that I did
% yot intend him the slightest harm, and that, if he wounld
implicitly yield to my direction, he might assure himself
he never should have reason to repent his compliance. By
this declaration the terrors of the old man were somewhat
appeased. I took the opportunity of this calm to go to the
street door, which I instantly locked, and put the key in
my bosom.

Nothing but the most fortunate concurrence of circum-
stances could have thus forwarded my escape. The rearing
of the horse of the life-guardsman was purely accidental.
The concourse and press of the crowd from all sides could
alone have rendered this circumstance of any magnitude.
The gap which was made by the pushing forwards and re-
siling of the horses continued barely long enough for me to
spring through, and closed again in an instant. It is asto.
nishing that the thought of escape should have thus sud.
denly darted into my mind, which, but a moment before,
. z 8
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>oked upon every new christian with an eye of the severest
ealousy ; and the mere fact, if known, that I had taken
efuge in his house, would infallibly subject him to the
rurgation of a temporary imprisonment in their dungeons.
t would be in vain for him to affirm that he had no choice
n what had occurred ; he was without a witness to confirm
us relation, and the assertions of a man born of Jewish
)arents never obtained credit in the court of the inquisition.
. added, with solemn asseverations, that the.moment I set
oot beyond the territory of Spain, I would remit to him
he sum of six hundred pistoles as an acknowledgment for
uis kindness. .

During the whole of my discourse, I watched his coun-
enance with the utmost minuteness. It gradually relaxed
yom the terror which had at first appeared in it, to ex-
»ressions of compassion and complacence. I saw nothing
hat ought to alarm me. When it was his turn to speak,
1e earnestly assured  me that he took a warm interest in
my story, and would cheerfully perform every thing I re-
juired. He was happy that my favourable stars had led
me to his habitation, and would rejoice, to the latest hour
af his existence, if they rendered him instrumental in pre-
serving the life of a human being from so deplorable a
catastrophe. While I talked to him, I easily perceived that
the arguments I used, which produced the most sensible
effect upon his features, were those of the dangers arising
to him from betraying me, and the rewar®of six hundred
pistoles which I promised him in the event of my success.
His motives however were blended together in his mind ; and
he had no sooner formed a determination, grounded perhaps
upon the meanest considerations, than he became eloquent
in a panegyric of his own benevolence, by which he was
not, I believe, more anxious to impose upon me, than to
put the change upon himself. I considered all that he said,
his gestures, and the very tones of his voice, with eager
anxiety ; the terror of the inquisition penetrated to the
marrow in my bones; and the fate awarded against me by
that court became inexpressiblymore horrible to my thoughts,
now that I saw the probability of escaping it. Every thing
that I observed in the Jew was apparently fair, plausible,

z 4
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slied I: ¢ one embrace, and then, till the dawn of the
soming day, she remains with me. I released my hold ;
the child rushed to her father, and he caught her in his
uwms. My dear Leah,” cried Mordecai, “now a sainted’
wpirit in the bosom of our father Abraham! I call God to
witness between us, that, if sll my caution and vigilance
ean prevent it, not a hair of this child shall be injured [-
3tranger, you little know by how strong a motive you have
now engaged me to your cause. We poor Jews, hunted
m the face of the earth, the abhorrence and execration of
mankind, have nothing but family affections to support us:
mnder our multiplied disgraces; and family affections are
entwined with our existence, the fondest and best-loved
part of ourselves. The God of Abraham bless you, my
child! Now, sir, speak ! what is it you require of me?”

I told the Jew that I must have a suit of clothes con-
formable to the appearance of a Spanish cavalier, and cer-
tain medical ingredients that I named to him, together with
his chafing-dish of coals to prepare them ; and, that done,
I would then impose on him no further trouble. Having
received his instructions, he immediately set out to procure
what I demanded. He took with him the key of the
house ; and, as soon as he was gone, I retited with the'
child into the inner apartment, and fastened the door. At
first I applied myself to tranquillise the child, who had
been somewhat alarmed at what she had heard and seen :
this was no very difficult task. She presently left me, to
amuse herself with some playthings that lay scattered in a
corner of the apartment. My heart was now comparatively
at ease ; I saw the powerful hold I had on the fidelity of
the Jew, and firmly persuaded myself that I had no trea-
chery to fear on his part. Thus circumstanced, the exer-
tion and activity with which I had lately been imbued left
me ; and I insensibly sunk into a sort of slumber.

The night was now far advanced, and I was still reclined
insensible upon Mordecai’s bed, when suddenly a jargon of
various sounds seemed from all sides to assail me. My
mind was confused ; I heard something, but seemed wholly
unconscious what I was, and where. I wanted to escape
from the disturbance; but it continued, and even increased.
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At length I was forced to command my attention ; and te
first thing | perccived was a beating at the door of te
chamber.  The little girl was come to the bedside, and e
deavouring to shake me. ¢ Sir, sir,” she cried in an esge
aceent, ** my father wants to come in, and I cannot slip te
bolt of the door. By slow dejzrees I began to comprehend
wmy situation, and to recolleet what had happened immedi’
ately before. 1 felt greatly alarmed ; 1 feared by the dir
turbanee that Mordeeai had not returned alone. I essayel
to speak ; my organs refused their office. 1 endeavours
to move ; my limbs feit palsied, and absolutely lifeless. It
experienced a sinking and sickness of heart that seemed ©
be the immediate precursor of death. By listening oca
sionally to the discourse which the father and the daughter |
bezan to hold with each other, I became satisfied that Mor-
decai was without a companion. I endeavoured to make
the little girl understand that I was incapable of rising from
the bed ; and, having at length succeeded, she communi- ;
cated the information to her father.  With considerable
trouble he lovsened the door at its hinges, and entered the
room. I found myself in the extremest degree feeble and !
languid ; the Jew however assiduously administered to me
of cordials he had in his possession, and by degrees I fet
myselt considerably restored.

Now, for the tirst time, I was at leisure to attend to the
state of my strength and my health. My confinement in the -
inquisition, and the treatment I had experienced, b
before rendered me fecble, and almost helpless ; but these -
appeared to be circumstances scarcely worthy of attention,
in the situation in which I was then placed. The impulse
1 felt. in the midst of the confusion in the grand street of
Valladolid, produced in me an energy and power of exertion
which nothing but the actual experience of the fact could
have persuaded me was possible.  This energy, once begun,
appeared to have the faculty of prolonging itself ; and I did
not relapse into imbecility, till the occasion seemed to be
exhausted which called for my exertion. 1 examined my-
self by a mirror with which Mordecai furnished me: I
found my hair as white as snow, and my face ploughed with
a thousand furrows. 1 was now fifty-four, an age which,

e e #
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with moderate exercise and a vigorous constitution, often
-ppears like the prime of human existence ; but whoever
aad looked upon me in my present condition, would not
nave hesitated to affirm that I had reached the eightieth
rear of my age. 1 examined with dispassionate remark the
:tate of my intellect : I was persuaded that it had subsided
xto childishness. My mind had been as much cribbed and
mmured as my body. I was the mere shadow of a man,
»f no more power and worth than that which a magic lan-
:ern produces upon a wall. These are thy works, Super-
stition ! — this the genuine and proper operation of what is
zalled Christianity! Let the reader judge of what I had
passed through and known within those cursed walls by the
affects ; I have already refused, I continue to refuse, to tell
what I suffered, and how those effects were produced.
Enough of compassion, enough of complaint: I will con-
fine myself, as far as I am able, to simple history.

Being recovered, as far as the cordials and attention of
Mordecai were capable of recovering me, 1 desired for the
remainder of the night to be alone, except that I was still
resolved to retain the little Jewess as the pledge of my
safety. I was greatly obliged to my host for the punctuality
he had already displayed : he had found considerable diffi-
culty in procuring the articles of which I stood in need,
owing partly to the lateness of the hour, and partly to the
presence of the king, and the general hurry and confusion
which had been produced by the solemn entry of the inqui~
sition. His efforts too to recover me from the languor and
lethargy into which I had sunk, had a character of gene=
rosity ; and perhaps I ought now to have trusted him with-
out a hostage. But my heart was too earnestly bent upon
accomplishing its present object, to afford harbour to the
punctilios of delicacy. The same earnestness’ caused me to
insist upon Mordecai’s repairing the injury which the
hinges of the door had sustained ; and I was careful to
satisfy myself that every thing was restored to a state of
perfect security.

1 was now once again alone. The little girl, who had
been unusually disturbed, and roused at an unseasonable
hour, sunk into a profound sleep. I heard the noise which
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Mordecai made in undressing himself, and composing kis
limbs upon a mattrass, which he had dragged for the pre
sent occasion into the front room, and spread before th
hearth. | soon found by the hardness of his breathing thn
he also was asleep. I unfolded the papers he had broughs
me; they consisted of various medical ingredients I had
directed him to procure ; there were also two or three vl
containing syrups and essences. I had near me a paird
scales with which to weigh my ingredients ; a vessd &
water ; the chafing-dish of my host, in which the fire v
nearly extinguished ; and a small taper, with some chareal
to relight the fire, in case of necessity. While I was occe-
pied in surveying these articles and arranging my materisk,
asort of torpor came suddenly over me, so as to allow m¢
no time for resistance. 1 sunk upon the bed. 1 remainel
thus for about half an hour, seemingly without the powerd
collecting my thoughts. At length I started, felt alarmed,
and applicd my utmost force of mind to rouse my exertios >
While I drove, or attempted to drive, my animal spins
from limb to limb, and from part to part, as if to enquir
into the general condition of my frame, I became convineed
that I was dying. Let not the reader be surprised at this:
twelve years imprisonment, in a narrow and unwholesome
cell. may well account for so sudden a catastrophe.  Strange !
and paradoxical as it may seem, I believe it will be found in
the experiment that the calm and security which succeed to
great internal injuries are more dangerous than the pasgs .
and hardships that went before. I was now thoroughly
alarmed : 1 applied myself, with all vigilance and expedi-
tion to the compounding my materials. The fire was gone
out ; the taper was glimmering in the socket: to swallow
the julep when I had prepared it, seemed to be the last
effort of which my organs and muscles were capable. It
was the elixir of immortality, exactly made up according to -
the prescription of the stranger.

Whether from the potency of the medicine, or the
effect of imagination, I felt revived the moment I had
swallowed it. I placed myself deliberately in Morde-
cai's bed, and drew over me the bed-clothes. I fell
asleep almost instantly. I believe my first sleep was
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perfectly sound and insensible ; but in no long time I was
visited with the pleasantest dreams imaginable. Nothing
was distinct ; nothing was attended with the consciousness
of my former identity ; but every thing was gay, cheerful,
invigorating, and delicious. I wandered amidst verdant
lawns, and flower-enamelled gardens. I was saluted with
the singing of a thousand birds, and the murmuring of a
thousand fountains. Kids, fawns, and lambs frisked and
gamboled before me. At a distance, through an opening
-in the trees, I discerned nymphs and their swains dancing
a variety of antic measures. I advanced towards them ;
they approached towards me. Fifes, oboes, recorders, and
instruments of a hundred names, commenced a cheerful
and melodious concert. Myself and the dancers now were
-met ; they placed me in the midst of them. They began a
.choral song ; the motion of their limbs conformed to their
numbers. I was the theme of the general chaunt; they
ascribed to me the beauty of Apollo, the strength of
Hercules, the invention of Mercury, and the youth of
Bacchus.

My sleep was not long; in a few hours I awakened.
With difficulty I recognised the objects about me, and
recollected where I had been. It seemed to me that my
heart had never beat so vigorously, nor my spirits flowed
80 gay. I was all elasticity and life ; I could scarcely hold
myself quiet; I felt impelled to bound and leap like a kid
upon the mountains. I perceived that my little Jewess
was still asleep ; she had been unusually fatigued the night
before. I know not whether Mordecai’s hour of rising
were come ; if it were, he was careful not to disturb
his guest. I put on the garments he had prepared ;
I gazed upon the mirror he had left in my apartment.
I can recollect no sensation in the course of my life, so
unexpected and surprising as what I felt at that mo-
ment. The evening before, I had seen my hair white, and
my face ploughed with furrows ; I looked fourscore. What
I beheld new was totally different, yet altogether familiar ;
it was myself, myself as I had appeared on the day of my
marriage with Marguerite de Damville; the eyes, the
mouth, the hair, the complexion, every circumstance, point
by point, the same. I leaped a gulf of thirty-two years. I
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peril under which I had before laboured, was from Mor-
decai, who, if he had seen me in the garments he had pro-
cured, might have recognised them ; and, though a peril
from this source came barely within the limits of possibility,
it was easily avoided, and I therefore chose to avoid it."

T passed the whole of this day in a species of enjoyment,
which, as it has no parallel in the ordinary transactions of
wankind, so are there no terms in the received languages of
the world that are adequate to the description of it. It has
often been a subject of melancholy and complaint among
wmortals, that, while the whole vegetable system contains in
it a principle of perpetual renewal, man alone,—the orna-
ment and lord of the universe, man,—knows no return to
youth. When the sun declines in the west, the flowers
droop, and fold up their frail and delicate leaves ; but soon
the eyelids of the morn are again opened, and again they
rejoice in his invigorating beams. Upon the approach of
winter, the beech, the ash, and the monarch-oak, scatter
their withered foliage over the plains; but spring reappears,
and nakedness is no longer their reproach, and they clothe
themselves anew in their leafy honours. With what a
melancholy sensation does the old man survey his decaying
limbs! To me, he cries, there is no second morning, and
no returning spring. My head, pressed down with years,
shall never again erect itself in conscious manhood. These
hoary locks shall no more be adorned with the auburn of
glossy youth. My weather-beaten trunk shall at no time
clothe itself with a smoother rind. A recruited marrow
shall never fill these bones, nor a more vigorous sap circu-
late through my unstrung limbs. I recollect what I was
in the prime of manhood, with vain regrets; the memory
answers no other end than to torment and upbraid me.

The useless wish of the old man, the object of his hope-
less sigh, was mine. Common and every-day blessings have
little value in the eye of their possessor. The young man
squanders the endowments of youth, and knows not to prize
them. If the young man had once been old, if the old man
could again be young, then, and then only, they would
justly estimate their wealth.,” The springy limb, the bound-
ing frame, the vigour that sets fatigue at defiance, and
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revels in pleasures unexhausted, would then by the nee
aud conscious comparison, of feebleness and lassitude, tx
drooping limb, the aching head, and the frame decayed .
all its senses, be well understood.  Such was my situstios
Yestenday I was fourscore ; to-day I was twenty. Yestes
day I was a prisoner, crippled in every articulation; to-dss
I was a citizen of the world, capable of all its deligs
‘To-morrow 1 was destined to have been dragged tot
stake with iznominy, and to suffer intolerable anguish amids
the shouts and huzzas of an unfeeling populace ; to-mom
1 was at liberty to employ as I pleased, to choose the thear?
upon which it should be spent, and the gratifications ths
shioull be crowded into it.  What was most material, or
mind was grown young with my body. Weary of etend
struzgle, 1 had lately resigned the contest, and sunk unde’
the ill-fortune that relentlessly pursued me. Now I fit
within me a superiuity of vigour; I panted for somethis;
to contend with, and something to conquer. My sensesur-,
folled themselves to all the curiosity of remark ; my thoughs
seemed capable of industry unwearied, and investigationthc
most constant and invincible. Ambition revived in m;,
bosom ; I longed for new engagements and new relations:
[ desired to perform something, that I might myself rega
with complacence, and that 1 might see the world start &)
and applaud. '
I determined. for reasons that I shall presently have oc
casion to unfold, that my first visit should be to my dangh
ters at my paternal estate of St. Leon. I proposed to spend
two or three days in preparations for this Jjourney. By
mere aceident, by a most censurable heedlessness, I becam
in some degree a spectator of the auto da f&¢ in which |
was destined to have been a victim. Unawares I had be
come entangled in the crowd, and could with difficulty
escape, or even prevent my being carried nearer the centr
of the scene. 1 saw the galleries and accommodations that
had been erected for the spectators : 1 saw the windows and
roofs of the houses crowded with beholders. The shrieks
of the sufterers I could not hear; they were drowned in the
infernal vxultations of the multitude. But what was worst
of all. I discerned some of the condemned, fixed as they
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upon small boards, near the top of stakes about four:

s high, and therefore greatly above the heads of the
nbly, while the flames, abundantly fed with faggots and
fuel, climbed aloft, and seemed eager to embrace their
ms. As I have already said, there were thirty of these
1-devoted frames ; and, if my eye did not count them
my fancy well supplied what sense was unable to dis-
r. The impression I felt at that moment was horrible
nd all conception. ' I exerted my new-found strength,
pushed out of the press with irresistible vigour. If at
instant I could have felt exultation, even in the con-
sness of my own safety, I should regard myself as the
execrable of monsters.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

first employment in which I purposed to engage my
found liberty and youth, was a visit to my daughters.
w carried a disguise perpetually about with me, that
d render my journey incapable of proving injurious to
.. My daughters were all that remained, if indeed they
remained, of my once idolised family. For twelve
3 I bad continued totally ignorant of their fortune, and
of their existence. Part of the plan I had adopted
heir advantage necessarily precluded me from all cor-
mdence or communication with them or any one near
1, that might satisfy and tranquillise the anxieties of a
r.  If it had been otherwise, deprived, as I had been,
i common benefits of light and air, and cast out from
society of mankind, I could have obtained no intelli-
e of their welfare. In visiting, I determined not to
> myself known to them ; yet, notwithstanding the
:ness of this disadvantage, I felt that one of the most
isite gratifications the earth could afford me was to
1d my children. What a multitude,of adventures and
lents might they not have encountered in the space of
ve years! Imagination and affection dwell impatiently
1e interval ; nor can any thing quiet the conjectures of
AA



354 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

him that loves, short of the most complete infa
What a difference must twelve years have produca
very persons and figures of creatures so young ? Wi
mingled and exquisite emotions does the father cont
his daughter, whom he left a child, grown up intos-
He sees her with astonishment and rapture, di
maturer beauties, discovering in her countenance ne
of knowledge and sentiment, and in her gesture o
ners a character finished, matronly, and sedate. ']
circumstance that I should visit them unknown, :
verse intimately with them without being discovere
it cut me off from many pure and ingenuous p
added in some respects a new relish to the indulge
it gave it a character, singular, and perhaps unprec
in the history of mankind. I anticipated with esg
port the hour at which I should revisit the plac
birth, wander amidst the shades where my careless
had straved, recognise objects made sacred to my

associations with my venerable mother and my

wife, now illumined with the presence of my
and steal a joy, unsuspected and unknown, to w
very secrecy with which it was ravished would
tenfold gust.

I embraced the nearest route, by Pampeluna
Pyrences, to the banks of the Garonne. One P
pleasure that I reaped during this tour, which the
and scenery might alone have rendered delightful, (
in the youthful sensation with which every thin
was enjoyed. Every one who can call to mind the
ments of his childhood will be conscious that dur
period all his senses were in a tone adapted to cor

‘most exquisite gratification. This is not merel
vulgarly supposed, the result of the novelty and £
with which at that time every thing strikes us. '
tremities of the nerves are in a state of the most
susceptibility, upon which no touch, however sli
evanescent, is lost, and which makes us, upon ever
sion favourable to enjoyment, gasp and tremble w
. pleasure we imbibe. We feel it thrilling througl
pulse, and communicating its tone to every part. (
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on is engrossed by a single object; or. ir w: m:
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elixir of immortality. But never till now had
julep tingling in my veins, and known the effec
every joint and articulation of my frame. 1 befor
I now felt, that I was immortal. The conseque
intimate persuasion was not without its portion
choly. I still bore the figure and lineaments of
creature ; but I knew that I was not what I seem
was a greater distance between me and the best ¢
and most consummate of the human species, th
between him and an ant or a muskito, crushed t
accidental tread, or consumed by the first spark
the wind. I can no longer cheat my fancy ; I
I am alone. The creature does not exist with wl
any common language, or any genuine sympathie
is a bitter and galling mockery to my heart; it «
in more glaring colours my desolate condition. ',
I attempt to draw any of the nominal ties of ¢
the more they start and shrink from my grasp.

moment I could not shake off the terrible impres:
lonelines ; no, not for an hour. Often does this

induce me to regard my immortality with loat
scribable ; often do I wish to shelter myself fror
sweet oblivion of the grave. From this hour
passions, no intercsts, no affections; my heart
expanded with one natural emotion ; I have neve
myself up to the repose of one genuine amuseme
any time I have had a glimpse of pleasure, it ha:
only to deceive ; it has increased the appetite, w!
played in stronger colours my impotence to ;
What is worse, every added year has still subtrac
thing from the little poignancy and relish which
of human life continued to retain. I have the
assuming a youthful and glossy appearance whenev
proper ; but this is only a bitter mockery of th
ploughed in my heart In so much of my adve
remains for me to describe, I feel that I shall be .
employ the established terms of human description
not interrupt the history of my sensations, by a
those pangs by which they have been every mom¢
rupted. 'The terms I must use may delude the re
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ra imagination that I still participate of enjoyment and of
:ope. Be it s0; they may cheat the reader ; they cannot
naeat myself!

= Previously to my arrival in the vicinity of the Garonne,
> equipped myself in the habit of an Armenian, and as-
amed the character of a merchant travelling from country
> country for the sale of his commodities.

Xt was in the close of a wintry day in the bleak and
hheerless month of December, that I first viewed from a
listance the turrets of St. Leon. I procured myself ac~
ommodations for the night in the adjoining village. Being
Low, after so long an absence, within reach of the residence
f these lovely treasures, I sought, without any direct con-
«ciousness of the sentiment, to delay our interview. When
. entered the little auberge, sheltered under a small plant-
vtion of olives, I dreaded to hear the repetition of my family
aame. I longed most fervently to be informed of the wel-
Tare of my daughters, yet I could have died sooner than
atter a single question on the subject. I found that that
ardent love which had urged ine with rapid steps from Valla~
olid to St. Leon, gradually, as the distance grew little,
changed from an impetuous wehemence to hear of, and to
see them, to fearful, awe-struck, motionless anxiety. Their
light and airy figures, as I last saw them at Montauban in
1547, danced before the eyes of my imagination : what
casualties, what calamities might not have overtaken them
since ! I was afraid almost to breathe, lest I should dissolve
the unreal scene that played around me. . How did I know
that I did not indulge this cheerful imagination for the last
time ? Again and again in the course of the evening, I felt
as if I could have wasted ages in this auberge and the
neighbouring fields, still believing that my daughters in-
habited yonder towers, still hovering round their fancied
residence, but never daring to utter their name, lest it should
be found the prelude to some fatal intelligence. How rich
and refined a repast in some cases is uncertainty ! It had the
power to impart to these precious pledges a share of that im=
mortality of which I was the destined monopolist.

Why had I not the courage never to overpass the limit
at which I was now arrived, and, wherever I afterwards

AA3
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wandered on the various surface of the globe, still to bt
sble to repeat to myself the complacent whisper, ““ I hav
visited my daughters in their separated abode, and my vist
was productive of none but agreeable sensations?” My
pensions were too much afloat to suffer me really to rest is
this patient, contemplative gratification. Before the morn-
ing's dawn, I walked forth, and turned my eyes towards
the castle. I loitered from bank to benk, and from peint
to point. Daylight slowly broke in upon me, but all ws
silent and quiet in my paternal chatean. “ The family ¥
not yet stirring,” said I to myself. I turned my steps &
the spot where the ashes of my mother were mingled with

their parent earth. The time that had intervened sine
her decease, the various fortunes and impressions I had
experienced, had somewhat obliterated the vividness of her
picture in my memory, and deadened the tremblingness of
sensation with which I once thought of her. Yet enough
was left, to make it an interesting moment to me, when I

kneeled at her tomb. Why, oh why, as it had been With .

my great forefathers, was it not a moment of exultation to
me, when I thus feelingly saluted the shade of a parent!
He that exults in such an hour, must feel that he has
illustrated his birth, and honoured his progenitors. I had
done nothing of this: I was an exile on the face of the
earth, had acquired no trophies, and accumulated no fame.
I had none to honour, none even to know me; I had no
family, I had no friend! These bitter recollections started
up in array before me, and cut me to the heart. The spirit
of my mother frowned upon her son ; and I returned along
the path by which I came, disgraced and disconsolate.

“ I am now,” said I, “in a fit temper to learn intelli-
gence of my daughters: if they have been unhappy, to
hear it will not make me more forlorn ; if they have been
fortunate, that knowledge, and that alone, may revive my
courage.” I hastened towards the avenue. I looked into
the thickets and winding paths, as I passed. They com.
municated to me mingled pictures of my own boyish days,
and of the amusements of the present inhabitants. :

I told the nature of my pretended traffic to the servants
of the house, and proposed an exhibition of my commedi-
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des; I was admitted, as I desired, to the apartment of
their mistresses. I saw two young ladies, who appeared
to be respectively about twenty-eight and twenty-four years
»f age, and whom without much difficulty I recognised for
ny daughters Louisa and Marguerite. Their situation and
‘heir ages identified them ; and when afterwards I came to
seruse their features attentlvely, I could easily discover
raits of the amiable young woman and the playful child
ey had been when last we parted. I found them eme
sloyed upon a piece of embroidery ; a comely and respecte
tble looking young woman, a servant, was sewing in an-
sther part of the room. Every thing about the ladies
sespoke the ease of their circumstances, and the propriety
of their sentiments. Both had on an elegant morning«
habit ; both had an air of sedateness and sobriety, that to
my apprehension told that they had not lived unehastened
by misfortune.

They each slightly looked up, as I was ushered into the
spartment ; they saluted me with a graceful and conde.
scending bend of the head, such as we are accustomed to
nse to an inferior whom we are willing to put at his ease,.
What were my sensations, a father, disguised and unknowr
in the presence of his children! I attempted to stand, as
is usual for a tradesman, when he waits on his customers
at their own house. I attempted to speak. My tongue
refused its office ; my legs tottered as if sustaining an un~
nsual weight. Louisa observed me, and desired me to be
seated. I had no power of choice ; I accepted her civility.
No sooner was I seated, than in spite of myself a flood of
tears gushed from my eyes. She was astonished ; she
begged to know if I were indisposed ; she requested me to
make use of every assistance the house could afford. I now
found my speech. I apologised for my behaviour ; said I
bad felt suddenly ill, but that the tears I shed would prove
the most effectual relief to me. My appearance, it may be
proper to mention, was not that of a vulgar pedlar ; it was
tall, graceful, and ingenuous, with a certain air of refine-
ment and politeness ; my Armenian dress, though formed
of uncostly materials, was such as to display my person to
considerable advmuge. Both the young ladies showed

AAd
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themselves interested in the symptoms of my distres.
After a few minutes internal struggle, I rose, made an ex-
cuse for the abruptness of my departure, and requested
permission to repeat my visit in the aftermoon, when ‘I
should have something not unimportant to communicate to
them. .
I had seen two of my daughters ; 1 had been satisfied
that they still existed ; I had witnessed their extexior health
and beauty. AsI withdrew, I 1aid my hand upon my heart,
and congratulated myself : “ Thus far,” said I, < it is well "
I felt relieved from part of the weight that lay there. With
myright hand Istruck upon my forehead:  but, oh, where,”
cried I, «“ is my other daughter? The thought came over
me with the force of a demonstration : she is dead! A
servant was attending me to the door ; I requested to speak |
to the housekeeper ; I was introduced to Mariana Chabot.
She was struck with my appearance, as I believe my daugh-
ters had been, as if my features were those of some person
with whom she was intimately acquainted. She would
probably have mistaken me for my own son, but that I
looked considerably too young. I intreated her to pardon
my curiosity ; but, I assured her, I had a particular reason to
interest myself in the family of Monsieur St. Leon, and I
therefore requested that she would have the goodness to
inform me of their affairs, as far as she could with pro-
priety communicate them to a person who was not so
happy as to be in the catalogue of their acquaintance. I
told her that I had just seen two of her ladies, but that I
had understood there had been three, and I particularly de-
sired some information as to the young lady who had not
made her appearance in the parlour. My presentiment was
true ; the impression that smote me when I left the par-
lour, was her funeral knell ; my beloved Julia was dead ;
she had been dead four years! If it had not been for the
agitation of my mind when I visited the tomb of -my
venerable parent, I should have discovered her monument
near that of her grandmother. That would have been too
overwhelming a mode of learning the painful intelligence ;
I was glad at least to have escaped that !

In this and some subsequent conversations I held with




TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 861

this respectable' matron, I learned a variety of particulars
respecting my daughters. Madame Chabot expressed her~
self sorry that she had nothing pleasing to communicate.
Her young ladies had been pursued by a train of misfor
tunes, though, heaven knew, they had merited every hap-
piness. A few years after they had been settled at St. Leon,
Julia had been addressed by a lover in every sense worthy
of her. He was rich, noble, of a gallant spirit, of a cul-
tivated understanding, and a truly kind and affectionate
heart. Their attachment had been long and tried ; habit .
and experience of each other’s virtues had caused it to take
a deep root. The father of the young man had destined
him to marry the daughter of a duke and peer of the
kingdom ; but, finding his affections unalterably fixed, he
had at length yielded, and sanctioned their mutual passion
with his consent. Every thing was now prepared for the
nuptials ; a day was fixed, and the appointed time was fast
approaching. Just at this juncture, the father changed his
mind, and became more obstinate and inexorable than ever.
A report had begun to be circulated that monsieur St. Leon,
the father of the young ladies, was still alive. Madame
Chabot expressed her fear that this report had originated in
some indiscretion of Bernardin, who, however, had always
proved himself a most zealous and faithful servant, and who
had since paid the debt of nature. Be that ag it might,
the father of the lover of Julia was found no longer acces-
sible to expostulation or entreaty. He was of an avaricious
disposition, and he regarded the fortune of the young lady,
which would otherwise have been considerable, as entirely
alienated and annihilated by this flaw in the title. But
what was more material, it by no means accorded with his
ideas of nobility and honour, that the father-in-law of his
only son should be a fugitive and a wanderer, with whose
residence no one was acquainted, and of whom no one
could tell whether he were living or dead. The manner
in which the ladies had entered into the repossession of
their paternal estate, when minutely investigated, was
thought to have something in it of an ambiguous and un«
pleasant nature. It was well known that monsieur St. Leon
bad left the country in consequence of his having ruined
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himself by the vice of gaming. * Surely,” said some, it is
a little mysterious, how his children came, after an interva
of nine years, to be able to repurchase all he ever possessed.”
In short, the more the old vicomte was reasoned with, the
more furious he grew. At length he made use of the
power which the government of France vests in the father
of a family, and shut up his son in one of the royal pi- ‘
sons. This was a fatal blow both to the chevalier and his
mistress. Disappointed in the object of his warmest affec.
tions, maltreated and disgraced by the severity of a father,
his health sensibly declined. Nothing however could shake
the inflexibility of the vicomte ; he would release his sm
upon no other terms than a renunciation of his love, terms
which the sense of dignity and honour in the young gentle-
man, equally with his passion, forbade him to accept. To
all representations of the necessity of granting liberty to
his son, if he would not make himself answerable for his
death, the vicomte sternly replied, “ that he preferred his
dying to the idea of his connecting himself with a family
of dishonour.” It was not till a few weeks before he ex~
pired, that the father had consented to his release from
prison, and had removed him to one of his castles ina
remote province. But the malady of the chevalier was
found incurable ; the vital principles of the system were
fatally deranged. The lover died ; and the consequences
of this unhappy affair had put a premature close to the
existence of the unfortunate Julia. Madame Chabot added
that, the circumstance of this story having become a subject
of public animadversion, it had had a most unfavourable
effect on the prospects of the surviving sisters. They bore
their situation with dignity ; but they could not but feel
the unhappy coincidence, which cut them off from the
happiest condition of human life, an honourable and well
assorted settlement in marriage.

While madame Chabot related to me the tragical history
of Julia, I felt convulsed with passion, and more than once
burst into an agony of tears. Fatal legacy ! atrocious secrets
of medicine and chemistry! every day opened to my as-
tonished and terrified sight a wider prospect of their wasteful
effects! A common degree of penetration might have.
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shown me, that secrets of this character cut off their pos-
sestor from the dearest ties of human existence, and render
him a solitary, cold, self-centered individual ; his heart no
Jonger able to pour itself into the bosom of a mistress or a
friend ; his bosom no longer qualified to receive upon equal
terms the overflowing of a kindred heart. But no mere
exercise of imagination, nothing short of the actual ex-
perience through which I had passed, could have ade-
quately represented the mischiefs of a thousand various
names, that issued from this Pandora’s box, this extract.of
a universal panacea. I regarded myself as the murderer of
these two lovers, than whom I concluded, from my per-
sonal observation of the one, and all that I heard of the
other, two purer and more affectionate beings, more sin-
gularly qualified to form each other’s happiness, had never
existed. I felt as truly haunted with the ghosts of those I
had murdered, as Nero or Caligula might have been ; my
wife, my gon, my faithful negro; and now, in addition to
these, the tender Julia and her unalterable admirer. I pos-
seseed the gift of immortal life ; but I looked on myself as
a monster that did not deserve to exist.

It is with dificulty that I shall be able to make the
reader understand how much more severe the impression
of this last catastrophe was made to me, by the place and
time in which I received the intelligence. We are creatures
of sensation : our worst calamities derive as much of their
pungency from the accessories by which they are accom-
penied, as they do from their intrinsic evil. If I had heard
this story at any other period, I am persuaded its effects
would not have been half so painful. The idea of my
daughters was faded in my sensorium, and whatever re-
lated to them, though really felt, and felt like a father,
would have been felt with a less overpowering interest.

But now I had journeyed from Valladolid to the Ga-
ronne to behold them ; I had surveyed the castle they in-
habited ; I had viewed the garden which they arranged
with their hands; I had entered the parlour which they
sdorned with their presence. All this controlled the oper-
ation of absence and of distance; I felt at this moment
as if T had been accustomed to see them every day, and to
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CHAPTER XXXV.

Frox St. Leon I proceeded to the kingdomn of Hungary.
To complete this journey I must pass through near twenty
degrees of longitude. But that was a trivial consideration:
what I most desired was to gain a new situation, and enter
upon an untried scene. I had determined in my next expe-
riment upon the endowments of the stranger, to make n 5
balf-formed efforts, and to suffer no mischiefs that drew
their source from my own irresolution. I determined, s
I have said, to forestall all opposition by my firmness, and
to silence all objectors by the display of a more than princey
magnificence. I thought it therefore eligible to remove to
a scene, where no encounter with any one I had ever known
might abash me, and no relation of any adventure I had ever {
met should follow me. The change of my figure, it is true, 7
would render an encounter of this sort of little momentto |
my liberty or my reputation ; but I was a new man, and

I was desirous to engross and to feel the benefits that attend
upon novelty. )

There was another motive however secretly working at
my heart, of a grander and more exalted cast, that made
me prefer Hungary to all the countries of the earth. Hun-
gary had been now, for upwards of a century, the great
frontier of the Christian world, — the theatre upon which
the followers of Mahomet contended against the followers of
Jesus for destruction and for empire. My mind had from
time to time brooded over this picture in the solitude and
forlornness of my dungeon. I ruminated on all the calami-
ties of Hungary, from the battle of Warna in 1444, to the
battle of Mohacz in 1526 ; in both of which this generous
nation had unsuccessfully achieved prodigies of valour, and,
even by their defeats, had protracted the date of their own
independence, and co-operated for the defence of the popu-
lation and arts of Europe against a barbarous and blood-
delighting foe. My thoughts dwelt with rapturous admir-
ation upon the exploits of the heroic Huniades and his
greater son. In the course of my many-coloured experience
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I had scen sométhing of war, and was not totally unac-
juaintéd with its never-failing consequences. Meditating as
[ had done in-the dungeons of the inquisition, if ever I re-
sovered my personal }berty and my freedom of action, 8
‘ourney into Hungary, my imagination had grown familiar
vish captured towns and smoking villages ; with the gallant
oldier stretched lifeless on the plain, and the defenceless
nother and her offspring brutally insulted and massacred ;
vith fields laid waste, and a people lifting up their hands
or-bread. Determined as I was to open at once all the
tores of my wealth, I thought I could not find a nobler
icene for its display. -I resolved to pour the entire stream
»f my riches, like a mighty river, to fertilise these wasted
olains, and revive their fainting inhabitants. Thus proceed-
ng, should I not have a right to expect to find myself
guarded by the faithful love of a people who would be in-
ielted to my beneficence for every breath they drew?
Chis was the proper scene in which for the possessor of the
shilesopher’s stone to take up his abode. He who could
‘eel his ambition satisfied in a more straitened field would,
»y so doing, prove himself unworthy of the mighty bless-
ng.

Nothing occurred to me in my journey of importance
mough to obtain a place in this history. When I arrived,
[ found the condition of the inhabitants even more wretched
than the lawlessness of my imagination had represented it.
[n the battle of Mohacz the last of the line of their native
iovereigns, together with the flower of his nobility, had
fallen a victim to the merciless plague of war. What sur-
rived of eminent persons in the state assembled soon after in
1ational diet, and elected, as they had been accustomed to
1o, one of the most illustrious among themselves to preside
wer the councils and to conduct the battles of their coune
ry. But the princes of the house of Austria, ever on the
vatch for the aggrandisement of their family, seized the
pportunity of their disastrous situation to enslave the
Hungarians to their sceptre. Charles the Fifth caused his
wother Ferdinand, whose consort was only sister to the
leceased monarch, to advance his claim to the vacant throne,
ud to enter the country with an imperial army. The na«
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tive and elected sovereign fourd himself, in the weakest
condition of hLis realm, unable to resist the Austrian anm,
and was finally driven 10 the despenste expedient of calliy
in the Turk to his ascistance. Frum this time, for v
upwards of thirty years, the kingdom. had been Py
two foreign invaders, alternately taking and retaking Mt
most considerable towns, and tfim'buling with the striva
impartiality the miseries of war to her devoted inhabitans
Solyman the Magnificent, the present Ottornan emperor, i
no long time threw off the mask ; and, like his rival Fed-
nand, professed to fight only for the enlargement of bis
own dominions ; while the claims, the Liberties, the const:
tution, and the prosperity of Hungary, were alike trodds
under foot in the protracted and i struggle.

At the period at which I entered this unfortunate resls,
the Turk was in possession of Buda, Gran, Temeswar, n
many of the most considerable cities ; and Ferdinand, wh
had now succeeded Charles in the imperial dignity, had
been obliged to withdraw the seat of the national goven-
ment from the first of these towns, the ancient
to the comparatively insignificant city of Presburg. The
war between the two parties had more than once been inter-
rupted ; not indeed by the more stable accommodations of s
treaty of peace, but by a truce variously concluded for the
terms of six or of eight years. Short as was the period
assigned to the suspension of arms, it was never suffered to
reach its natural termination ; but, after the interval of one
or two summers, hostilities did not fail to break out aguin,
with aggravated symptoms of resentment and animosity.
The warfare that was now carried on had more in it of pas-
gion than vigour : it was of little moment to the interest of
either of the princes under whose banners it was conducted ;
but it was not on that account the less, but rather the more,
vexatious and distressing to the Hungarian people. It
obeyed no rule; it operated in every direction ; no place,
no province, no town, — neither the church nor the palace,
neither the cottage nor the castle, — could assure safety to
those who sought its protection. A flying party, which was
to-day in the west, would almost the next day make its

appearance in the eastern extremity of the kingdom. Arts
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-were neglected ; civilisation was destroyed ; the stern amd
haughty baron, free from restraint, would sally from his
‘castle, sometimes in pursuit of plunder, sometimes of pri-
wvate resentment and revenge ; the starving peasantry gladly
enlisted in the band of a ferocious partisan for bread ; the
-gangs-of robbers, which the vigilant policy of better times
had shmost annihilated, rose again in importance, and
swelled into regiments; and, while they assumed at plea-
-wure the denomination of adherents to Ferdinand or to Soly-
masn, perpetrated every species of excess with impunity.
Whex a reflecting spectator surveys a country in a condition
like this, he is tempted to wonder that the inhabitants still
yetain the courage to bestow on their fields any sort of culti-
wation, and that the licensed or the unlicensed robber still
finds semething over which to extend the fangs of his

J ¢ h:{l not long passed the gates of Vienna, before I be-
gan to observe the symptoms of that, which I had come
from the Pyrenees and the Garonne to visit. The farther
1 advanced, the more melancholy was the scene I beheld,
‘The country in some places entirely deserted ; villages laid
in ashes; cities reduced to the dimensions and insigni-
flcance of villages ; fields fertilised or made rank with the
manure of human blood ; the roads broken up ; the erec-
tions of human ingenuity almost obliterated ; mills thrown
down ; rivers choked up and rendered stagnant; a few
solitary plots of cultivation scattered amidst the mighty
waste. The inhabitants I saw, appeared terrified, sickly,
degjected, and despairing ; there was scarcely one who earlier
or later had not lost a father or a brother, whose wife had
not been made the victim of brutal lust, or who had not
his children butchered before his face. Persons of
the more opulent classes could not travel the country in
safety, without being armed and associated in companies
and caravans. I was myself obliged to obtain the protec-
tion of parties of soldiers, who from time to time happened
to be marching in the route I pursued. The savage neg-
lect into which every thing was declining, produced in
repeated instances a contagious air and pestilential diseases ;
while dearth and famine unrelentingly haunted the steps
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of those whom the sword and the pestilence had sperel
Such is war: such are the evils nations willingly phog
into, or are compelled to endure, to pamper the senséled’
luxury or pride of a Ferdinand and a Solyman! = -:
1 proceeded, as I had originally determined to do,®
Buda, the metropolis of the kingdom. It was in the had'
of the Turk. It was of little importance .to me whethe
the monarch of the soil were a Mahometan or a Christim;
my mind was engrossed by considerations of a very diff |
ent magnitude. I came to relieve and assist, to the utmost
of my power, the inhabitants of thie country in the ettre-
mity of their distress. Co

1 had not proceeded thus far, without bam'ing a cerbia
strictness of reflection on the subject. I eaiily saw that;
if I would confer a substantial benefit on this unfortonse
nation, I had scarcely any other means for the
than that of reviving among them a spirit of industry. I
was aware that, in the strictness of the term, money wa
not wealth ; that it could be neither eaten nor drunk ; thet
it would not of itself either clothe the naked or shelter the
houseless ; and that it was unable, but by a circuitous
operation, to increase the quantity of provisions or com-
modities that the country afforded. It was my busines
therefore not to proceed idly in the distribution of gold,
but to meditate seriously my plan of operations.

I fixed myself in a spacipus and beautiful mansion in
the capital. This in the present distressed and depopulated
condition of Hungary, it was not difficult to procure
The house I selected had for centuries been the principal
residence of the illustrious family of Ragotski ; but the
present representative of that family, after having seen his
sons, one after another, killed in the battles of his country,
and his estates ruined by military depredation, had found
himself compelled to fly in his old age, and had taken re-
fuge with a distant branch of the same house in the great
duchy of Lithuania. It was not necessary for me to
proceed to any great extent in the first instance in the ma~
nufacture of my wealth ; I had every facility for adding
to my store from time to time as circumstances should
demand.
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I determined to open my operations with the article of
g. There was sufficient need of it. One half of

houses, through most of the districts of Lower, or
“Western Hungary in particular, were ruined and untenant-
. I did not begin with ‘erecting palaces; I felt that
.firstfclaimants in the present emergency were the pea=
.’nt and the cultivator. I was more desirous that the
Justic than the prince should be well lodged and accom-
mdlwd, prowded with the means of rest after fatigue,

and secured against the invasion of ungenial seasons.
* " My reasons for beginning with building were these : — It
'was my purpose to stimulate and revive the industry of the
mation : I was desirous of doing this with the least practi-
uhlc violence upon the inclinations and freedom of the in«
habitants. Had I required of those to whom I addressed
i ny-elf that they should fertilise the earth, the seeds with
"_which it should be impregnated might be wanting : 1 should
luve a nice balance to adjust between what was necessary
. for immediate subsistence, and what might be epplied as
the basis, of future; a point better left to its spontaneous
Jevel: I might be impeded and controlled by a thousand:
circamstances and at every step. But the materials of
building are to be found in every country ; no seasons can
. impair, no malignity of man can annihilate them. Where-’
there are quarries, there is stone; wherever there is
dny, there are the means of manufactunng bricks. I was
anxions to leave the rest of the great process of human
.ceommodauon to its course. While 1 employed labourers,
. ,nd pnd them their wages, there would be, mthemlldeat

" and most salutary mode, a continual influx of money into
the.market. The increase of the precious metals would
give new alacrity to the operations of traffic ; the buyers
‘would come forward with double confidence ; the venders
would be eager to meet the activity and spirit of the de-
iand. Ardour and hope would revisit the human mind ;
and the industry I created, and the accommodations of one
kind at least to which I gave birth, would inoculate the
other departments of the community with a similar in-
dnﬂ:ry I came into Hungary in the spring of 1560 ; the

BB 3



374 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

season was favourable to seeding and cultivation ; I scemed
to enter on my undertaking with the happiest auspices.

Some time however must necessarily elapse between the
pexiod of impregnating the soil, and that of the fature har
vest. Though I laid it down therefore as a law t0 myself,
to commit the least practicable violence upon the gesmine
action of human society in pursuit of the means of smb-
sistence, I thought proper in a certain degree to engage in
the importation of corn from Poland, Silesia, and other
neighbouring countries. This seemed an eligible measure,
if it were only that I might show others the way, and ex-
cite them by my example. I procured agents ; 1 extended
my concerns in various directions over the navigable rivers;
I formed magasines. It would have been contrary to the
genius of my undertaking, either to make a gratuitous dis-
tribution of what I purchased, or to sell it at such low
prices as to drive other speculators, whose spirit of enter-
prise might happily co-operate with mine, out of the mar-
ket. However indifferent I might feel to the receipt of
pecuniary compensation, it was necessary that, in the con-
cerns of barter and trade, I should assume the exterior of
a merchant.

Nor did I wholly confine my exertions within the oc-
cupations of an architect and a corn-dealer. These, or
rather the former of the two, I regarded as my true and
genuine province ; but I did not so far enslave myself to
my own maxims, as to negative in all instances the direet
demands of want. I was not anxious to convert a nation
or an army of men into my personal adherents and re-
tainers: I was rather desirous to avoid this as & dangerows
source of obloquy. I did not therefore always decline, by
pretended loans to assist other men to employ labourers ss
well as myself, to act upon their own designs, and proseeute
their own fortune. The cries of the poor man, the widow,
and the orphan, were sometimes too importunate, and too
well justified by their unquestionable necessities, to allow
me to withhold from them my alms. In a few inatances
I conveyed my supplies anonymously to persons, whose
dignity of birth or whose proud independence would have
been too grievously wounded if they had known their be-
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mefactor. I was cautious and apprehensive as to the direct,
wlispensing of money, but not entirely bent against it; I
Jegarded it as a precarious, but in some cases a necessary
interference.

The impulse which, by these various measures, I was
fortunate enough to generate, seemed to have the effect, so
far at least as the sphere of my activity extended, to revive
the almost expiring life of the country. Dejection and
bopeless indolence, when I commenced my operations, were
written in every face ; the miserable inhabitants crawled
along the roads or the street, their hands idly relaxed by.
their side, and their slow and painful steps scarcely sup-
porting their lifeless trunk. When my plan became lmown,
and I had already in a few instances reduced my maxims
into practice, it was as if the mellow and spirit-stirring
blast of a trumpet had wakened their sleeping souls. Their
eyes lightened with intelligence ; the tear of anguish was
wiped from their faded cheeks ; the smile of hope slowly
expelled, and faintly succeeded to, the bitter expression of
despair. Busy and active thoughts gave new motion ta
their limbs and quickness to their steps ; the labourer was.
seen hastening from place to place ; the sound of the ham-
mer, the saw, and the various tools of the workman, was
to be heard from every side.

The conduct I pursued necessarily fixed upon me a con-
siderable portion of public attention. I was a foreigner,
destitute of connections, and having no previous acquamt-
ance with any individual in the country. I was in ap.
pearance a mere boy, a young man in all the flower and
bloom of adolescence, and who must be supposed to have
just entered into possession of his patrimony. These things
tended to increase the public wonder, and to render the
mystery of my proceedings more perplexing and obscure.
In the age of genial warmth and melting softness, I did
not appear accessible to those passlons which haunt the
days, and too often undermine the virtues, of youth. Youth
in the season of benevolence ; but benevolence is rarely, as
seemed to be my case, the only fruit that youth is found
to produce. There was a maturity and a justness of adapt=
ation in my plans, not less foreign from what those who
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surrounded me would have expected me to display. The
apparent disincerestedness and modesty of my proceeding
were not lost upon the spectators. e consequence of all
this was, that the sieur de Chatillon, such was the name |
at this time assumed, was regarded as a phenomenon which
coald not be too much admired, or too loudly extolled
Wherever I appeared, the people followed me with ther
gratitude and blessings ; ballads were written in my praise;
the very children were taught with their infant tongues to
lisp the virtues of the saviour of Hungary. My doos
were besieged ; my steps were watched ; I could move o
where without public observation. I was importuned with
petitions without end ; yet, if any petitioner showed him-
self presumptuous and intrusive, the whole multitude of
bystanders was ready to repress his indiscretion, and teach
him the respect that was due to their generous benefactor,
who never refused any thing, but what it would be im-
proper and injurious to grant.

Such was the treatment I experienced in Buda and the
neighbouring districts. Whether I looked within or with-
out, I was equally presented with incitements to self-appro-
bation. I sent forth labour, accompanied with her best
and loveliest companions, plenty and health, congratulation
and contentment, to scatter blessings through the land. I
felt that I was prompted to this conduct by none of the
motives of vulgar ambition. I desired neither lordships
nor estates, neither elevation of rank, nor extension of pre-
rogative. Sufficient to myself, if I effected the happiness
of the people, and they confessed me their benefactor, my
every passion would then be gratified. The utmost bound-
ary of my personal wishes proceeded no farther than this,
that I might be honoured and loved. What I desired, I
obtained ; the youth I had procured to myself through the
medium of the opus magnum, was like what we are told-
of the youth of Job: — When I went out through the
gate of the city, the young men saw me and hid themselves,
and the aged arose and stood up ; the nobles refrained from
talking, and the princes laid their hands upon their mouths.
When the ear heard me, then it blessed me; and when
the eye saw me, it gave witness to my actions.”
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Here it may be thought I had ascended to that sphere
= wiitich it was fit the possessor of the philosopher's stone
.'should fill, and reaped the rewards to which a man thus

- endowed ought to be forward to entitle himself. Nor will
- X-affirm that I was insensible to the gratifications of ‘my
. present situation. Though I sought to escape from the
.'qaphme that pursued me, yet there is something in the
-tisture of the human mind, that makes it impossible for us
‘. to hear ‘it without complacence. It was not however a
-bofsterous and obtrusive acclamation that satisfied me, ~ A
\ eerqm inwrought modesty of nature made me listen:to
* moisy commendations with a sentiment of shame. They
seemed to be more than any thing I had done could de-
serve ; or they seemed to be in a tome from which the
- .delicacy of a virtuous mind shrinks back displeased. They
were 90 obstreperous, as to take from me the power.of
hearing the sweeter verdict of my own conscience. No;
- it was the unbidden tear that glistened in the eye of my
beneficiaries ; the tongue that faltered beneath the essays
of gratitude ; the overwhemed heart that had no power to
express itself ; the hand of the parent that was stretched
out to his children, and dumbly said, These, these shall
thank you { — it was these things, that I felt within as the
balsam of my life, and the ambrosia of heaven.

)

CHAPTER XXXVI

Yl'r, thus surrounded, and: regaled with th:a ammlsed
praise, I was not content ; I.wanted a friend. * I was alone
amidst the innumerable mulntudes of those I had blessed.
I knew no cordiality ; I could repose no confidence; I
eould find no equal. I was like a God, who -dispenses his
bounties profusely through twenty climates, but who at the
same time sits, separate, elevated, and alone, in the highest
heaven. The reader may, if he pleases, despise me for the
confession ; but I felt that I was not formed for the hap~
piness of a God.

. I was not however long sufficiently at- leisure, thus to
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refine upon the deficiencies of my situation. Ihad eng
in a task of extreme delicacy, in which the amallest fa
would draw along with it the most serious conseque
Mine was not an undertaking that had for its objec
supply those around me with luxuries, or to augment
stock of their cheerful relaxations and amusements ;
very existence of my beneficiaries depended on its suc
1 had put myself in a considersble degree, with what
diffidence and caution, in the room of the course of na
and had taken the administration of the common ber
of human society into my hands. The populace are
ready to construe this delegation in the strictest se
unqualified to trace the wheels and combinations of
great machine, if prosperity is their lot, they willingly
eribe it to their protectors and governors; and if

ere unfortunate, it is against them that the storm of 1
resentment is directed. The moment they are thus

tated, their impatience is too great to admit of correc
and remedies ; in the fury of their disappointment,

disturb every thing, and render that irreparable and f
which was at first only doubtful and unpromising.

My proceedings, as I have already said, bore in the ¢
mencement the most benignant face, and seemed a re
of this despairing and unfortunate nation little less
miraculous. The regular labours in which the inhabit
became engaged, restored a healthful tone to their mir
the payments they duly received seemed to discharge t
from all anxious solicitude ; and, as by my own efforts
the enterprises of others, the market was supplied with
vigions, they had no difficulty in exchanging these paym
for the necessaries of life. The supply of the marke
first was easy ; the universal dejection that preceded, thc
it had not prevented all exertions for that purpose,
rendered those exertions too feeble for extensive suc
The strenuous efforts that were now made were produc
of a copious supply ; but they rendered each importa
more difficult than the importation before. The den
continued the same ; the relief was every day more d
nutive and precarious. The harvest was however advan
with the happiest auspices : and, though some time r



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 379,

yet be consumed in expectation, it was probable frugality
and fortitude might enable the inhabitants to hold out till
the season of plenty should arrive.

But fortitude is not the virtue of a populace. The
higher had been their hopes, and the more unexpected their
deliverance, with 8o much the more blank and melancholy -
a countenance they beheld this unexpected delay and retro-
gression. Not understanding the powers by which I acted,
they blmdly ascribed to me the faculty of doing whatever
pleased. * As long as every thing went on prosperously,
they were grateful ; the moment a reverse occurred, they
were inclined to murmur. They made no allowance for the
limited capacities of a human creature: they imputed
whatever was unpleasing to indifference or ill will. The
price of commodities, after having for a while become
moderate, now rapidly rose again : this was partly the con-
sequence of the increased quantity of the precious metals,
by means of which any assignable sum bore a less pro-
portion to the provisions of the market than it had dene
before. Bread was at 2 very high price; and it occasion-
ally happened to buyers who did not come early enough,
that there was no bread to be purchased. 'The doors of the
houses where it was sold, were besieged ; the industrious
poor appeared before them with the first faint dawn of the
morning’s light. Here they consumed hours of painful
expectation, in grievous addition to the hours of their cus-
tomary . fatigue. The whole was a scene of snguish and
calamity ; the passions of those who composed it, mingled
with the distress, and rendered it too heavy to be borne,
Anticipating famine, they felt the mischiefs of it before
it arrived. Never was the demand so urgent ; it seemed as
if the capacity of men’s appetites was enlarged, and the
cravings of hunger became more insatiable, in proportion to
the smallness of the supply. To people thus circumstanced,
it would have been vain to recommend frugality and mo~
deration. They devoured the food with their eyes, while
it was yet beyond the reach of their hands ; and the lesson
you read them, would have sounded in their ears as if you
hldhdthemdlew-day,toescapethedangerofdymgto-
mOITow.
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starve with the wages of his labour in his possession? &
night they became impatient and furious, and demsnded
from my superintendents and storehouse-men the food,
which in the morning they had refused to earn, and wer
therefore now unable to purchase. I had already had some
experience in the nature of popular tumults ; I had now m
marchese Filosanto at hand to persuade me of their inef.
ficacy ; and, if I had, I should no longer have lent an ex
to his serene and unsuspicious generosity. I felt the reslity
of the danger; I saw the storm as it blackened in my bo-
rizon, and was deeply convinced what it would be if it burst
upon my head. :

It may be imagined with what feelings I viewed my
whole design on the point to be subverted, by the unruliness
of those for whose benefit it had been planned. It is true
I had now no darling relations to be invelved in my fate,
no incomparable wife, no daughters illustrious in innocence
and beauty; yet my feelings were scarcely less pungent
than they had been at the period of my catastrophe at Pisa.
I had blamed myself in review, that, in my experiments at
Constance, at Dresden, at Pisa, and at Madrid, I had not
commenced upon a sufficiently ample scale, but had suffered
myself to be frustrated by the ingloriousness of my pre-
cautions. That had not been my error in the present
instance ; yet my success now promised to be scarcely mere
flattering than upon former occasions. I had looked for
happiness as the result of the benevolence and philanchropy
I was exerting ; I found only anxiety and a well grounded
fear even for my personal safety. Let no man build on the
expected gratitude of those he spends his strength to serve!
Let him be beneficent if he will ; but let him not depend
for his happiness on the conviction of his rectitude and
virtue that,is to be impressed on the minds of others!
There is 2 principle in the human breast, that easily in-
duces them to regard every thing that can be done for them,
as no more than their due, and speedily discharges them
from the oppressive consciousness of obligation. There is
a levity in the generality of men, that entails on them a
continual oblivion of past benefits, and makes one recent
disappointment of more importance in their eyes than an
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sternity ‘of kindnesses and condescension. I shall have
rther instances of ingratitude to displayin what yet remains
© be related of my story.

My nights were restless ; my thoughts were in arms,
What was it that it became mew do in the present emer.
gency? Sometimes, in the bitterness of my heart, hating
myself, hating the endowments Jof the stranger, hatmg a
race of beings who denied all credit to the most unheard-of
exertions for their advantage, I determined to withdraw
unobserved frem my attendants and clients, and bid adien
to Hungary for ever. But whither was I to fly? What
was I to do next? What experiment could I make of the
purposes to which to apply the plnlosopher s stone, that I
had not already made? These questions, to none of which
I could give a satisfactory answer, checked the career of my
passion, and gave pause tomy thoughts.

‘Whatever I did, I was determined to do nothing raéhly,
nor to quit a great experiment without its having been fully
tried. It was no light concern, no trivial child’s-play, in
which I had embarked. I had taken the welfare, perhaps
the existence, of a great and heroic nation under my pro-
tection. In this glorious vocation it did not become me to
be lightly discowraged. What if those I served and saved
did not show themselves sufficiently sensible to the exertions
I made for them ¢ I ought to purify my bosom, on an
occasion like this, from base and ignoble motives, and to
deem myself sufficiently recompensed by my conscious vir-
tue. What if the service in which I had engaged now

‘appeared to be a service of hazard and peril? Is there
any great undertaking that can be separated from this con-
dition? If hastily, from cowardice, from pique, or from
any other motive, I deserted the business on which I had
entered, what was to become of my mistaken indeed, but
in that case most unfortunate clients ? The greater was
the crisis to which they were exposed, the more were un-
remitted vigilance and uncommon powers necessary to guide
them amidst its rocks and its quicksands. I saw thousands
of men who for several weeks had fed, as it were, from the
stores of my bounty. By a propensity inseparable from the
human heart, I became attached to the work of my medi-
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tations, and the labour of my thoughts. Al their fickie.
ness, their injustice, even the atrocious calumnies they ad:
mitted and propagated against me, could not wesn mf
attachment from beings, a great portion of whom, bat fot
my interference, would, I believed, long ere this hvem"
pired of hunger. .

In the peculiar and urgent circumstances in whld l-
found myself, no expedient was 50 obvious as that ef ealling
in the interference of the government under which ‘I lived
It was necessary that the resources of natiosal subeistemte
should be defended from the wanton ‘wpoil of those whe,
when they were annihilated, must inevisbly perish. It
was necessary that the benefactor of Hungary, who, I fist-
tered myself, was still able to watch effectively for her
advantage, should be protected from her misguided resent.
ment. The alternative was singularly painful to my feelings.
The pride with which my unparalleled endowraents inspired
me, was deeply wounded, when I was compelled to confes
that I was not alone equxl to the task I had undertaken,
and that I must submit to call in a foreign anxiliary. I
augured little favourable from the interferencs of govern-
ment, which, if I implored, I could scarcely expect to
guide, which was not likely to submit to my principle of
rendering its interference the mildest and smallest that the
nature of the case would admit; but, puffed up with pre
sumption, and intoxicated with authority, would probably
leave no concern of the public welfare uninvaded. Least
of all, could I anticipate much of good from a Turkish go-
vernment. But what could I do? I could discover no
other expedient. Influenced by the views I have recited,
I had hitherto kept myself as far from the observation of
the political directors of the state as I could. But my
cautiousness and reserve were now at an end. With my
eyes open 1 exposed myself to all the evils that might attend
on my proceeding.

I determined to apply to the bashaw of the province.
Previously to my taking this step, I had the precaution to
enquire his character. He was the genuine offspring of the
Turkish system of government. His name was Muzaffer
Bey. He was originally a Circassian slave ; then a Janis-
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sary ; and, rising by insensible gradation, had at length been
appointed bashaw of Buda, which, as being the immediate
Erontier between Austria and the Porte, was at this time
the most arduous situation in the gift of the sultan. He
was esteemed a good soldier; he had been early distin.
guished by his dexterity in military exercises ; he had since
seen much service ; and, in every situation in which he was
piaced, had earned commendation and honour. He was
abstemious and hardy; for himself, he neithér pampered
his appetites nor shrunk from severity ; and he had as little
indulgence for those under his command as for his own per-
son. Yet he was indebted for his present eminence more to
the arts of the courtier, than to his merits in the field. His
chief care had ever been to recommend himself to those
above him, and to obtain the good will of his equals; for
the opinion of his inferiors he gave himself little concern.
With coneiderable ability, he laboured under no check from
either principle or ingenuous pride; and therefore was
extremely successful in his attacks on the inclination of
those he sought. The habits of his mind had modified the
lines of his countenance and the tones of his voice. Except
to his dependants and the poor he almost always spoke with
a smile upon his face, and his enunciation was silver-
tongued, oily, copious, and insinuating. If he ever adopted
a different manner, the variation was only in the means
not the end ; and, when he seemed to travel by an opposite
road, the goal at which he aimed was the same. He never
consulted any oracle but that of his apparent interest ; if he
had any insolence in his nature, he regarded his slaves and
those under his military command as affording e sufficient
sphere for its exercise ; he had no affections to disturb him
from his bent ; he had no passions but the self-complacency
of superior cunning, and the sordid love of pelf.

This account of the man with whom I had to deal was
far from encouraging ; but I had no alternative. I sent to
signify my desire to confer with him; or, to speak more
accurately, to ask, in the Eastern manner when it would be
agreeable to him to receive a present of which I requested
his acceptance. He appointed the morning of the following
dey. I prepared a gift, such as might tend to conciliate his

cc
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favour, without marking in the donor the possesion d
immoderate wealth. It consisted of silks and muslins, with
a small picce of plate of exquisite workmanship. My
present was borne by two of my servants. We wer
ushered to the bashaw in his private apartment ; there wer
two or threc persons in attendance upon him. They e
amined my present together ; and, without condescending
to express much approbation, I could nevertheless discenn
that the bashaw was pleased withit. This ceremony cm-
cluded, Muzaffer ordered what I had brought to be take
into a different apartment ; and, every other person with-
drawing, we were left alone.

While the bashaw was examining my gift, I l:ook the |

opportunity of considering his person. He appeared to be
about sixty years of age ; his complexion dark and muddy;
his features coarse and distorted ; his mustachoes remark-
ably large ; his person, though bony and muscular, consi-
derably below the middle size; and his figure ungainly snd
ungraceful. 1 felt surprised that such a man should ever
have been an excellent soldier, or have risen from a low
rank to one of the first situations of the empire. To lock
at him, he seemed better formed for the vice of a comedy,
than the ruler of a nation. He raised his eyes towards me
askance, as he sat leaning on his elbow, and said,

““ You call yourself — ?”

“ The sicur de Chatillon.”

“ And your age — ?”

“ Is two and twenty.”

I am glad you are come to me. I intended to have
sent for you, and you have saved me the trouble.”

I made many apologies for my intrusion, but added
that I had a petition to prefer, and 1hoped he would favour
me with a hearing.

‘“ Not at all, not at all ; do not call it an intrusion: it
is necessary I should be acquainted with you.” He pro-
ceeded : —

“ You have undertaken to confer great benefits on the
subjects of the grand signior, my master ; to rescue them
from famine. Young, rich, a stranger, unknown to my
master, unknown to his subjects, I understand that you
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tave spared no labour or expense to bring about their wel-
fare. This is really a very extraordinary case ; your merit
is unprecedented ; I do not feel myself competent to re-
ward it.” . .
. I smswered that I laid no claim to uncommon merit ;
that every temper had its particular gratifications ; and that
I found as real a luxury in the proceedings he had re-
maarked, as other men did in the excesses of the table, or
the promiscuous enjoyments of the harem.

¢ It is out of my power,” continued he, “ to remunerate
‘you as you deserve ; I must send you to Constantinople.”
. I perceived that this was the first essay of his artifice.
1 informed him, which I have no doubt he knew well enough
before, that I had no desire to go to Constantinople. 1
wished to remain where I was, and to finish what I had

begun.

-~ “ What, you have not done then?” suddenly and with
an abrupt voice exclaimed the bashaw. ¢ By Mahomet, 2
man of ‘a reasonable appetite in your place might be satis-
fied. Have not you filled the streets with riots, and the
eountry with rebellion? Do not the populace assemble in
crowds, insulting every one they meet, and talking of no-
thing but fire and devastation, the bowstring and the
cimeter? Be s0 good, my dear sir, as to inform me what
farther you may have in view ?”

“ Reverend bashaw,” cried I with submission, yet with
firmness, “ I have none of these things in view. Buta
moment ago you did justice to my intentions. They are
these of beneficence, and beneficence only.”

“ I know nothing about that. I have nothing to do
with honest men’s blunders ; I look to the effects they pro-
m’)

3 “ These effects, most mighty sir, are temporary; they
are the clouds that will often obscure for an instant the
brightest sunshine. Condescend to lend me your generous
amsistance, and all will be well.”
- % Do not tell me of clouds and sunshine. This is, to
my thinking, not an April shower, but an earthquake and
shurricane. If we are all to be swallowed up or whirled
isto the sir, it is no consolation to me, that the day after
ce 2
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dition of the province, even have the audacity to set up fx
vourself ? If therefore, by an unexampled clemency d
construction, I decline to reduce you into the pasive ms ;
chine of my master’s will, it is at least incumbent on me, k
that I should take account of your powers, and possess my.
=lIf of the schedule of your property. By this means only
can [ watch your progress, and take care that you do mt
suddenly become too powerful for a subject. Are you pre-
parcd to satisfy me on this head ?”

On this question 1 hesitated for a moment ; I had mt
exactly anticipated the enquiry ; at length I requested the l
delay of a few days, and then I promised that all his de
mands should be satisfied. The bashaw resumed : — ‘

¢ Sieur de Chatillon, I remark your hesitation, and
draw from it no favourable augury. These indirect and
involuntary indications are more worthy of my attentien
than all the studied and elaborate information you shall '
think proper to give me. Sir, you are a man of darknes, *
and every thing that relates to you is enveloped in mystery. {
You come hither with no apparent motive; you have o
connections of blood in Hungary ; you luve no acquaint-
ance with any eminent person of the Hungarian nation. 1
have had my spies on you, though I have not hitherto
thought proper to summon you to my presence. You have
purchased no property in the province ; ¥ cannot learn that
vou have any correspondences or rescurces from abrosd. I
have been at the pains to procure an account of your ex-
penditure during the three months you have resided among
us; much of that expenditure has been obscure, clandestine,
and indirect ; but I believe you will find my estimate,
which you are at liberty to [inspect and remark upon, to-
lerably correct. Your disbursements for three months,
exceed the amount of two years’ income of the richest sub-
ject that even the credulous monarchs of Christendom suffer
within their dominions. What am I to think of this? How
can I be sufficiently vigilant respecting a man, whose ex-
penditure is immense, and whose wealth can neither be
traced to its source, nor ascertained in its amount ?”

I was not slow in conjecturing the result which the
bashaw proposed to himself from our present conference. I
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confirmed in my conjecture by the circumstance of his
sing that the discussion between us should be apart
a all witnesses. He regarded me as a boy, and had
efore practised upon me all those arts which might
t effectually excite in me fear and alarm. He found
ever that, under the external indications of youth and
:perience, I possessed the wariness that added years most
erfully inculcate, and. the self-possession of a mind tho.
shly awake to its situation and its resources. This
it have been to the minister before whom I stood a
norable phenomenon. But curiosity is not a Turkish
iion ; and the single object of the bashaw in the present
ance, was to make the mysteriousness of my circum-
ices & pretext for extorting money. I submitted with
ittle seeming reluctance as possible to the necessity of
case ; I requested the good offices of Muzaffer to pro-
my benefactions ; and begged permission to make him
compliment of a handsome sum of money, by way of
vincing him that I was worthy of his friendship. .
This business was easily adjusted between us. I found
\ perfectly skilled in the duties of a public office, and
no means under the dominion of visionary scruples. He
| me he was now convinced that I was a well meaning
1, and a good subject ; he said, that nothing could tend
‘e effectually to demonstrate my innocence, than my
wing that I understood the duties and concerns of s
iister of state ; and that for his own part he was never
1appy, as when he was thus able to reconcile his private
rests with the good and faithful service of his master.
ire was nothing that demanded a more unremitted vigil-
e, or a more skilful management, than such a situation
iis ; and it would be most unreasonable, either in the
ereign that appointed him, or the subjects over whom he
1 placed, to expect him to be indifferent to the emolu-
ats and perquisites of his function. He complimented
warmly upon the disinterestedness and liberality of my
rtions. He thought himself particularly fortunate in
ing so public-spirited an individual within the circuit
his jurisdiction. In fine, he hoped he should be ho-
wed with my | acquaintance, and assured me thst
cc 4
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nothing could make him more happy than the frequer
petition of my visits.

We now perfectly understood one another ; and it
apparent that I had to do with 2 man, who, for wh
deemed an adequate consideration, would willingly len
the authority and countenance of his office, and suffe
to guide him in any of the functions I might concein
cessary for the execution of my projects. Guards
agreed to be placed upon the magazines where com
still contained, and from place to place on the banl
the rivers, where the depredations of a misguided popt
were most to be apprehended. Finding the basha
perfectly willing to comply with my requisitions, I fw
obtained from him the direction of several squadror
cavalry for the proteetion of the crops, which from the
sequences of my interference now began on all sid
variegate the scene. This was a most important ser
When the corn was first committed to the earth, it wa:
of the reach of military devastation. But, as time gl
silently on, the case became materially altered ; the en
might from forecast desire to reap the harvest of wha
had not sown, or from malice to destroy that without w
the Turk would perhaps be unable to retain his newly
quired territory. This had in reality been the prin(
cause, before my arrival in Hungary, of the very ger
neglect into which agriculture had fallen. Muzaffer, |
whom no person could now be more polite and condesa
ing, allowed me to determine the number and nature of
troops I required ; and added that, though he could
openly put them under my direction, the slightest inti
tion I might think proper to convey to him, should at
time decide their march, and regulate their quarters.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

IN my conference with the bashaw I may seem to 1
secured more than one point of material importar
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yet it was difficult for any man to be in a state less conso-
1atory or more full of danger and menace, than I was at
this moment. By my vigilance and the power which thus
-I had acquired, I prevented indeed the inhabitants from
wantonly destroying the means of their own subsistence ;
but; the more I was their benefactor, the more I appeared
to become odious to their thoughts. My negotiation with
the bashaw, whataver other benefit might accrue from it,
did not tend to increase the resources of the country ; I was
obliged to witness many scenes of wretchedness. He that
would assist mankind in their adversity, must harden his
heart to be the spectator of the distress that he can, and that
he cannot, relieve. But whatever I beheld of this sort, the
majority of the bystanders obstinately persisted to ascribe
to my deliberate malignity. The military aid I found my-
self necessitated to introduce by no means tended to disarm
the prejudices of my clients. In one or two instances, but
nao more, slight tumults arose, and a few of the rioters fell
& prey to their own wickedness and folly. These misfor-
tunes were cast as reproach upon me; and I was pursued
with clamours and curses. I found it requisite to obtain a
guard for my person. I was abhorred by those for whom
all my vigilance was exerted, and insulted by the mouths
that' I supplied with the necessaries of existence.

Nor was this my only source of alarm and uneasiness in
nyy present situation. I was by no means a dupe to the
ostentatious civility of the bashaw. I perfectly understood
his insinuation when he invited the frequent repetition of
my visits. I knew that, however dearly I purchased his
friendship and patronage, I should still have to purchase
-them again and again. His extortions upon me admitted
of no limits, except from his own modesty, or the estimate
he might form of my invisible resources. Bribery itself
afforded me no complete security ; and, now that I had be-
come an object of curiosity and remark, he had sufficiently
shown me I was at the mercy of his caprice, or that of his
master, for my liberty, and even for my life.

Yet, could I have resolved to quit Hungary, and seek
the protection of some more regular government, what bene-
fit should I derive from a removal ? Mystery was the great
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al unconguerahie bane of my ~ituation. and from the poi-
wrous induenics of mystery. the most recular svstem
ZOVEITICN? Was Gol competent to protect me. It wouid be
uile W imagine that, in any country on earth. a smanzer
wouild ke pernittesd to launch into such expenses as those
i which | was encazed. witkout becominz an object of
suspiton. and beinz malde liable to continual interruption
11 fus ineasures. Yet. unless allowed to use the resources
I possesserd, ot what advantaze was it to be the depository
of wealth without a bound >  Was it to be wished for 2
man under my circumstances. tw have a family. or o be
wi.thout a family > When I had one, 1 found the legacy of
the stranger robbing mie of every comfort of that sort, with
the most caamitous ascravatiens. When I was stripped
of wife and chilidren, thoush no man could prize those be-
defits nmore deariy than I prized them. I took to myself the
consoiation. that at least now I <hould risk no one’s happi-
ness but wy own: and that. for a person exercising my
ehdowments. it was perhaps requisite to be free from every
shackic and incumbrance. I found however the topic from
which I had consoled myself, in reality the source of a new
mistforcune. | had the weaith of 2 nobleman ; but I was
deprived of his adventiticus attributes. I had no illustrious
ancestry to boast ; 1 had neither lineage nor parent ; 1hsd
neither wife nor chikdren. in whom mutually to reflect and
st reflected the elevatedness and generosity of my station.
I had not even the ordinary advantage. which is within the
reach of alnest every man. of connections and acquaint-
ance. friends handed down to me as a branch of my patri-
monial inheritance, friends whose value experience enabled
me to ascertain, and friends with whom long habits of fa-
miliarity had given birth to reciprocal endearment. The
bashaw had imputed to me the design of forming a party.
Alas! these. which are the great materials for cementing
party attachments. were totaily denied me. I had no bonds
of alliance but those which money afforded, the coarsest, the
meanest, the least flatterinz, and the most brittle of those
ligatures. that afford the semblance of uniting man with
man.

|
1

\
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

Awage of the difficulties which unavoidably sprung out of
the nature of my situation, I resolved immediately to en-
deavour to supply them to the best of my power. I con-
ceived that there was no consideration so urgent upon me
at the present moment, as that I should without loss of
time create to myself connections that might balance and
keep at bay the sallies of arbitrary rule, and that I should
weave with my own hand the cords of friendship.

I had no sooner formed this project, than an individual
suggested himself to my reflections, whom I judged to be,
by a singular concurrence of circumstances, happily fitted
to be the subject of my experiment, and admirably quali-
fied to afford me protection in the most unfavourable events.
The name of this man was Bethlem Gabor. He had been
some time before brought to me by one of his friends, and
he was a man whom for a thousand reasons it was impos.
sible to see and converse with, without receiving the most
indelible impression. He was the lineal representative of
one of the mest illustrious houses in Hungary. His voca.
tion, like that of the majority of the Hungarian nobility,
had been arms; but, in the midst of a fraternity all of
whom were warlike, he stood conspicuous and alone. His
courage, though cool and deliberate, almost mounted to s
degree of desperate rashness ; and the fertility of his in-
vention, and the variety of his stratagems did not fall short
of his courage. The celerity of his measures was equally
distinguished ; distance was no bar to him; and he had
Do sooner conceived a project, however arduous, than it was
executed. He -had formed under his own eye a band of
men like himself, impetuous yet deliberate, swift in exe-
cution, silent in march, invincible to hardship, contemners
of fatigue, of difficulties, of hunger, and of thirst. When
introduced to me, he was upwards of fifty years of age.
He was more than sjx feet in stature ; and yet he was built
a8 if it had been a colossus, destined to sustain the weight
of the starry heavens. His voice was like thunder ; and he
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never uttered 2 word, but it seemed to shake his manly chest
His head and chin were clothed with a thick and shaggy hair,
in colour a dead black. He had suffered considerable mut-

lation in the services through which he had passed; of l

one of his hands three fingers were gone ; the sight of his
right eye was extinguished, and the cheek half shot awsy,
while the same explosion had burned his complexion into s
colour that was universally dun or black. His nose wss
scarred, and his lips were thick and large. Bethlem Gaber,
though universally respected for the honour and magns-
nimity of a soldier, was not less remarkable for habits of
reserve and taciturnity. But these habits misfortune had
caused to become more deeply ingrafted in his nature.
During one of his military excursions, a party of marauders
had in his absence surprised his castle, burned it to the
ground, and savagely murdered his wife and children,
and every living creature within the walls. The same
stroke that rendered him childless made him also a beggsr.
He had been regarded for his proceedings as an adherent
to the Turkish standard, but he had always tenaciously
maintained the most complete independence. The adver-
sity that had now fallen upon him was too great. He
would not become a pensioner of the sultan ; despair had
taken fast possession of his heart. He disbanded the body
of men he had formed, and wandered a solitary outcast
upon the face of his country. For some time he seemed to
have a savage complacence in conceiving that the evil he
had suffered was past all remedy, and in spurning at those
palliations and disguises with which vulgar souls are
accustomed to assuage their woe. Yet the energy of his
nature would not suffer him to rest: he wandered an out-
cast ; but every day engendered some new thought or pas-
sion : and it appeared probable that he would not yet quit
the stage of existence till he had left behind him the re-
membrances of & terrible and desolating revenge.

It may seem strange that such a man as I have de-
scribed should be the indivi dual I selected out of the whole
Hungarian nation to make my friend. It may seem that
his qualities were better adapted to repel than attract. My
choice would not appear strange, if the reader could have

-
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'rsed with him, as I did. He was hideous to the sight;
he never addressed himself to speak, that I did not
my very heart shudder within me. Seldom did he
~ himself to open his thoughts; but, when he did,
God! what supernatural eloquence seemed to inspire
mnshroud him! Not that upon such occasions he was
us and Ciceronian, but that every muscle and every
seemed to live, and to quiver with the thoughts he-
:ssed. The hearer could not refuse to venerate, as .
a8 fear him. I never pitied him ; Bethlem Gabor’s
a soul that soared to a sightless distance above the
se of pity ; I can scarcely say I sympathised with him ;
when I listened to his complaints, rather let me say
nvectives, I was astonished, overwhelmed, and mo-
98, The secret of the effects he thus produced, lay
s own way of feeling the incidents he described. Look
im, when he sat alone, wrapped in meditation, you
d say, ““That is a man of iron ; though adversity pour
jercest darts upon him, he is invulnerable; he is of
olossal a structure to be accessible to human feelings
human affections.” Listen to his narrative, or rather
e bursts of passion, which with him supplied the place .
performed the functions of narrative, you would soon
88 your mistake. While he spoke, he ceased to be a
and became something more amazing. When he al-
1 to what he had endured, you did not compassionate
for you felt that he was a creature of another nature ;
rou confessed, that never man seemed to have suffered
uch, or to savour with such bitterness the cup of woe.
lid not love his wife or his children as any other man
d do ; he probably never dandled or fondled them ; his
was speechless ; and disdaining the common modes of
bition, it might sometimes be mistaken for indifference.
it brooded over and clung round his heart ; and, when
18 disturbed, when the strong ties of domestic charity
by the merciless hand of war snapped asunder, you
saw its voluminous folds spread and convulsed before
gigantic and immeasurable. He cursed their mur-
'8; he cursed mankind ; he rose up in fierce defiance
ernal providence; and your blood curdled within you
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as he spoke. Such was Bethlem Gabor: I could not hely
admiring him: his greatness excited my wonder and my
reverence ; and, while his manners awed and overwhelmed
me, I felt an inexplicable attachment to his person still in-
creasing in my bosom.

On his part, my kindness and partiality appeared scarcely
less pleasing to Bethlem Gabor, than his character and
discourse were fascinating to me. He had found himsedf
without a confident or a friend. His wife and his children
in a certain degree understood him ; and, though he had
an atmosphere of repulsion beyond which no mortal ever
penetrated, they came to the edge of that, and rested there ;
they trembled involuntarily at his aspect, but at the same
time they adored and they loved him. The rest of the
world viewed him from a more fearful distance ; respected
him, but dared not even in fancy be familiar with him.
When therefore he lost his family, he lost his all. He
roamed the earth in solitude, and all men made room for
hin as he passed. I was the first who, since the fatal
event that had made him childless and a beggar, had
courted his society, and invited his communications. I
had dared to take the lion by the paw, and seat myself
next him in his den. There was a similarity in our for-
tunes that secretly endeared him to me. We had each by
the malice of a hostile destiny, though in a very different
manner, been deprived of our families ; we were each of
us alone. Fated each to be hereafter for ever alone; we
blended ourselves the one with the other as perfectly as we
could. Often over our gloomy bowl we mingled groans,
and sweetened our draught as we drank it with male-
dictions. In the school of Bethlem Gabor I became ac-
quainted with the delights of melancholy — of a melanchaly,
not that contracted, but that swelled the soul—of a melan-
choly that looked down upon the world with indignation,
and that relieved its secret load with curses and execrations.
We frequently continued whole nights in the participation
of these bitter joys; and were surprised, still at our serious
board, by the light of the morrow’s sun.

I have now, I believe, fully accounted for our intimacy,
and displayed the ligatures that secretly bound us to each

e ——trea . o —
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other. It is scarcely necessary to add, that my under-
standing confirmed what my heart impelled. Bethlem
Gabor appeared to me the fittest man in the world upon
whom to fix for my friend. We were qualified mutunally
to benefit each other. My kindness, my ‘unremitted at-
tentions, the earnestness with which 1 listened to and
soothed his griefs, mitigated their agony. I proposed,
when I could once more reconcile and incite him to ac-
tivity, to repair his castle, and restore his fortune. On
the other hand, he was, of all theé persons I could have
pitched upon, the ablest to protect me. By his birth he
ranked among the first men of his country ; by his ability,
at least as a partisan soldier, a character at that time highly
esteemed, he rose above them all.

For some time I regarded Bethlem Gabor as entirely
my friend, and I consulted him in every thing, in which,
compatibly with the legacy of the stranger of the summer-
house, I could consult him. I told him of the suspicions of
the bashaw, and the precariousness of my safety. I de-
manded his advice as to the best method of securing it.
Ought I to regard it as a more effectual or as a cheaper
expedient, to attempt to purchase the countenance of the
sultan, instead of condescending to bribe his minister?
Ought I to set up for myself, and by rendering myself the
independent prince of one of the Hungarian provinces,
defy the Turk, or at least endeavour to negotiate with him
ftom a more respectable and commanding situation ? I
said more than enough under these heads, as it afterwards
appeared, to awaken strange imaginations in a mind of so
much penetration as that of Bethlem Gabor. In fine, I
demanded of him whether, in case of any great and formi-
dable danger falling on me, he would to the utmost of his
power afford me protection ? When the question was first
started, he swore to me with his customary impressiveness
and energy that he would.

While I was thus employed in consulting him, and
opening to him as far as was practicable my prospects and
fears, 1 did not less succeed in dissipating or suspending
the despair of his melancholy. It was of benefit to him
in this respect, that, by opening to him my affairs, I from

-
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time to time called off his attention from his personal mis-
fortunes. 1 proposed to him the rebuilding his castle, and
I at length obtained his permission to send off a corps o
workmen for that purpose. Beside the castle in which his
wife and children had been murdered, and which the
marauders had nearly destroyed, he had one considerably
stronger, though void of all recommendation from cheer-
fulness or beauty, in the more northerly part of the king-
dom. This we visited together. I restored the condition
of his fields; with considerable difficulty I replaced the
cattle he had lost, by purchases in Poland ; and I revived
his dilapidated revenues. At first he felt an invincible
repugnance to the receiving any advantage from the bounty
of another; but by continual remonstrances I was able to per-
suade himn, that he owed me nothing, and that what I did
was no more than was required from me by a regard for
my own safety.

If ever on the face of the earth there lived a misanthrope,
Bethlem Gabor was the man. Never for & moment did he
forget or forgive the sanguinary catastrophe of his family;
and for his own misfortunes he seemed to have vowed ven-
geance against the whole human race. He almost hated
the very face of man; and, when expressions of cheerful-
ness, peace, and contentment discovered themselves in his
presence, I could see, by the hideous working of his features,
that his spirit expericnced intolerable agonies. To him
such expressions were tones horribly discordant; all was
uproar and havoc within his own bosom, and the gaiety of
other men inspired him with sentiments of invincible anti-
pathy. He never saw a festive board without an inclination
to overturn it ; or a father encircled with a smiling family,
without feeling his soul thrill with suggestions of murder.
Something, I know not what, withheld his hand : it might
be some remaining atom of humanity: it might be —for
his whole character was contemplative and close— it might
be that he regarded that as a pitiful and impotent revenge,
which should cause him the next hour to be locked up asa
madman, or put to death as criminal. Horrible as was his
personal aspect, and wild and savage as was his mind, yet,
as 1 have already said, I felt myself attached to him. I
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that all the unsocial propensities that animated him,
the offspring of love, were the sentiments of a lioness
ved of her young ; and I found an undescribable and
stless pleasure in examining the sublime desolation of
hty soul.

thlem Gabor had at first regarded me with some degree
+tiality. Kindness in almost all cases begets kindness ;
uld not see how much I interested myself about and
much I courted him, without feeling for me a senti-
different from that he confessed for other men. I saw
7er after some time, with inexpressible grief, that his
1 for me, instead of increasing, suffered perceptible
ution. Our propensities were opposed to each other.
joiced in disorder and desolation as in his congenial
nt; my present pursuit was the restoration of public
and prosperity. He repeatedly expostulated with me
is. I had sometimes in our conversations, in the bit-
8 of my recollections, exclaimed on myself as the
unfortunate and most persecuted of men, though
ut entering into an explanation of my sufferings. He
ded me of these exclamations. He reproached me as
temptible and pusillanimous wretch, that I did net,
im, resolve amply and memorably to revenge my own
ings upon my species at large. In his estimate, the
st and most sexvile of all maxims was, that of the
r of the christian religion, to repay injury with favour,
nrses with benediction.

erceived with grief that the kindness towards me that
een excited in Bethlem Gabor’s mind, rather declined
augmented ; but I was very far from being aware of
egree in which, as I afterwards found, this sentiment
slapsed into its opposite. It seems, I inflicted on him
y torture by my daily efforts for the dissemination of
ness. Of these he had not been at first completely
. His mind had been too much absorbed in its own
gs to attend very distinctly to any thing I did, unless
re done in his presence. But, in proportion as I
»d his sorrows, and made him my contidant, the film
emoved ; and all that he saw bad the peculiar mis-
1 to excite at once his contempt and his rage. The

DD
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finishing stroke that 1 gave to the animosity which, w
known to me, was now brooding and engendering in b
breast, consisted in my bestowing an important beneks

upon one, azainst whom he had entertained a long a

eternal feud.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

WLk Bethlem Gabor became every day more confirmed
in his antipathy against me, I reposed in him an unss-
pecting confidence — a confidence more extensive than
1 had, since the singular and fatal acquisition I had made,

reposed in any other man.  Frequently for a considerable .

time together he resided under my roof ; frequently we
went forth together in those excursions which either my
projects or his views rendered it necessary for us to make
In his character of a nobleman of great consideration in
his native country, he was now rising like a pheenix from
its ashes. llis castles were repairing; his property wu
restored ; the list of his retainers daily became more nu-
merous ; he revived and carefully recruited the martial
band, which, in the first exacerbations of his despair, he
had dismissed from his service. My purse and all that]
had were his ; he never made a demand upon me that 1
did not instantly supply; 1 reaped a particular pleasure
from the largencss and frequency of his requisitions ; there
was nothing for which I was more anxious, than to bind
him to me in indissoluble ties of gratitude and affection.

Little, alas ! did I understand the compound of tender-
ness and ferocity, of decisiveness and inscrutability, with
which I was now concerned. My friend, such I esteemed
him, had been absent some time; I expected his retarn
to my residence at Buda; and anxious to pay him every
mark of attention and respect, I set out to meet him. " It
was scarccly safe, during the existing hostilities between
the Austrians and the Turks, to travel any where without
a guard ; I had the precaution in the present instance to
take with me an attendance of twenty men.



TRAVELS OF ST. LEON. 408

It was after having partaken of a slight and early dinner
‘that I set-out on my excursion. The season was remark.
{4bly fine, and the air genial and balsamic. I scarcely ever
.commenced any tour with more agreeable sensations. The
harvest was already ripe; and, as I passed along, I saw
‘reapers from time to time entering upon the first essay of
- their interesting occupation. I felt that I had at length
surmounted one of those difficulties, with which I had been

s0 strongly assailed;, and to which 1 had refused to yield.
If I were not free from apprehensions from the arbitrary
-nature of the government under which I lived, I believed
ihowever that I had nothing further to dread from the
misconstruction and animosity of the nation I preserved.
My anxiety as to whether I should be able to substantiate
the benefit I had sought to confer, was at an end ; and I
had little doubt that, with the plenteous crops which were
-on the point of being gathered, my popularity would re-
-turn, and the gratitude of my clients become more ardent
‘than ever. It was a delicious enjoyment that I now expe-
“rienced ; the pleasures that the eye unavoidably takes in
from the spectacle of a luxuriant autumn, became blended
in*my mind with the ideas of famine put to flight, my own
rectitude vindicated, and the benevolent purposes realised,
the prosecution of which had cost me so profound a heart-
ache.

We at length passed the lines of the soldiers planted for
the defence of the soil against the depredations of the
enemy. I had calculated that I should meet my guest a
few leagues from Buda; I was deceived in my estimate.
The day however of his arrival was fixed ; I could not be
mistaken in his route ; I resolved not to turn back without
"meeting him. The road I took led upon the borders of
that part of Hungary which owned the Austrian yoke ;
the shades of night were fast gathering round us, and we
heard at a distance the alarm-guns and the drums of the
enemy. I was not however a novice in the appearances of
& country, the seat of military excursions and war ; and, if
my mind were not wholly free from perturbation and
uncertainty, I at least resolved not to be turned aside from
-mry purpose. We travelled two hours longer; still no

pp 2 :
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notice of the approach of Bethlem Gabor. At lengthijh
question was started whether we were still in the righ
road, and I thcught it advisable to hold a sort of cound
of war to deliberate respecting our further proceeding
Having assembled my attendants for that purpose, I ws :
now first struck with the apprehensions and timidity whid
they unanimously betrayed. They had been drawn =
rather for show, and to keep accidental stragglers in awe,
than with the expectation of actual service. I became sen-
sible that nothing was to be hoped from their resistance v
the event of an action ; and the utmost I could aim at ws
in the mean time to hold them together by the sentimen
of a common danger.

It was resolved to return ; I began to be apprehensive
that Bethlein Gabor had been prevented by some unexpected
occurrence from observing his appointment.  Scarcely had
we faced about, before we heard a body of cavalry ap-
proachinz us. I called to my party to halt. I soon dis-
cerned, from symptoms not difficult to be remarked bys
carcful observer, that the party at hand was composed of
Austro-Hungarians. We had every thing to fear from
them. [ held myself bound under these circumstances first
to make experiment of the fleetness of our horses. I
however charged my people to keep together, and not to
suffer the enemy, by means of our inadvertence and folly,
to make an easy prize of us one after another. In a short
time I found that our pursuers sensibly gained ground upow
us. I was mounted upon an excellent beast, and could
easily have rode away from my troop, while they would
have been placed as a sort of intercepting object between
me and the encmy. But I had too much of a military
spirit not instantly to reject so inglorious an expedient. |
called a second time to my attendants to halt. I judgel
that the party of our antagonists was less numerous thm
ours. I was convinced that our common safety depended
upon our concerted resistance. Filled with the galantry
that my situation inspired, I did not perceive, till it was too
late, that my present call to halt was attended to by few;
even those few rather hung back, divided between appre-
h-nsion and shame. I was the foremost, and, before I was
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e, I found myself, through the means of the darkness,
loped by the enemy. From my appearance they
ed that I was the master, and the rest my attendants ;
contented themselves therefore with the prize they had
s, and did not give themselves the trouble to pursue
‘ugitives. They eagerly enquired of me who 1 was;
comparing my answers with various circumstances
h rumour had brought to their ear, they easily con-
ed that I was the rich stranger of Buda. The character
had heard of me did not produce in these freebooters
sentiments of forbearance, or demonstrations of respect ;
only point about which persons of their habits were
erned, was how they should make the greatest ad-
sge of what the fortune of war had thrown in their

"hile they were consulting, and various expedients were
ed by one and another for this purpose, a second alarm
given, and one of the party being despatched to recon-
e, presently returned with intelligence, that the persons
oaching were horsemen of the enemy, and that they
mted, as he guessed, to forty in number. Upon this
‘mation the party whose prisoner I was, agreed to re-
with all expedition by the way they had come, and
nanded me upon pain of death to proceed in their
»any. This menace had not the effect to deprive me of
age or presence of mind ; and I easily conceived that
eadiest way to deliver myself from my embarrassment
d be to join at the first opportunity the band of Turco-
garians, whose approach had occasioned our sudden
at. The darkness of the night was favourable to my
ose ; and, taking advantage of a sudden winding in
oad, I elackened all at once the pace of my horse with~
being observed by my companions, who, as the enemy
oached, had now their thoughts almost wholly intent
| the safety of their retreat. They passed me; and I
»oner perceived that to be the case, than, covered from
- observation by the intervening inclosure, I turned my
2, and gradually, as my distance from my keepers in-
ied, urged him to a fuller speed. It was not long
te I came up with the band which had produced our
pp3
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alarm ; and hailing them with the acclamation, ¢ Long live
the mighty sultan !"” was without difficulty admitted into
their troop. I instantly understood to my great joy that
this was the party of Bethlem Gabor that I had come cut
to meet.

He reccived me with much cordiality, and seemed greatly
rejoiced that fortune had made him the instrument of my
rescue. He proposed however that, having met on the
road, I should now, instead of proceeding to Buda, return
with him to his northern castle, from which our distance
was scarcely greater than from the metropolis. The pro-
posal was such as I had not expected, nor could I well
comprehend the purpose with which it was made. But the
habitual demeanour of Bethlem Gabor neither accorded
with his minutely assigning a reason for what he did, nor
was calculated to encourage enquiry in another. I saw no
material objection, and therefore felt little scruple in yield-
ing to his desires. Qur brief consultation on this paint
passed at some little distance from the rest of the troop.

When the morning broke, the first thing that excited
my attention was the appearance of his followers. They
were full forty in number, well mounted, of a large and
athletic figure, with sun-burnt faces, immense whiskers and
a ferocious countenance. I thought I had never seen %0
tremendous & band. To me they were every one of them
strangers ; of all the persons that surrounded me, the only
one of whom I had the slightest knowledge was Bethlem
Gabor himself. I know not why it was, but I no sooner
beheld my situation than I was struck with alarm. Isaw
myself completely in the power of 2 man who three months
before was ignorant even of my existence. I had not a
single attendant of my own, not an individual with me over
whom I had personal authority or command. I had no
reason to distrust my host ; towards me his demeanour had
ever been frank, confidential, and manly ; I had every
imaginable claim upon his generosity and his gratitude.
But our senses are often the masters of our mind, and resa-
son vainly opposes itself to the liveliness of their impres-
sions. Every time that I lifted my eyes, and saw myself
hemmed in by these barbarians, my heart seemed involun-
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tarily to fail me. Bethlem Gabor too appeared to neglect
me ; he had never shown himself so little obliging and at-
tentive as at this moment; and, aided by the rest of the
scene, I thought I had never beheld him so deformed or so
tremendous. I was more than half inclined to wish myself
again a prisoner with the Austrians. .

. When we arrived at the castle, we were all of us fatigued
and hungry ; we had rqamed during the whole night. A
repast was prepared ; we sat down to partake of it. ¢ Ex-
cuse me,” said Bethlem Gabor, in a low voice as he passed
me, “ that I this night offer you the fare of a soldier ; to.
morrow you shall be accommodated in a different manner.
The words were innocent ; the proceeding natural ; but
there was a mysterious gloom, at least as I thought, in the
tone in which he spoke, that electrified me. The hall in
which we supped was spacious and lofty ; the naked walls
and rafters were imbrowned with age. Though it was
daybreak as we entered, the windows were still darkened,
and the apartment was illuminated only by the partial
glare of lamps depending from the roof. As I sat at table
with the troop of my host, I appeared to myself as if in-
closed in a cavern of banditti. Though excellent partisans,
skilful in execution, and perfect in their discipline, they were
unpolished in their manners and brutal in their conversa-
tion. I had been inured from infancy to all the refinement.
that the age in which I lived had any where to boast ; and,
amidst the various evils I had suffered, that of being asso-
ciated with the vulgar and the base had never presented
itself. While they uttered, now a loathsome jest, and now
a sanguinary ejaculation, I became ashamed of my species,
and the pride of manhood perished within me. They how-
ever pdid little attention either to my feelings or my person;
and, accustomed as I had been, whether with friends or
enemies, to be regarded as of some importance, I found
myself unaccountably and suddenly dwindled into a cipher.
I felt it like a release from the state of a galley-slave, when
Bethlem Gabor proposed that we should break up our meet-
ing and retire to rest.

DD 4
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CHAPTER XL.

A svccession of gloomy thoughts revolved in my mind for
some time after I was left to myself. I was however over-
come with fatigue, and, after an interval of harassing |
meditations, insensibly fell asleep. 1 was awakened after
some hours’ repose, by the presence of Bethlem Gabor
standing by the side of my couch. He invited me to rise,
and, when I had attired myself, started the plan of our
visiting together the various apartments of the castle, s
small part of which only had been seen by me when 1 was
last at this place. Among other things, he told me, there
was a subterranean of most wonderful extent, interspersed
with a variety of cells and lurking places, of which no man
had to his knowledge ever ascertained the number.

The same dreary complexion of thought followed me
to-day, which had been first produced in me upon my re-
ception into the troop of Bethlem Gabor the preceding
night. My sensations were of the most depressing and
discomfiting nature ; I felt as if 1 were the slave of some
dark, mysterious tyrant,and dragged along supinely wherever
he motioned me to go. I tasked myself seriously ; I rea-
soned with myself. I felt that it was no idle and every-
day part that I was called to sustain; and I resolved that
I would not be ruined by my own inactivity and cowardice.
Yet, when I examined the question dispassionately, I could
not find that I had any occasion for courage, and I con-
fessed that it was not less censurable, to discover a useless
spirit of mistrust and defiance, than to desert one’s pre-
servation where resistance was demanded. What reason
had I to suspect a man between whom and myself there
had prevailed so much mutual confidence? None, none,
I replied, but the causeless and superstitious misgivings of
my own mind! Even if 1 had ground to distrust him,
what remedy had I against his ill faith, placed as I was in
the midst of his own domains, and surrounded by men de-
voted to his service ? To discover apprehension under such
circumstances, was to excite animosity. ~— These reasonings
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particularly occurred to my mind, as I stood waiting for
the torch, which he had himself gone to procure that he
might attend me to the subterranean caverns.—I had as
yet seen no one, since we broke up from our nightly repast,
‘but my host. ¢ We will breakfast,” said he, “when we
return from viewing these curiosities.”

We crept along a succession of dark and gloomy vaults,
almost in silence. Bethlem Gabor, though he led me on,
and discharged the office of a guide, seemed to have small
inclination to assume that of an interpreter. This was
sufficiently in unison with his ordinary character, to have
little claim to excite surprise. Yet the reader will not on
reflection greatly wonder that my present situation was far
from agreeable. I was alone in passages which, to judge
from any discoverable token, you would scarcely imagine
had for ages been trod by a human creature. The voice
was lost amidst the damps of these immense caverns ; nor
was it possible by any exertion to call the hand of man to
your aid. My guide was an individual whom calamity
had prompted to quarrel with the world ; of strong feelings
indeed, of capacious thought ; but rugged, ferocious, brutal,
and inaccesible to prayer. I had chosen him for my pro-
toctor and ally ; I had never intended to put myself in his
power. ‘There was a mystery in his carriage, a something
not to be explained, a shell that no human forces could
penetrate, that was mortal to confidence, and might quail
the stoutest.

I thought there would be no end to our pilgrimage. At
length we came to a strong door, cross-barred and secured
with a frame of iron. Bethlem Gabor unlocked it. We
had no sooner entered, that it impetuously closed behind
us. “ What is that ?” said I, startled at the loudness of
the report. “ Come on,” cried my host ; it is only the
wind whistling through the caverns: the spring-bolt is
shot, but I have the key in my hand !” At the opposite
end of the apartment was another door with an ascent of
five steps leading to it. Bethlem Gabor unlocked that
also, and then faced about with the torch in his hand: I
was close behind him. ¢ Stay where you are!” said he
with a furious accent, and thrust me violently from him.
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natural expedient, than the endeavour to cover myself with
the shield of friendship and gratitude in the person of one
of its nobles? But this expedient would almost infallibly
lead to the placing myself sooner or later in the power of
the man whose friendship I sought. I had done so, and
this was the termination of my views and my projects !

-'I now well understood the purpose of that inattention
and neglect with which Bethlem Gabor had treated me the
preceding evening, the uneasiness resulting from which I
had blamed in myself at the time, as the dictate of weak-
pess and uniworthy suspicion. Yesterday 1 had been placed.
under the safeguard of a nation ; every man in Buda and
its environs was familiar with my person ; every man would
have been ready almost to sacrifice his life to procure my.
safety. Now I was far from the scene of my philanthropical
exertions ; no one in the troop of Bethlem .Gabor knew who
I was ; he had appeared to treat me the preceding evening
with indifference and contempt ; if they saw me no more,.
no curiosity would by that circumstance be excited in their
minds. My clients on the other hand in the vicinity of the.
metropolis, however great an interest they might take in
my fortune, had no clue that could lead them to the know-,
ledge of it. They must suppose me a prisoner with the
Austrians, or that I had been killed, in resisting to become
their prisoner. I was cut off from all assistance and dis-
covery, and left as much in the power of my treacherous
ally, as if I had been alone with him, oppressed with the
utmost disparity of personal force, in the remotest island of
the Pacific Ocean. :

- Such were the reflections that early suggested themselv
o my mind in the solitude and darkness in which I was thus
unexpectedly involved. Meanwhile one tedious hour suc-
ceeded to another, and I remained unintruded on and un-
noticed. I could form no conjecture as to the object of
Bethlem Gabor in the atrocious perfidy he had committed.
Could .he have any resentment against me, and did he
meditate revenge? He had received from me nothing but
benefits. Did he employ restraint on my person as the
means of extortion? I could not conceive that he could
have any clue leading him to the discovery of my grand
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secret ; and, short of this, my bounties had been so exuber-
ant, as, I imagined, left him nothing to wish. In this wil-
derness of conjecture I however fixed upon extortion as a
motive less incredible than revenge. I impatiently waited,
till the appearance of my tyrant should free me from some
part of my present uncertainty.

He did not appear. In the mean time I was in a condi-
tion feeble and exhausted. The exercise of yesterday, the
hourly-baffled expectation of meeting him whom I had
called my friend, the alternation of being first taken pri-
soner and afterwards rescued, had extremely fatigued me.
We had travelled during the whole night. Yet the unac-
countable dejection of mind under which I laboured on our
arrival at Bethlem Gabor’s castle had prevented me from
taking almost any share in the coarse repast that had then
been set before us. The entrance of my host in the morning
had rendered my slumbers short. As I followed him to my
dungeon, unconscious whither I went, my limbs ached, and
my heart ached still more. I was ill prepared for a fast
of thirty-six hours which the brutality of my jailor inflicted
upon me. After having long expected him in vain, I gave
myself up to despair. What a termination of life for him
who possessed the philosopher's stone !

I cannot do justice to the sensations that now took pos-
session of my mind. It was not the deadly calm of despair,
for I still expected every moment when Bethlem Gabor
would appear. 1 believed than he would, and I believed
that he would not, leave me to perish. I listened with eager
attention to every sound, and my soul floated on the howl-
ing winds. In vain! nothing came of it; there was no
alteration in the sound, or only those vicissitudes to which
the howling of the wind is unavoidably subject. I then
turned away in anguish ; I cursed; I stamped with my
feet; I smote my forehead with my closed hand ; I tore
my hair. Anon another sound arrested my attention ; it
was a different howling ; it seemed to be like a human
voice ; my fancy created to me the tread of a human foot.
I listened with more intentness of soul than ever. It was
again in vain !

No, no ; he will not come! he will never come. Why
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should I agitate myself to no purpose? Let me lie down
and die!—1I reasoned with myself. Why should I wish
to live? I am nothing to any human being: I am alone in
the boundless universe; I have no tie to existence. St.
Leon has no wife; St. Leon has no child ; he has neither
connection nor friend in the world. Even in this wretched
vision of the philosopher’s stone, have I not tried it enough ?
have I any hopes from it? is it not time that I should
throw away that and existence together ?— My meditations
were ineffectual. I suppose it is the case with all men thus
violently thrust out of life in the full possession of their
faculties— I know it was the case with me,—the more
peremptory was my summoner, the more obstinately I clung
to the worthless toy. :

At length I 1aid myself down on the floor ; and, if I oc-
casionally listened, I no longer ran to the walls and the
doors to catch the uncertain sounds. The gnawings I now
felt within were intolerable. They were at one period so
severe, that 1 can compare them to nothing, but the sensa-
tion of having swallowed a glowing ember.  Afterwards,
the weakness of nature would no longer feed this excrue
ciating pain, and it subsided into a starting and convulsive
throb ; the pain was diversifiea with intervals of a death-
like and insupportable sickness— But, no; I will not attempt
to describe the horrors of hunger sublimed by despair, where
the torture of the mind gives new pungency and uproar to
the corporeal anguish. The image, as it now presents itself
to my recollection, is too dreadful.

At last I sunk into a state of insensibility ; and the agony
I bad suffered seemed drawn to its final close. The busy
turmoil, the feverish dream of human existence was at an
end. I shut my eyes, and I believed I should open them
no more.

CHAPTER XLI.
Heow long I endured this suspension of the vital faculties I
cannot tell. The pext impression on my sensoriusn, subse.
quent to those 1 have described, was a sort of externsl
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twitching and violence that seemed to persecute me. It was
an importunity from which I felt desirous to escape; I
longed to be undisturbed and at rest. The intruder on my
quiet would not leave me ; and I at length roused myself,
as if to put away my cause of molestation. My thoughts
were all confounded and obscure; I knew not where, 1
could scarcely be said to know who, I was. A little more
effort brought with it a further capacity of perception ; I
saw before me, what was now the chief object of my mortal
‘aversion, the figure of Bethlem Gabor. It was some time
longer, before I became aware that he had been employed
in taking up my apparently lifeless corpse, placing it on a
stone-bench in the side of the cave, and chaining it to the
wall. He observed the motions that indicated in me return-
ing life: he remarked the stare of my glassy and rayless
eyes ; he now spoke with a stern and unpitying voice—
¢ There is food ; thereis a light; eat!” Having thus said, he
left me.

What a cruel and remorseless treatment ! He cared not
for my life ; he disdained to make the slightest exertion to
restore me ; he left it to chance whether I should revive or
perish. The figure of a dying man that I presented, did
not make one fibre of his bosom bend or quiver.

I revived; I ate. By degrees I recovered from the
deadlylanguor which had invaded mysenses. In abouttwelve
hours longer Bethlem Gabor returned with a new supply of
sustenance. I was now strong enough to be able to converse
with him. I heard the heavy sound of opening locks and
removing bolts before he entered, and I summoned my
faculties to expostulate with him.

“ Why am I here? What is the meaning of the un-
worthy way in which you treat me ?”

¢ It is,” —he regarded me with a truculent aspect, as if
he would pierce through my heart, — ¢ because I hate you!”

““ You hate me? Good God! is it possible? What evil
have I done to you? What good have I not done you?
What supplies have I refused you? What occasions have
I neglected of studying your advantage, your interest, and
your honour? If thus your hatred is purchased, how shall
that man demean himself who is to purchase your love ?™
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¢¢ Oh, think not my hatred idle or capricious! Heaven
knows, I would have refrained from hating you if I had
been able; I struggled against it with all the energies of
my soul. But you have committed towards me the most
mortal offences that man ever endured. There is an an-
tipathy between your nature and mine, that all the men-
struums in the world could never bring to coalesce.”

¢ Eternal Providence! and what is the source of this
antipathy ?” ‘

¢ And do you profess ignorance? Have you not gone
on day after day with the full consciousness and will to
torment me? Have I not warned you, and expostulated
with you times without number ?”

“ Of what have you warned me?”

“ I hate mankind. I wasnot born to hate them. I have
no native obliquity of character. I have no diabolical ma-
liciousness of constitution. But they have forced me to
hate them, and the debt of abhorrence shall be amply paid.”

¢ I loved as never mortal loved. No human heart was
ever 30 devoted, and centred, and enveloped in the kindly
affections of family and parentage as mine has heen. Was
not my wife, were not my children, murdered? When 1
came home to feast my eyes and tranquillise my soul with
the sight of them, did I not find all waste and desolation ?
Did I not find their bodics naked, pale, disfigured with
wounds, plunged in blood, and already putrid ? This was
the welcome I looked for! This was the object I so
speeded to see !  No, never was a2 moment like that ! My
whole nature was changed in an instant. My eyes were
blasted and dried to horn. My blood froze in my well
stored veins. I have no longer delight but in human
misery.

“ My revenge is not causeless ; this was nct the act of
individuals. All men, in the place of there 1murderers,
weuld bave done as they did. They are in 2 league toge-
ther. Human pity and forbearance never had a barbowr
but in my breast ; and I have pow abjured them. With
something more of inwrought vigour and energy, I will
becamme like 10 my brethren.  All men are excied by the
ssme metives, urged by the same texuptations, infinenced



416 TRAVELS OF ST. LEON.

by the same inducements. Why should I attempt a futile
distinction, when nature had made none ? All men bear
the same figure ; I cannot view the human figure without
a torture the most dreadful.”

« | always knew,” answered I,  your general hatred of
mankind ; but your manners and your behaviour persuaded
me that you exempted me from the general censure.”

¢ ] wished to do 80 ; you made the attempt impossible.
You told me, that you had suffered the same misfortunes
which I had; that you, by the injustice and persecutions
of men, had also lost your wife and your children. I
hailed you as a brother; in my heart I swore to you
eternal friendship ; I said, we will carry on this holy war-
fare together. We communicated to each other our mu-
tual sorrows ; with you, and you only, I found moments of
consolation.

¢« Soon I discovered my mistake. Instead of, like me,
seeking occasions of glorious mischief and vengeance, yon
took upon yourself to be the benefactor and parent of man-
kind. What vocation had you to the task? With the
spirit of a slave who, the more he is beaten, becomes the
more servile and submissive, you remunerated injuries with
benefits. I found that there was not within you one atom
of generous sentiment, one honest glow of fervent indig-
nation. Chicken-hearted wretch ! poor, soulless poltroon !
to say the best of you, to your insensate heart it was the
same whether you were treated with reverence or scorn. I
saw you hunted, hooted at, and pursued by the people you
fed ; you held on your course, and fed them still. I was
compelled to witness or to hear of your senseless liberali-
ties every day I lived. Could I submit to this torment,
and not endeavour to remove it? I hate the man in whom
kindness produces no responsive affection, and injustice no
swell, no glow of resentment. I hated you the more, be-
cause, having suffered what I had suffered, your feelings
and conduct on the occasion have been the reverse of
mine. Your character, I thank God! is of all beings the
most opposite to that of Bethlem Gabor.

‘¢ At length you filled up the measure of the various
thwartings with which you daily insulted me. There was
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one native of Hungary between whom and me there sub-
sisted an open and eternal war. I relate in no human ear’
the cause of my animosity to that man. Suffice it, that it
was deep, immeasurable, inexpiable. With a refinement of
cruelty and insult difficult to conceive, you chose that man
for one of the objects of your beneficence. Would I con-
sent to see my name joined in pension list with my mortal
enemy? The injury you inflicted on me would have been
less if you had stabbed me to the heart. Less? That
would have been a blessing. Iimpose on myself the task
of living for my revenge: but never shall I deem that man
my foe, who should rid me of all this tumult of passions,
and this insupportable load of existence together.

¢ You have heard my motives. You may wonder at, you’
you may censure them: but they are human. I have
nothing further to say to you now: you have no need to
recur to expostulation; expostulation never moved the
heart of Bethlem Gabor. Hereafter you shall hear more !”

Thus speaking, he left me ; and I must confess, with
whatever disgrace to my sagacity, he opened upon me a
new world. I conceived not, till now, the faintest suspi-
cion of what had been labouring in his bosom. Amidst
all my experience of the varieties of human character, thig’
was a species that had never fallen under my observation
before. What a painful and mortifying occurrence is it
in human life, when we have lived with a man from day te
dsy, when we have conversed with him familiarly, and seen
him in all the changes of circumstance, and when we
flatter ourselves we have penetrated all the recesses of his
heart, suddenly to start upon something portentous that
brooded there, of which to that moment we had not the
lightest suspicion! I am not the only individual to whom
this event has occurred.

In a subsequent visit of Bethlem Gabor to my ¢ell (for
be only attended me with provisions, he would intrust the
seeret of my confinement to no other mortal), I intreated
him to inform me with what intention he retained me s
prisener, and to fix a price on my ransom. To this over-
tare he appeared to yield some degree of attention. He
made no explicit answer, but asked with an inquisitive and

EE
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severe tone, in what manner I imagined I could procure
money in my dungeon ?

¢ Let us agree upon the terms, and set me at large. You
have never found me deceitful, and you shall not find me
deceitful now.”

Do not hope I will consent to that. I ask you again,
in what manner do you imagine you can procure money in
your dungeon ?”

I reflected for a moment. Liberty is ineffably sweet;
and whatever followed, upon the present overture, I was
determined not to neglect the faintest prospect that led tos
termination of my confinement.

¢ There is,” answered I, “ in my mansion at Buds, a
chest which, if it can be brought to me hither, will enable
me to supply your demands. I have the key in my cus-
tody, and no key but my own will unlock the treasure.”

¢ Give me the key !” replied Bethlem Gabor.

 No,” rejoined I, ¢ it is in my custody ; it is not upon
my person: I have taken care of that. No human hand
shall touch it but my own.”

¢ And how can I cause this chest to be brought to you
without risking a discovery of your situation, or that I had
a concern in your disappearance?”

¢ Of that,” said I, « judge for yourself. I have made
a proposition to you, and I have done enough. I will have
no share in the detail of its execution.”

“ Well,” said Bethlem Gabor, after having ruminated
a moment, ¢ the chest you shall have; I undertake that.
Describe it.”

I described the chest, and its situation in my house,
with a minuteness that made mistake impossible.

After a considerable time it was brought to me. It was too
bulky and ponderous to be introduced into my cell by a single
arm. But Bethlem Gabor, having first caused me un-
consciously to swallow a powerful opiate, found no difficulty,
either to conceal my person in the dark shadowsof this ragged
subterranean, or to cause some of his followers to place
the chest within my reach, believing that they placed it in
a vacant apartment. I awoke, and found it at hand. I was-
secure that the lock was such a one as could not be forced ;
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but I examined the different surfaces, to see whether violence
of any other sort had been exercised on it. There were
marks of damage, but not sufficiently unequivocal to enable
me to form a certain judgment on this point. The chest
contained, not gold, but the implements for making and
fashioning gold. Allowing for the distance from which it
was brought, they appeared to be pretty exactly in the state
in which I left them. I had never placed much confidence
in this expedient for softening the heart of Bethlem Gabor ;
but I perceived that it would serve at worst to divert my
thoughts, and, by exciting in me some share of expectation,
might call off my attention from the miseries of my present
condition. Embracing the occasions when I was most
secure against the intrusion of my jailor, I provided myself
with the sum that had been previously agreed on between
us. My task being finished, I carefully displayed the pro-
duce of my labour, against the next time Bethlem Gabor
should visit my cell. He viewed it with an air of sullen
and gloomy triumph ; he removed it from the cave which
was my habitation, to an apartment of this subterraneous
abode, little distant from my own. When he had con-
cluded this employment, it seemed to be a just inference,
that he was to give me my liberty. He did no such thing.
Without uttering a word, he closed the door of my cavern,
locked it, and departed. i
When Bethlem Gabor next entered my cell, I reproached
him with this, as with the breach of a solemn engagement.
His first answer was an infernal laugh, expressive of
derision, hard-heartedness, and contempt. By and by,
however, he condescended to explain himself more fully.
v ¢ I made no engagement,” cried he. * You talked of a
ransom, and I suffered you to talk. I made you no answer ;
I gave you no encouragement. Boy, I deceived you not !
No ; though my heart pants for vengeance and for misery,”
I will never be guilty of treachery; I will break no en-
gagements ; I am a knight and a soldier. You have given
me ten thousand ducats; what are ten thousand ducats to
me? Do you think I am uninformed of your secret? I
opened your chest; I found no gold; its contents were
crucibles, minerals, chemical preparations, and the tools of
EB2
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an artist. You are possessed of the grand arcanum, the
philosopher’s stone. If I had a doubt of it before, the
transaction of yesterday converted conjecture into certainty.
And did you suppose, idiot, driveller that you are, that I
would take ten thousand ducats in commutation for wealth
inexhaustible ? No; you are my prisoner, and may choose,
in this infallible dilemma, whether you will remain my
slave, to supply me daily resources as I shall daily think
proper to demand, or at once make over to me your whole
mystery, and place me in this respect on a level with
yourself.”

It was now my part to be peremptory and firm.

¢ 1 refuse,” said I,  every part of your dilemma, and
all that you can propose to me. Do you talk of my re-
maining your slave, to supply you with daily resources?
Do you imagine that, shut up in this dungeon, I will
nevertheless labour for your gratification ? Do you believe
that that gift, which I received as the instrument of my
own happiness and the benefit of mankind, shall be made
the pledge of my perpetual imprisonment ?

“ With regard to imparting to you the secret you suppose
me to possess, I answer without hesitation, that, dearly as
I prize liberty, and numerous as are the motives you may
think I have to prize it, I will not purchase my liberty at
that rate. I would rather spend the days of eternity in
this cavern, than comply with your proposal. The gift of
the philosopher’s stone, the moment a man possesses it,
purifies his mind from sordid and ignoble induecements.
The endowment which raises him so much above his
species, makes him glory in his superiority, and cherish his
innocence. He cannot, if he would, mingle in the low
passions and pursuits of the generality of mankind. For
myself, I value too much the verdict of my own heart, ever
to allow myself to be influenced in the main concerns of
my existence by menaces and compulsion. Beside, this
gift I received for holy and beneficent purposes; to such
it is consecrated ; and if I ever impart it, I must select its
depository with all the assiduity and penetration it is prac-
ticable for me to exert. You I will henceforth benefit no
more. You hate me; my disapprobation of you is fixed
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and irrevocable. I weep to think how much I have been
deceived in you; I weep to think how many high and
heroic qualities in your breast are now converted into
malignity and venom.—You the possessor of the philoso-
pher’s stone! You tell me, the sole pursuit of the rest of
your life is revenge and human misery. What an image
do you raise in my mind, if, with such dispositions, you

the means which the acquisition of riches in-
exhaustible would confer on you? And do you believe
that any consideration on earth could induce me to realise
such an image ?”

“ As you please,” replied Bethlem Gabor indignantly.
« I have nothing to propose to you. Think you that,
either as my enemy or my slave, and I hold you for- both,
I would descend to negotiate with you? I simply told
you your situation. Yours be the consequences of your
wilfulness and folly !

“ One mistake however that I see you make respecting
my purposes, I will remove. You seem to suppose that, if
you were to communicate to me your secret, I would then
set you at liberty. No, by heavens! This cavern is your
sbode for ever. You shall never go forth from it alive;
and, when you are dead, here your flesh shall moulder, and
your skeleton shall rest, as long as the world remains.
Rook round your walls! Enter fully into possession of
your final home ! I know that to keep you here and alive
my prisoner, I must in a certain sense imprison myself.
But at that I do not murmur. I shall have the gratifica=
tion of beholding my foe, and seeing him daily wither in
disappointment. You wish to be a father to the human
race ; and I shall deem the scope of my misanthropy almost
satisfied, while, in your restraint, I image myself as making
the human race an orphan. Never shall Bethlem Gabor
set at large a man of your unnatural and gall-less disposition,
and your powers for the indulgence of that disposition.

¢ Sieur de Chatillon, I do not want your secret: it
mffices that I know you possess it. Have I not yourself
ia my keeping ? It will be more joy to me rudely to issue
my commands, and to see you complying with them in
spite of the most heartfelt reluctance, than to possess tha
: . BES3
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richest gift on earth in the fullest independence. Think
you Bethlem Gabor incompetent to tame the tenant of this
wretched cavern ? Boy, you are my prisoner ; you shall be
my creature. I will humble you at my feet, and teach you
to implore my bounty for the most miserable pittance.
Look toit! You know your destiny! Do not provoke my
fury, without a foresight of the consequences!”

I will enter into little further detail of this my wretched
imprisonment in the wilds of Hungary. It was not destitute
of its varieties ; and I could, if I pleased, fill a volame
with the artifices and the violence of my gloomy superin-
tendent. 1 could fill volumes with the detail of the multi-
plied expedients, the furious menaces, the gigantic starts
and rhapsodies of passion, by which he alternately urged
me to compliance and concession. But I will not. I will
bring to an end the history of Bethlem Gabor ; and then,
having detailed the surprising events that immediately fol-
lowed it, will close the page of St. Leon’s history for ever.
I stood like a rock. Shut out from all other gratifications, I
at least resolved to accumulate in my own person all the en-
ergies of resistance. If I were to unfold the story, I could
command the reader’s astonishment, his admiration ; but the
object of these papers is to record, not my merits, but my fate.

How different was my imprisonment in the cavern of the
man-abhorring palatine, from that which I had experienced
in the dungeons of the inquisition! There an inexorable
apathy prevailed: my tyrants were indifferent whether I
died or lived ; filled with the sense of their religious eleva-
tion, they held on the even gravity of their course, and
counted my groans and my tears neither for remorse nor
pleasure. The variety I experienced in their dungeons was
the growth of my own thoughts: from without I encoun-
tered no interruption ; it was not to be ascribed to those
who held me in durance, if my faculties were not lethargied
into death. Bethlem Gabor possessed no share of their apes-
thy ; his malice was ever alive, his hatred ever ingenious
and new in its devices. He had a purpose to answer, — to
extort from me the supply of his necessities and projects. It
was not so much perhaps that he stood in need of this, as
that he placed a pride in it, and had fiercely resolved to show

|
l
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me that I was unreservedly his slave. His animosity against
me was 80 fixed and insatiable, that nothing that was pain
to me was indifferent to him. If at any time he saw me
subsiding into msensxbllity, he failed not to exert himself to -
sting me into life again. '

The consequence of this was somewhat different from
what Bethlem Gabor expected. Desponding as I was,
weary of life, and almost finally alienated from the all-
coveted gift of the philosopher’s stone, if he had left me to
myself, I should very probably have sought in insensibility
relief from the torment of my own thoughts. But he
taught me a better lesson. Refusing me the indulgence of
torpor, he obliged me to string myself to resistance. He
gave me a passion ; he gave me an object ; he gave me com-
parative happiness. I was roused to opposition ; I was
resolved that, placed, as I seemed to be, at his mercy, I
would yield him no atom of his desires. Thus employed,
I found in my employment pride. Perpetual occasion pre-
sented itself for fortitude ; and I gradually ascended to the
sweets of consistency, perseverance, and self-gratulation. I
had for years been inured to satisfy myself with a sparing
stock of pleasures; and I was less at a loss to expand and
ramify those which I now possessed, than almost any other
maen would have been in my situation. If my attendant
train of sensations was scanty, Bethlem Gabor took care to
afford them a perpetual supply of food and employment,
and I was comparatively little exposed to the pain of
vacuity. When he saw that I was inflexible, and that he
could no longer gain from me the smallest compliance with
his will, he raged against me with terrifying fury. Was it
a crime in me, that this fury in my tyrant produced the
operation of a sedative and a cordial ? There was no ma-
lignity in the joy it gave me. I had much aversion for
Bethlem Gabor, but no hatred. I took no pleasure in his
sgonies, because they were agonies. My sympathies towards
him now, I confess, were small; but the joy I felt was
because his fury told me, was the unwilling evidence of my
own value. I left him to assail the mound I opposed to his
desires as he pleased ; it remained strong and unaffected
as the sea-beaten promontory.— From the inefficacy of his

BB 4
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nately dwelling on it in the day, it happened that it became
again and again and again my vision of the night. Slumbers
like these were truly refreshing, and armed and nerved me
for the contentions of my tyrant. Sacred and adorable
power of fancy, that can thus purify and irradiate the
damps of a dungeon, and extract from midnight glooms
and impervious darkness perceptions more lovely and in-
spiriting than noontide splendour !

CHAPTER XLIIL

1 nAD now continued here for several months, and in all
that time had received no external impressions but such as
related to the cell I inhabited, and the misanthropical savage
by whom it was visited. One evening that Bethlem Gabor
entered my dungeon, I observed in him an air of unusual
disturbance. Where apathy reigns, the intercourse between
those over whom it presides will be marked with a death-
like uniformity ; but wherever the furious passions take
their turn, they will occasionally subside into a2 semblance
of familiarity and benevolence. There was something in
the countenance of my tyrant that made me for a moment
forget the complicated injuries I had received from him.
““ What is it that has disturbed you?” cried I. There was
no answer. There was a knitting in his brow, and a con-
traction in his features, that showed me his silence was an
effort. He departed however, and had already passed the
threshold of my dungeon. The door was in his hand. He
returned. “ Chatillon, ” said he, * perhaps you will never
see me more !”

“ My castle is besieged. I have passed through dangers
of a thousand names, and I ought not to be made serious
by that which now assails me. But a gloomy presentiment
hangs upon my mind. The busy phantom of life has
lasted too long, and I am sick at heart. In the worst event
I will not be made a prisoner ; I will die fighting.

¢ feel as if this were the last day of my existence; and,
upon the brink of the grave, animosity and ferociousness
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die away in my soul. In this solemn moment, my original
character returns here (striking his heart) to take possession
of its native home ; a character, stern and serious, if you
will ; but not sanguinary, not cruel, not treacherous or un-
just. Between you and me there is a deadly antipathy ;
but you did not make yourself ; you intended me friendship
and advantage ; the sufferings you have experienced from
me in return have been sufficiently severe. If I die de~
fending my walls, and you remain thus, you will perish
with hunger. I had intended it should be so ; but I am
now willing to remit this part of your fate. I will enter
into a compromise with you ; I will trust to your fidelity,
and your honour. I will take off your chains; I will
bring you a timepiece and torches; I will leave with you
the key of the spring lock of your cavern,— provided you
will engage your word to me that you will not attempt to
make use of your advantages till the expiration of twenty«
four hours.”

To these terms I assented without hesitation. The chains
fell from my wrists and my ancles ; I stood up once more
unshackled, and in respect of my limbs a free man. When
Bethlem Gabor was on the point to depart, my soul melted
within-me. Itook hold of his hand ; my fingers trembled ;
I grasped and pressed the fingers of my tyrant. I cannot
describe what then passed in my bosom. No man can
understand my sensations, who had not been in my situ-
ation, who had not passed through a treatment, arbitrary,
ferocious, and inhuman, and had not then seen the being
who had wounded him so unpardonably, suddenly changing
his character, commiserating his fate, and rescuing him
from destruction.

From this time I saw Bethlem Gabor no more ; he died,
as he had sworn to do, in the last dike of his fortress.
His self-balanced and mighty soul could not submit to the
condition of a prisoner ; he was nothing, if he were not
free as the air, and wild as the winds. I may be mis-
taken ; but this appears to me to have been a great and
admirable man. He had within him all the ingredients of
sublimity ; and surely the ingredients of sublimity are the
materials of heroic virtue. I have much cause of com-
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plaint against him ; he conceived towards me an animosity :
the most barbarous and unprovoked ; but, in writing this

narrative, 1 have placed my pride in controlling the sug.
gestions of resentment, and I have endeavoured to do him '

Justice.

I had engaged to wait twenty-four hours ; I waited only
six. 1 know not how the reader will decide upon the mo-
rality of my conduct ; but I own I had not the force, I be-
lieve I may call it the insensibility, to remain in my dungen
any longer. There was no doubt that, if Bethlem Gabor
returned a conqueror, the term of my imprisonment would

be renewed, and all his former menaces continued in force. '

‘What should I deserve to have thought of me, if I could
sit down idly, and tamely wait the retuarn of my jailor?
No! liberty is one of the rights that I put on when I put
on the form of 8 man, and no event is of power to dissolve
or abdicate that right. Of what validity was the promise
that Bethlem Gabor extorted from me by compulsion, and
as the condition of that which he had no title to withhold?
What gratitude did I owe to this man, who treated me with
every contumely, and shrunk from nothing but the thought
of causing me to perish with hunger? Whatever became
of my attempt to escape, I could at least in this vast sub-
terranean hide myself from the face of him who had in-
jured me. I had a provision of phosphorus in my chest;
and could therefore extinguish my torch upon the slightest
alanm, and relume it at pleasure. What was the value of
life, situated as I was situated? It was better to perish in
the attempt to escape, than linger on for ever in perpetusl
imprisonment. As a further resource I left a billet in my
dungeon (for for this also I had implements) intreating
Bethlem Gabor by every motive of compassion and hu-
manity to provide for me the means of sustenance as ususl
Ilaving taken these precautions, I lighted a fresh torch;
and, unlocking the door, and thrusting the key into my
girdle, set out upon my expedition. Though Bethlem
Gabor had stipulated for twenty-four hours, the siege might
even now be over, and I trembled every instant lest my
Jailor should return.

1 wandered for a considerable time among the alleys and
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indings of this immeasurable cavern. I had the precau-
»n to mark the sides of the vault with characters and
kens as I passed, that, if necessary, I might be able to
1d the way back to my dungeon: this might prove an
dispensable resource, to prevent me from perishing with
mger. Once or twice I changed my route, inferring
om a comparison of circumstances, the best I could make,
iat I was not in the direction of the castle from which
ethlem Gabor had led me to my imprisonment. In all
is wandering I had seen nothing, I had heard nothing,
hich could demonstrate to me that I was approaching the
abitation of man. I had groped my way for near two
ours, when on a sudden I heard a loud and tremendous
rout that almost stunned me, and that from its uncom=
on shock could be at no great distance from the place
hewe I stood. This was succeeded by a terrifying glare
f kight. I extinguished my torch, both that I might be
etter qualified to observe, and that I might be less in
anger of discovery by any one who should approach me
nawares. The shouts were several times repeated. The
ght I found to proceed from that end of the vault towards
thich I had been advancing, and, by the best conjectures I
ould form, I concluded the outlet into the castle to be at
o great distance. I heard the crackling of the flames,
ud the fall of rafters and beams. Presently I discerned a
olume of smoke approaching me, and found that, if I re-
mined long in my present station, I should incur the risk
f being suffocated. I formed my resolution. I concluded
hat Bethlem Gabor's castle was taken, and set on fire by
he Austrians. I believed that my persecutor was already
© more: to this faith I was undoubtedly prompted by the
wesentiment which he had communicated to me. 1 saw
hat it would be impossible for me to emerge into light, till
he flames should abate. I once more therefore lighted
ny torch, and returned by the straightest road I could find
o my dungeon. Arrived there, I proposed to pass the
nterval quietly, in the cavern where I had so long felt the
veight of the Hungarian’s chains. Suddenly however the
mggestion occurred to me, may not my conjectures be
alse? may not Bethlem Gabor yet repel the enemy, and
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return to me from amidst the ruins of his falling castle?
The thought was sickness and extinction to my heart.
Hope! beautiful as are thy visions, in how much anguish
and agony do they clothe the terrors of disappointment!
Never had Bethlem Gabor been half so dreadful to me as
now. I shrunk away; I took with me the fragments
of provision that vet remained ; I hid myself ; I deemed
no cell remote enough to conceal me from the inhuman
persecution of my tyrant.

I continued in the subterranean all that day and all the
succeeding night. Once in this period I attempted to re-
connoitre the avenue of my escape, but I found the situation
still so heated and suffocating that I did not venture to
proceed. At length I came forth from this den of horrors,
and again beheld the light of the sun. The path had
already been sufficiently explored by me, and I no longer
found any material obstacles. I now saw that my conjec-
tures were true: the castle of my ferocious adversary was
a pile of ruins. The walls indeed for the most part re-
mained, but choked with fragments of the falling edifice,
blackened with the flames, and penetrated in every direc-
tion by the light of day. With difficulty I climbed over
the ruins, which opposed my egress from the subterranean,
and rendered my passage to the outside of the castle an
affair of peril and caution. Here the first object that
struck me was some tents, probably of the soldiers who
had been employed in this work of destruction. I was
hailed by a sentinel, and I demanded that he would con-
duct me to his commander. He led me to the centre of
the little encampment, and I stood in the presence of his
chief. I lifted my eye to behold him, and was petrified
with such astonishment as till that hour I had never felt.
It was Charles, my son, my only son, the darling of his
mother, the idol of my soul !

CHAPTER XLIII

It may seem extraordinary that I should instantly have
known him. Ie was sitting at a table, covered with
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papers, and with one or two aides-de-camp waiting to re~
ceive his orders. He was clothed in complete armour,
and his casque was resting on the ground by his side.
When I entered, his eye was fixed on a despatch that day
received from the great palatine of Hungary; but, in little
more than a minute, he raised his head, and his coun-
tenance was completely presented to my view. It was
fifteen years since I had beheld it ; he was then scarcely
above half his present age, a mere stripling, in whom the
first blush of manhood had awakened the sentiment of in~
dependence and an honour impatient of a shade ; he was
now a leader of warlike bands, his complexion olived over
with service, and his eye rendered steady with observation
and thought. But I knew him ; I knew him in a moment.
My soul, with the rapidity of lightning, told me who he
was. Not all the arts in the world could have hid him
from me ; not all the tales that delusion ever framed could
have baffled me ; I could have challenged him against the
earth |

I have already had occasion to explain the complexity of
my feelings, when, after a long absence, I visited the
heiresses of the house of St. Leon. The sweets of recog-
nition, that transporting effervescence of the mind, where
the heart bounds to meet a kindred heart, where emotions
and tears mingle in speechless encounter, where all is
gazing love and strict embrace,—these pleasures were
denied me. I stood stiff and motionless in the presence of
my child. My heart might burst; but it must not, and it
could not communicate its feelings.

After an instant’s pause of overwhelming sensation, I
sunk back on myself, and considered my own figure. It
happened that, exactly opposite to me, in the tent of my son,
hung his armour, and over the rest his polished shield, in
which I saw my own person clearly reflected. The youth
of my figure indeed was still visible ; but the hardships of
my dungeon had imprinted themselves in glaring characters
on my face. My beard was neglected, my hair was matted
and shaggy, my complexion was of a strong and deadly
yellow. My appearance to a considerable degree told my
story without the need of words. Charles enquired of
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those who brought me, where they had found this wretched
and unhappy figure ; and was told that I had been seen a
few minutes before coming out from the ruins of Bethlem
Gabor’s castle. He humanely and naturally concluded,
that I was a victim on whom the tyrant had exercised his
ferocity, and that I had been shut up in some dungeon of
the fortress: it was impossible that any person above ground
in the castle should have come out alive from the operation
of the flames. He commanded that I should be led to a
neighbouring tent and taken care of. After having been
refreshed with food and rest, and attired with other ap-
parel, he directed that I should be brought to him again,
that he might hear my story.

Under these circumstances there was nothing for which
I was more anxious, than that I might recruit myself, and
shake off as quickly as possible the effects of my confine-
ment. Cordials were brought me, and I tasted of them:
I bathed in a neighbouring stream : one of my son’s at-
tendants removed my beard, and arranged my hair. I now
desired to be left alone, that I might take some needful
repose. I could not sleep ; but I reclined my limbs upon
a couch, and began to collect my thoughts.

I saw myself in one hour the sport of the most complete
reverse of fortune that could happen to a mortal. I had
been the prisoner of a cavern so wild and pathless, as al-
most to defy the utmost extent of human sagacity to ex-
plore its recesses. From this cavern, but for the sudden
and extraordinary event which had just occurred, I could
never have come forth alive. All sober calculation would
have taught me to expect that I should have remained
there, chained up like a savage tiger in his cage, as long as
Bethlem Gabor existed ; and that, when he died, I should
perish, unheard, unknown ; no creature that lived suspecting
my situation, no lapse of ages ever bringing to light my
dismal catastrophe. The remorse and relenting of Bethlem
Gabor towards me seemed so little to accord with any thing
that I had personally witnessed of his habits and his mind,
that even now I feel myself totally unable to account for it.
As it was however, I was once again free. From the state
of an outlaw imprisoned for life, I suddenly saw myself at
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, inspirited by the light of the sun, and refreshed by
enial rays, in the full possession of youth and all its
ties, enabled to return amidst my clients of Buda, or
’k some new adventure, in any corner of the earth to
1 my inclination led me. There is no man, however
7helmed with calamities, however persecuted with end-
lisappointment, however disgusted with life and all its
sus allurements, to whom so sudden and admirable a
ze would not convey some portion of elasticity and

it there was one thought that entirely occupied me. I
’t describe how my soul yearned towards this my only
the sentiment, even now as I write, is an oppression

scarcely able to sustain. Willingly, most willingly,
1 I have traversed every region of the globe, if so I
t have discovered his unknown retreat: and now sud-
, without the smallest effort on my part, he was placed
e me. Hislast solemn parting, his abjuration of my so-
and intercourse for ever, rose to my memory, and gave
: inexpressible to our present encounter. At the thought
my son was in the neighbouring tent, all earthly ob-
beside faded from my mind, and appeared uninterest-
md contemptible. I instantly resolved to devote my-
‘o his service, and to place all my enjoyment in the
mplation of his happiness, and the secret consciousness
omoting it. He had, if I may so express myself, in
wwn person forbidden me his presence: in my now
«d figure I might disobey his injunction without fear-
is rebuke. Let not the reader condemn me, that, en- -
d as I was with unlimited powers of action, I pre-
d a single individual, my own son, to all the world
e. Philanthropy is a godlike virtue, and can never be
oudly commended, or too ardently enjoined ; but na-

affection winds itself in so many folds about the
;, and is the parent of so complicated, so various and
isite emotions, that he who should attempt to divest
elf of it, will find that he is divesting himself of all
is most to be coveted in existence. It is not a selfish
ensity ; on the contrary, I will venture to affirm that
generosity it breathes is its greatest charm., Beside, in

FF
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my case | considered my own existence as blasted ; and |
could therefore find nothing better than to forget myself it
my son. Ihad made a sufficient experiment of the philo-
sopher’s stone, and all my experiments had miscarried. M
latest trials in attempting to be the benefactor of nation
and mankind, not only had been themselves abortive, bu
contained in them shrewd indications that no similar pla
could ever succeed. I therefore discarded, for the presen
at least, all ambitious and comprehensive views, and be
lieved that I ought to be well content, if I could prove th
unknown benefactor of the son of Marguerite de Damville
I entered into a solemn engagement with myself that
would forget and trample upon every personal concern, an
be the victim and the sacrifice, if need were, of the happi
ness of my child. Dismissing my project of becoming
factor for the Hungarian people, I determined to lay asid
the name of Chatillon, and cut off every indication tha
might connect my present existence with that of the ricl
stranger of Buda. One of the advantages I possessed fo
that purpose was, that no creature in Hungary had th
slightest suspicion that the sieur de Chatillon had ever beer
the prisoner of Bethlem Gabor.

Having thus arranged my thoughts, I now called for th
garments that had been assigned me. They were supplie
me from the stock of my son; and, when I had put then
on, I overheard the attendants whispering to each other thei
astonishment, at the striking resemblance between thei
master and myself. When I came once more into th
tent of their captain, and stood as in the former in
stance before his shield, I did not wonder at their remark
The coincidence of our features was so great, that, had w
passed through a strange place in each other’s company, .
should infallibly have been regarded as his younger brothe:
Yet there was something of Marguerite in the countenanc
of Charles that I wanted. When I recovered, as in a shor
time afterwards I did, my vigour and health, I was mor
blooming than he ; but there was something graceful, inge
nuous and prepossessing in his aspect, which I could by n
means boast in anlequal degree, and which might hav
carried him unhurt and honoured through the world. W
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shall see some of the effects of this in what I shall presently
have occasion to relate.

When my son required of me to declare who I was, 1
told him, as I had already determined to do, that I was a
eadet of the house of Aubigny in France ; that, after hav-
ing passed through several other countries, I had come into
Poland with the floating and half formed purpose of enter-
ing as a volunteer against the Turk ; but that, before my
plan was completely arranged, having been led, by my
Juvenile ardour in a hunting party, far within the frontier
of Hungary, I had been so unfortunate as to become a
prisoner to the troopers of Bethlem Gabor. I added that,
when introduced to their chief, I had given him s0 much
offence, by the firmness of my manner, and my refusing to
comply with certain propositions he made me, that he had
thrast me into & dungeon, from which, but for the gallant
exertions of the present detachment, I should never have
come out alive.

Charles heard my story with attention and interest. He
ealted on me to resume my courage and my hopes, and to
be confident that my sufferings were now at an end. He
told me, that he was a Frenchman as well as myself, and
like myself, had been a soldier of fortune. He felt, he
said, a powerful sympathy in my tale ; there was something
in my countenance that irresistibly won his kindness ; and,
if I would put myself under his protection, he did not
doubt to be the means of my future success. He spoke
with great asperity of Bethlem Gabor, who, as an
intrepid, indefatigable and sanguinary partisan, had been
the author of greater mischiefs to the Christian cause, than
any of the immediate servants of the sultan of Constanti-
nople. He congratulated himself that the same action that
had delivered the world from so murderous a renegado, had
rendered him the preserver of a youth of so much enter-
prise and worth, as he doubted not I should prove. He
said, there was but one other man in Hungary, who
had been so effectual an enemy to the cause of truth
and Christianity as Bethlem Gabor. The name of this
man he understood was Chatillon, and he grieved to say
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that he bore the appellation of a Frenchman. To th
eternal disgrace of the nation that gave him birth, he had
joined the Turkish standard, and, by exertions difficult »
be comprehended, had rescued the infidels from famine &
a time when, but for his inauspicious interference, Buds,
and perhaps every strong town in Hungary, were on the
point of falling into the hands of the Christians. It wu

this same man who had revived the resources of Bethlem |-
Gabor, after they had once before, by his own fortunat |.
exertions, been routed out; and whom I might therefore |

in some sense consider as the author of my calamities, u
well as the inveterate foe of Christendom. Such a wretch
as this was scarcely entitled to the common benefit of the
laws of war: and he would not answer for himself if Cha.
tillon had fallen into his power, to what extremity his haly
resentment against this degenerate fellow-countryman might
have hurried him. Providence however had overtaken him
in his impious career ; and he had fallen obecurely, as he
had lived basely, in a night skirmish with a party of
marauders from the Austrian camp.— The reader may
believe that I did not a little rejoice that, in announcing
myself a few moments before, I had taken the name, not
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of Chatillon, but D’Aubigny. What I heard however
occasioned in me a profound reflection on the capricicusness
of honour and fame, and the strange contrarieties with
which opposite prejudices cause the same action to be
viewed. I could not repress the vehemence of my emotions,
while 1 was thus calumniated and vilified for actions,
which I had firmly believed no malice could misrepresent,
and fondly supposed that all sects and ages, as far as their
record extended, would agree to admire.

In another point of view, the invective which my son
thus unconsciously poured in my ears, had the effect of
making me regard with a more complacent satisfaction the
plan I had formed of devoting myself to his service. Here
1 pursued no delusive meteor of fame; the very essence of
my project lay in its obscurity. Kings and prelates, armies
and churches, would no longer find an interest in disputing
about my measures ; I should indulge the secret prompt-
ings of my soul, undisturbed alike by the censure of the
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world, and its applause. It was thus that, under every
thange of fortune, I continued to soothe my soul with de-
xsive dreams.

Meanwhile my project went on with the happiest aus.
ploes. - The friendship between me and Charles continued
Wodrly to increase. As a Frenchman, whom chance had
introduced to his acquaintance in a distant country, it was
nataral that he should feel a strong bias of affection towards
me. But that sort of fraternal resemblance which the most
inattentive spectator remarked in us, operated forcibly to the
increase of Charles’s attachment. He would often, in the
ingenuous opening of his soul towards me, call me his
brother, and swear that I should for ever experience from
him a brother’s love. Charles had by this time completed
the thirty-second year of his age ; I was, in appearance, at
lomst ten years younger than he. There is something in
this degree of disparity, that greatly contributes to the cul-
tivation of kindness, and is adapted to the engendering a
thousand interesting sentiments. Frequently would he ex.
claim, “ Our fortunes, my dear Henry,” that was the name I
assumed, “have been in a considerable degree similar: we
were both of us early cast on the world; I indeed at the
fmmature age of seventeen. I entered the world without
an adviser or a friend ; but my destiny was favourable, and
X escaped its quicksands and its rocks. I have now by a
concurrence of happy circumstances obtained a place among
honourable men and soldiers, and for what is to come may
reasonably regard myself with some degree of confidence.
You are yet in one of the most dangerous periods of human
life ; your work is all to do; your battles are yet to fight.
Suffer me, my dear friend, to represent your better genius,
and act an elder brother’s part. You shall find me no
ignorant Mentor, and no ungentle one.

Nothing could be more gratifying to me than to see the
shoots of affection thus springing up spontaneously in
Charles’s bosom. I willingly humoured the generous de~
ception that he was putting on himself, and heard with
transports inconceivable his assurances of kindness and pro-
tection. We rode, and we walked together ; we were in a
manner inseparable. When he went out to reconnoitre, I
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was his chosen companion ; when he inspected the discipline
and condition of his soldiers, he applied that opportunity
to initiate me in the science of war; when he expected to
encounter the enemy, he placed me immediately by his side.

Sometimes he would open his heart to me, and dwel
with a melancholy delight upon his secret sorrows. “1Itis
no wonder, my Henry,” he would say, * that I feel this un-
common attachment to you. I am alone in the world. I
have no father, no mother, and no brethren. I am an
exile from my country, and cut off for ever from those of
my own lineage and blood. Itis with inexpressible delight
that I thus cheat the malice of my fate, and hold you to
my bosom asif you were indeed my brother. I would not
part with the fiction for the mines of Peru; and I know
not whether I do not cultivate it more assiduously, and re-
gard it with a sentiment of more anxiety and zeal, because
it is a fiction, than I should do if it were a reality. I had
indeed,” added Charles, ‘“a mother !”— And, when he had
started this theme, he would dwell for ever on her praises.
I easily saw that never son loved a mother more cordially,
than Charles loved the all-accomplished Marguerite. With
what sentiments did I hear her eulogium ? I could not join
in her praises; I could not be supposed to know her. I
stood there, as the statue of Prometheus might have done,
if, after being informed with a living soul, the Gods had
seen fit to chain its limbe in everlasting marble. The pas-
sion within me panted and laboured for a vent; but I was
invincibly silent. With what sentiments did I hear her
eulogium ? Every word of it was a dagger to my heart ;
every word said, ¢ And thou, villain, wert not thou her
murderer ?” more painfully, than the fiercest reproaches
could have done.

When Charles had celebrated with an eloquence truly
divine this incomparable mother, a sudden pang of memory
would make him start into rage. “ And this mother I
left! Of this mother I cannot tell whether she is alive or
dead! What shall I say? the crime, or the not less fatal
error of my father, separated me from this mother! I
loved my father: I loved him because he was my father ;
I had great obligations to him ; he once had virtues. But
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her, —if I could have found her in the wildest
f Africa, and have known her virtues, a stranger
lood, descended from the remotest tribe of the hu-
ce, I should have chosen her for my friend, my
ess and my guide, beyond all that youth and beauty,
eir most radiant charms, could tender to my ac-
N 'I’

; unconsciously, yet ingeniously, did my dear son
ne to time torture his father’s heart. I could not
liver him from the gloomy and wretched uncer-
vhether this mother were alive or dead. With one
could have composed his soul into a sober grief; I
wve said, Your adorable mother at length rests from
ows ; she is no longer the victim of a misguided
-uel father ; you have no longer occasion to brood
it most disconsolate of reflections, I know not what
may be at this moment suffered by her who is en-
» all my duty and all my affection.” With one
might have told this; and that word I dared not

CHAPTER XLIV.

related to me his history, and made me the de-
" of his feelings and reflections. The name of St.
deed never passed his lips ; I felt that he had con-
hat to inviolable oblivion. The appellation he bore
rmy was the chevalier de Damville. Soon after he
ied me at Dresden, he had entered as a volunteer
mperial army. Charles the Fifth was at that time
ing forces to encounter the confederates of the
of Smalcalde. In this situation my son was emi-
fortunate. He was distinguished for uncommon
se and courage in some of the first actions of the
d early attracted the notice of Gian-Battista Cas-
ount of Piadena, who held an eminent command
the emperor. 1In this army my son was a party to
FF 4
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the decisive battle of Muhlberg, in April, 1547. Four
afterwards, Castaldo was appointed commander in
against the Turks in Hungary, and the French che
accompained his patron to this new scene of military (
prise. Charles had felt dissatisfied with the ground:
motives of war between the Catholics and Protestar
Germany, men worshipping the same Saviour, and aj
ing to the same authorities, hut many of them at
from the most upright and ingenuous scruples, differi
their interpretation of thoee authorities. Baut, in thei
tentions between the crescent and the cross, he er
with unbounded enthusiasm into all the feelings that
stitute a champion or a martyr. He conceived that -
ever was dear to the human race in this world or the
hung on the issue ; he regarded the grandeur of the
as purifying his efforts and consecrating his name;
when he lifted his sword in vindication of an ex)
God, he felt himself steeled with more than mortal er
My son dwelt on the merits of his patron with a d
of veneration and love that knew no bounds. Ca:
was ranked by the consenting voice of mankind wit
most accomplished generals of the age in which he lived
knew him,” said Charles, * in his most private hours
stood next to and observed him in the greatest and
critical occasions of his life. It was the least of his n
that he distinguished me, that he took me up friendles
an orphan, that under every circumstance he was
than a father to me; that he corrected my faults, th
guided me with his advice, that he instructed me wit
wisdom, and supported me by his countenance. Cas
was the most persevering and indefatigable of mankinc
difficulties could undermine his apparent serenity ; n
cumulation of dangers could appal or perplex him.
tory never robbed him of his caution; misfortune
defeat never destroyed the grandeur and elasticity o
soul. I firmly believe that no general had ever a more
couraging variety of counteractions to struggle with.
enemy was barbarous and sanguinary, yet irm and u
mayed, in the full vigour of their political health, v
the rule of the ablest of their sovereigns. The nobl
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the country Castaldo had to defend had almost all of them
been alienated, one after another, by the tricking and ill-
Judged politics of the house of Austria. The nation was
ruined, houseless and starving. Many of the officers who
served under my general were the basest of poltroons ; but
they were imposed upon him by his court ; he was com-
pelled to place them in important trusts ; and, even when
in the most dastardly way they betrayed those trusts, they
were by some pitiful intrigue sheltered from his discipline
and his justice. The forces of Castaldo were mutinous
and ungovernsble; and he was almost constantly denied
the funds requisite for their pay.

¢ For two years the count of Piadena struggled with these
complicated difficulties. When he had obtained a hard-
earned advantage at one extremity of the kingdom, he
found it rendered useless by some treachery or incapacity
in the other extremity, which it was instantly necessary he
should hasten to repair. He quelled four alarming mutinies
by his firmness, his resources, and the prudent combination
of his calmness and severity. In the midst of one of his
most arduous situations he suddenly received intelligence
that the states of Hungary, which were at that time assem-
bled, were debating whether they should enter into a treaty
with Solyman for the purpose of placing their country
under the Turkish sceptre. He immediately flew to the
place of council ; the decision in favour of Solyman was
drawn up and ready to be adopted ; but Castaldo, by his
presence, his authority, and his eloquence, recalled the
states to their duty, and prevented them from eternally
staining the Christian name. Surrounded with these diffi-
culties, oppposed to an enemy many times more numerous
than the forces he could bring against them, and whose
wants were all plentifully supplied, Castaldo by his single
sbilities kept the balance even, or rather caused it to incline
in favour of the Christian scale, But what,” added Charles,
« avails the most consummate merit! How may the most
incessant and undaunted exertions be shadowed by the veil
of obscurity! The world judges by events; success is
Decessary to procure the palm of fame. After two years
of such labours as 1 witnessed and glory to describe, a mu-
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tiny broke out among the mercenary troops, more formi-
dable than any that preceded ; it was no longer even in the
abilities of Castaldo to quell. ¢ We honour and respect you,
said the mutineers, € but we will no more serve without
pay : we have been baffled two years; we will march to the
gates of Vienna, and demand from Ferdinand, our sove-
reign, why we are thus denied the arrears that are due to
us.’ They chose leaders for this expedition among them-
selves. The great Castaldo, whoee peculiar talent it is to
accommodate himself to events, and never by any misfor-
tune to be deprived of his invention and resources, saw
what it was that became him. Having in vain tried every
method for retaining his troope in Hungary, he offered
himself to lead them to Vienna. Then was seen the true
ascendancy of a noble mind. Goaded with want and dis-
tress, they had been deaf to the remonstrances of their
general when he sought to direct them agsinst the enemy.
But, when they saw him submitting himself to their rage
and impatience, and fearlessly intrusting his safety to
those who had before refused even to listen to him, and
who had reason to fear his retribution as their accuser and
jndge, they were awed and speechless. They almost re-
pented of their frenzy, and were half determined to rerurn
to their duty. Their remorse indeed was imperfect and
ineffectual; but Castaldo led this band of mutineers
through the heart of the kingdom, with as many symp-
toms of regularity, modesty, and order, as if they had been
the best paid, the promptest and most loyal army in the
world.”

My son spoke in terms of the warmest enthusiaem of
the defence of Erlau, in the period of Castaldo’s last and
most arduous campaign against the Turks. In respect of
fortifications the town was scarcely competent to resist the
feeblest enemy ; but its deficiency in this point was sup-
plied by the constancy and valour of its garrison and in-
habitants. The very women displayed an enterprise, that
the more vigorous sex have seldom exhibited. In one in-
stance, a heroine of this sort was seen fighting in the pre-
sence of her mother and her husband. Her husband fell
dead by her side. ¢ Let us, my daughter,” said the mo=~
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her, “ remove the body, and devote the rest of our care to
5 honourable funeral.” — « May God,” returned the im«
assioned widow, “ never suffer the earth to cover my hus-
and’s corse, till his death has been amply revenged ; this
3 the hour of battle, not a time for funeral and for tears !
lo speaking, and seizing the sword and shield of the
wreathless champion, she rushed upon the enemy ; nor did
he quit the breach till, by the slaughter of three Turks
vho were ascending the scaling ladders, she had appeased
he fury in her breast, and the ghost of her departed hus-
»and. Then raising the corpse, and pressing it to her
sosom, she drew it to the great church of the city, and
paid to it the last honours with all possible magnificence.*
Many other examples of a heroism not inferior to this
were displayed on the same occasion. ‘“ And shall LI,”
added Charles, in a sally of glorious enthusiasm, ‘¢ ever
desert a cause which has been thus honoured ? Shall I
betray a soil which has been immortalised by such illus-
trious actions? Shall I join myself to the renegado Beth-
lem - Gabor, and the execrable Chatillon? . No: such vir-
tae as I have described never could have been conceived,
but in the bosom of truth! Great as is the pious devotion
I feel for that God who died on the cross for the salvation
of mankind, I own my weakness, if it be a weakness, his
cause is scarcely less endeared to me by the sublime exer-
tions of his heroic followers, than by his own adorable
condescension and mercy.

¢ When the glorious Castaldo departed with his rebelhom
army for the metropolis of Germany, there was nothing I
more earnestly desired than to accompany his march. For
seven years he had conferred on me the benefits, and shown
towards me the affection, of a father; and I could not think
of being separated from him without the extremest anguish.
Beside, I regarded it as little less than sacrilege, to quit his
tide at a time that he was exposed to the furioua suggestions
of & host of robbers and banditti. But he would not allow
me to abandon my post. ¢ Some time,” said he, ¢ we must

’ns:incldent "go'u nurl‘y in the words of 8. Leon, by Thusnus, Jlis-
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separate, and you must stand alone. I have been long
enough your instructor; and, if my lessons or my example
can produce improvement in you, they must have performed
that office already.” He treated with disdain the thought
of the danger to which he might be exposed, and his need
of a faithful guard; a thought which he had detected in the
midst of my anxieties, but which I had not the courage to
mention. ¢ This,’ said he, ¢is your genuine sphere. You
are a young man, burning with the zeal of truth and reli-
gion. You are inspired with the enthusiasm of a champion
and a martyr. Heaven knows how willingly I would have
spent my blood for the overthrow of Mahomet and his
blasphemous impieties. To me this is not permitted ; tc
you it is. I shall be engaged in the painful scenes of civi
contention between Christian and Christian, misguided and
inflamed by the human inventions of Luther and of Calvin
You have before you a clearer and a brighter field ; and, ]
confidently persuade myself, you will be found worthy of
your happier destiny.” — The count of Piadena bestowed
me, s0 he was pleased to express himself, upon Nadasti
the great palatine of the realm, as the most precious pledge
of his friendship that it was in his power to confer.

¢ Since the retreat of Castaldo, the Christian standard has
obtained little more either of attention or aid from ow
lawful sovereign, now the possessor of the imperial throne
Ferdinand for a great part of this time has had his nego.
tiators at Constantinople, whom the insulting Turk has
condescended neither sincerely to treat with, nor to dismiss.
The Christian army in Hungary has been left to its own
resources ; but zeal has supplied the place of rhagazines,
and religious ardour has taught us to omit no occasion of
annoying and distressing the enemy. The most considerable
occurrence of this period, has been the siege of Ziget aboat
four years ago. Solyman, taking advantage of certain fac-
tious broils among our hereditary nobility, appointed at that
time one of his eunuchs bashaw of Buda; and, having
placed a numerous a numerous army under his command,
dismissed him from the foot of his throne with this arrogant
injunction, not to enter the capital of his province, till he
had first sent the keys of Ziget as an offering to his royal
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master.  Horvati, the Christian governor of this fortifi-
cation, is one of the most accomplished and the bravest of
our native commanders ; and, Nadasti having sent him a
reinforcement the better to enable him to support the
threatened siege, I was in the number of the soldiers ap-
pointed on this service. The trenches were opened early
in June, and the siege continued for the space of seven
weeks. The bashaw, though an eunuch, in person stunted,
and of monstrous deformity, was distinguished for an un-
common degree of audacity and perseverance. Four times
he filled the dikes of the fortification with wood and earth;
and as often, by means of a furious sally of the besieged,
the materials, which had thus with vast expence of industry
and labour been accumulated, were set fire to and con-
sumed. On the twelfth day of the siege he gained pos-
session of the town, and drove us back into the citadel ;
but on the day following we recovered the ground we had
lost, and from that time the town was his no more. The
sctions of these days were the severest of the whole siege ;
we t the enemy street by street, and inch by inch ;
the great fountain in the market-place ran with blood ; we
ascended hills of the dead, which the infidels opposed as a
barrier to our further progress; I seized two Turkish
standards ; and, though wounded, pursued the enemy
through the eastern gate, and returned in triumph. Na-
dasti in the sixth week of the siege marched to our relief ;
but he was met and worsted by the bashaw, who returned
victorious to the foot of the walls. During the whole of
the siege mutual animosity was cherished by every species
of contrivance, and the heads of the distinguished dead
were exhibited on both sides as spectacles of abhorrence
sud terror. The inflamed passions of the combatants se~
veral times found a vent in listed duels: Horvati, the
governor, killed in one of these encounters a gigantic Turk,
) who had sent a proud defiance to our host. I procured
myself honour upon a similar occasion; and the scarf
which I now wear, composed the turban of the infidel I
tlew. At length the disappointed bashaw was obliged to
taise the siege ; and he soon after died of grief and morti-
fication in his palace at Buda. I confess I recollect the

-
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Christian exploits in the defence of Ziget, in which I also
had a share, with rapture and delight ; they will serve to
awaken in me new animation, when hereafter the coldness
of ordinary life might strike palsy to my soul. I shall
never think I have lived in vain, after having contributed,
in however humble a place, to arrest the career of insolence
and impiety which, under the standard of the crescent,
threatened to overrun the whole Christian world.”

Such were the adventures and such the sentiments of the
gallant chevalier de Damville. I had been a warrior in my
youth, and the discourse he held was sufficiently congenial
to my earliest propensities. 1 saw indeed that he had
guined, in the zeal of a soldier of the cross, a source of mar-
tial heroism, to which my military history had been a
stranger. But, though I could not entirely enter into this
sentiment of his, and indeed regarded it as an infatuation
and delusion, I did not the less admire the grandeur of soul
with which this heroic fable inspired him. There was no
present propensity in my heart that led me to delight in
deeds of blood and war; I saw them in their genuine co-
lours without varnish or disguise; I hated and loathed
them from my very inmost soul ; but, notwithstanding this,
I was sensible to the lustre which military zeal cast round
the character of my son. Nor is this incredible or absurd;
the qualities of a generous and enterprising champion are
truly admirable, though the direction they have received
should be worthy of eternal regret.

Charles de Damville was my friend ; and, when I say
this, I cannot help stopping a moment for the indulgence
of reflecting on the contrast between my present intercourse
with my son, and my late connection with Bethlem Gabor.
I had sought the friendship of the Hungarian partisan,
partly because 1 wanted a protector and an ally, but partly
also because in my soul I looked up to and admired the
man. I called Bethlem Gabor my friend ; I persuaded
myself that I had cogent reasons for calling him so. But
there was little sympathy between us ; he was wrapped up
in his own contemplations ; he was withered by his own
calamities ; our souls scarcely touched in a single point.
No, no; this is not friendship.
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" Friendship is a necessity of our nature, the stimulating
and restless want of every susceptible heart. How wretched
an imposture in this point of view does human life for the
most part appear! With boyish eyes, full of sanguine
spirits and hope, we look round us for a friend ; we sink
into the grave, broken down with years and infirmities, and
still have not found the object of our search. We talk to
one man, and he does not understand us; we address our-
selves to another, and we find him the unreal similitude
only of what we believed him to be. We ally ourselves to
a man of intellect and of worth ; upon further experience
we cannot deny him either of these qualities ; but the more
we know each other, the less we find of resemblance; he
is cold, where we are warm; he is harsh, where we are
melted into the tenderest sympathy ; what fills us with rap-
ture, is regarded by him with indifference ; we finish with
a distant respect, where we looked for a commingling soul:
this is not friendship. We know of other men, we have
viewed their countenances, we have occasionally sat in their
society : we believe it is impossible we should not find in
them the object we sought. But disparity of situation and
dissimilitude of connections prove as effectual a barrier to

*  intimacy, as if we were inhabitants of different planets.

> It is one of the most striking characteristics of the nature
:  of man, that we are eternally apt to grow dead and insens-
ible to the thing we have not. Half our faculties become
palsied, before we are in the slightest degree aware that we
are not what we were, and what we might be. There are
philosophers who regard this as the peculiar privilege of
man, 8 wise provision of Providence to render us con-
tented and easy with our lot in existence. For my part,
I do not envy, and I have never aspired to, the happiness
of ignorance and stupidity. But, be it a blessing or a
curse, the phenomenon is undoubted. Present me with some
inestimable benefit, that my nature fitted me to enjoy, but
that my fortune has long denied me to partake, and I in-
stantly rise as from an oppressive lethargy. Before, it may
be, I felt myself uneasy; but 1 knew of no remedy, I
dreamed it was my nature, I did not put forth a finger for
relief. But now, that I have drawn the unexpected prize,

L "o e .
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I grow astonished at my former blindness ; I become sud.
denly sensible of my powers and my worth ; the blood that
siept in my heart. circulates., and distends every vein; I
tread on air: 1 ferl a calm, vetnruhmgdehght- lknov
wkar kind of an endowment life is. to a being in whom
scnnment and atfection are awakened to their genuine
aczon.

This was the etfect of the mutual attachment produced
bezween me and Charles. I looked into him, and saw a
man ; I saw expansive powers of intellect and true sensibi-
lity of hear:. To be esteemed and loved and protected by
such a man ; to have him to take one by the hand, to enquire
in%0 one’s sorrows, to interest himself in one’s anxieties, to
exult in one’s good fortune and one’s joys ; this and this
onls deserves the name of existence.

1 had kowever a painful drawback upon my satisfaction.
It was my fate since the visit of the stranger of the lake of
( onstance. to rejoice for moments and to lament for years.
I could not at first ascend to that purity and eminence of
triendship to forget myself; I could not but painfully feel
the contrast between me and my zon. How happy was
C barles. bow respectable, how self-approving, how cheerful
of heart : 1 shall presently have occasion to speak of a still
further addition to his happiness ! I looked indeed young,
fair. blooming, a stranger to care: but I had a secret worm
smawingz at my vitals. This very deceitfulness of my coun-
tenance was a bitter azrravation to my remorse. I never
saw my features reflected in the polished shield without
teeling myself struck to the core. Charles had walked
rizht onward in the paths of honour ; he fearell no detection;
he had no secret consciousness that gave the lie to the voice
of applause, partiality, and friendship. But I was all alie;
1 was no youth; I was no man; I was no member of the
xreat community of my species. The past and the future
were equally a burthen to my thoughts. To the eye that
saw e I was a youth tlushed with hope, and panting for
existence.  Inmy soul I knew, and I only knew, that I was
2 worn ou: veterai, battered with the storms of life, having
tried every thing and rejected every thing, and discarded
for ever by hope and joy. When I walked forth leaning
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on the arm of him who delighted to call me his younger
brother, this was the consciousness that hunted my steps
and blasted me with its aspect whichever way we turned.

CHAPTER XLYV.

Axoxe the various confidences reposed in me by my son,
one was his love. The object of his attachment was a
young lady of quality, named Pandora, niece to Nadasti,
great palatine of Hungary. In consequence of the earnest
recommendation of Castaldo in 1553, Nadasti had taken my
wn under his particular protection, and Charles’s principal
home at the periods when the army was dispersed in winter=
quarters was at the palatine’s house in the city of Presburg.
Here his manners had become more polished, and his taste
more refined.  Till then, bred in tents, and living amidst
the clangour of arms, he had been a mere soldier, rough;
generous, manly, and brave. But Nadasti was an elegant
scholar, smitten with that ardent love of classical and
ancient Jore which has so eminently distinguished the six-
teenth century. He assembled round him men of letters
from various parts of Europe ; and, under his auspices, the
days of Matthias Corvinus, king of Hungary, seemed to be
revived, whose love of literature was such, that he kept three
hundred transcribers in his house, constantly employed in
multiplying copies of the precious relics of Roman and
Athenian learning. The consort of Nadasti was one of the
most accomplished matrons of the age in which she lived,

and her three daughters were patterns of every polite and
amiable accomplishment. Such was the school into which
the chevalier de Damville entered at the age of twenty-five,
immediately after the retreat of Castaldo. . This may seem
age somewhat late for new-modelling the character, but
Charles had an enterprising and aspiring temper ; and he
won became a distinguished ornament of courts and the
wciety of ladies. Castaldo had taught him all he knew,
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the temper, the manners, and the science of a milita
chieftain : the palace of Nadasti finished and completed t
education of my son.

Pandora was only fourteen years of age when Charles
Damville first became a sort of inmate of the house of |
uncle. She at that time lived with her father; but
being afterwards killed in the battle which Nadasti fou;
for the relief of Ziget, Pandora occupied an apartment
the palatine palace. From the first hour he saw her,
mere child as it were, accompanied by her governess, Cha
confessed to me that he had beheld her with eyes of ¢
tinction. He had said to himself, This little girl will he
after be a jewel worthy of the crown of an emperor.
had found something inexpressibly attractive in the sta
brightness of her complexion ; her air he regarded as b
lighter and more graceful than any thing he had ever bef
seen ; and her speaking and humid eye seemed to him
very emblem of sensibility and sweetness. If, at the girl
and immature season of fourteen, he had ascribed to her
these perfections, it will easily be supposed that, as she
creased in stature as the beauties of form unfolded the
selves in her, and she advanced in sentiment and a lov
consciousness of her worth, the partiality of Charles becs
more deep and unalterable. But the orphan niece of !
dasti was altogether without a portion; and the g
palatine would have seen with more oomplwency the ¢
valier de Damville addressing his pretensions to one of
daughters.

Charles confessed to me that the passion he nouris
had been fruitful of pleasures and griefs, of hope and }
plexity. It was now almost a year since Pandora
himself had confessed a mutual affection. The confes:
had not been the result of design on either side: both
wished to suppress it; Pandora from virgin dignity
reserve ; and Charles, because he saw not how their affec
could be crowned with success, and he dreaded, more t
any misery to himself, to be the author of degradation
misery to her he loved. But what is ever uppermos
the heart will at some time or other betray itself. T
sympathetic and accordant feelings upon & point so de
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dnteresting to both, rendered them eagle-eyed to discern
the smallest indications. They had had a thousand oppor-
tanities, and a thousand opportunities had been resisted.
They became more than usually silent and reserved towards
-each other ; they shunned to meet, and, when they met,
avoided each other’s eyes. One day a casual encounter in
s solitary retreat, which each had sought principally with
intention to escape the presence of the other, had taken
them off their guard. They were mutually hesitating and
perplexed ; each discerned more unequivocal indications -
than had ever occurred before of the state of the other’s
sentiments ; the entire accord snapped as it were at once
the chains of reserve; and each, after a short interval of
hesitation, spoke with an eloquence, hitherto untried, the
language of love. The difference of years between them
gave 8 zest to the communication. Pandora seemed to be
throwing herself upon the protection of an elder brother,
of & guardian, one in whose prudence she confided as the
antidote of her inexperience; Charles felt his maturer years
. a8 imposing on him more severely that sacred integrity, the
ohligation of which, at least as society is at present consti-
‘tuted, . seems in the majority of cases to grow out of the
relative situation of the sexes, of the protectorship of the
one, and the dependence of the other.
¢ And now,” exclaimed Charles, ¢ what am I to do?
v what am I to desire? It would be affectation in me to
.conceal from myself on an occasion like this, that the re-
putation I have acquired both in the arts of peace and war
is such, as to have caused Nadasti to set his heart upon
my becoming his son-in-law. The great palatine, though
in many respects generous and liberal, has that inflexible-
ness of opinion, which is perhaps more apt to grow up in
the hearts of scholars, than in other departments of society.
He is grave and solemn ; all his habits are of a majestic
and lordly nature ; and I have small reason to hope that I
shall find him accessible to my representations. He is little
~mbject to sallies of passion ; his own propensities are wholly
under the control of his judgment; and it is not likely
that he will make allowance for the ardent affections of
.other minds. Pandora is entirely dependent on him ; in
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any case the portion she would receive from him would b
very inadequate to her worth ; but, discarded and diseoun
tenanced by him who has the abeolute rule of Christin
Hungary, what can she expect? I am myself destitute o
fortune ; my provision as a soldier will be very inadequat
to the wants of the first and softest of her sex. But eve
of that provision Nadasti will deprive me, if I marry i
opposition to his pleasure. Shall I make Pandora the in
habitant of tents and encampments ; shall I expose her t
all the changes and hazards of a military life ; shall I dra
her as the attendant of a soldier of fortune through ever
climate of Europe? No, by heavens! I should regar
myself as the most selfish and the basest of mankind, if
could deliberate on such a question. Never shall the charme
of my soul owe a single privation to her Charles. I lov
her with so pure and entire a passion, that I prefer he
prosperity to every earthly good. Nor is it merely necessar
to my attachment that she should live in plenty and ease
I require that my Pandora should be seen in her nativ
lustre, that she should be surrounded with every appendag
due to her merit, that she should command applause fron
the mercenary, and homage from the superficial. He
praise is the only music I enjoy. I could not bear to hea
her name coupled with levity and scorn. I could not bea
that, where she appeared, every eye should not be turne
to her with reverence and honour. My passion, I confes
it, is that of a disciple of liberal arts and a nobleman, no
that of an Arcadian.

The pericd of the campaign now drew to an end, an(
Charles, having requested me to accompany him, set ou
for his usual winter retreat in the city of Presburg. I sav
Pandora. Never in my life had I beheld any thing s
sweetly simple I had always been an admirer of the sex
but the perfections of Pandora were of & nature that I hac
not observed in any other woman. Her symmetry was s
perfect, the pearly lustre of her skin so admirable, and he
form and carriage so light and ethereal, that at first view i
was difficult to persuade one’s self that she was framed o
the same gross materials as the rest of the species. Sh
seemed not constructed to endure the shocks of the world
and the rude assaults of ill humour or neglect, of censure o1
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sity. Her voice was of the sweetest, the clearest and
st tone I ever heard. There was a peculiar naiveté in
wccents, that riveted your soul in irresistible fetters.
conversation, for in the sequel I enjoyed much of her
arsation, had a very uncommon zest. She seemed to-
no art, and what she uttered appeared as if wholly un-
ted by consideration or reserve. You were persuaded
she always delivered without restraint the first thing
occurred to her mind ; yet in what she said there was
uch good sense, so much true feeling, and, as the occa-
allowed, so much whim and imagination, that you could
liscover how any of her words could be changed but
worse. This circumstance strikingly contrasted with
hildish simplicity, or rather the feminine softness and
1-like delicacy, of her manner and her tone. The op-
ion of appearance between her and my son made a
g impression upon me., He was a perfect soldier, with
nple chest, broad shoulders, and a figure, though grace-
nd well proportioned, yet so strong, that it seemed
ed to contend with and to conquer the wrestlers in the
ian games. His complexion, shaded with luxuriant
of manly hair, was itself made brown with the rigours
mate. Pandora was so heavenly fair, so sweetly deli-
and slender, that you would have thought she would be
sred and destroyed in his embrace, like the frailest or-
:nt of the garden before the northern breeze. But
\ge to choose what is rugged and manlike is often cha-
ristic of the softest of her sex.

speedily contracted an intimate commerce with the
tiful Pandora. I was naturally desirous to be as con-
nate a judge as possible of those perfections, which I
ved fated to determine the future happiness of my son.
n sufficiently satisfied in that respect, I still continued
adulgence, and found a pure and exquisite pleasure in
daily contemplation of accomplishments that were to
e the materials of his gratification and delight, whose
fication 1 preferred to my own. I had a still further
in this commerce. I was anxious to be perfectly in-
ed of the connections and family of Pandora, that upon
1 I might build a project I had deeply at heart, of be-

ee 3
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stowing on her, in the least questionable and exceptions
manner, a dowry, that should place her upon an equa
with her cousins, the daughters of Nadasti, and deliver
son from all apprehension of the unpleasing consequer
to result from the resentment of the great palatine. 1
dasti was opulent, and the portions of his daughters v
considerable ; and, however inclined, I could not exc
this limit without risking the entire ‘miscarriage of my |
ject. Charles thought nothing too rich either in situal
or income to do honour to the mistress of his soul ; |
separately from this enthusiastic sentiment, both he

Pandora had too just a taste, not to prefer the simple 1
Jjesty of ancient nobility, to the expensive ostentation
modern refinement.

Having digested my plan I was obliged to travel as
as Venice for the execution of it. The mother of Panc
had been a Venetian, and the uncle of her mother was
of the adventurers who had sailed with Pizarro for the ¢
quest of Peru. He had died before the completion of
business, and had left behind him no relative so nea
him in blood as the lovely Pandora. By a singular p
of good fortune, I encountered at Venice an individual -
had sailed in the same ship with the young lady’s ur
The uncle having died prematurely, the share he m
otherwise have obtained of the spoils of Peru was sunl
the shares of the rest, and nothing was allowed to ren
that might have descended to his heirs. His friend
countryman I found, though once rich with the booty
made, had by a series of calamities, before he reached
native home, been reduced to a state of poverty. The
cissitudes he experienced, had produced in him the e
of a very uncommon eagerness for acquisition. This 1
I fixed on for my instrument ; I opened to him my p
and offered him a very ample gratification, provided
acted successfully the part I assigned him. In concert 1
each other we digested and forged the various docum
that were best calculated to give credibility to the
Having completed our arrangement, I set out for Presl
without a moment’s delay, and directed my Venetian n
follow till after a stipulated interval. He was not to e
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into full possession of his reward till he had completed the
task he had undertaken. It was fixed that no persom in
Hungary should be acquainted with my visit to Venice,
but only be allowed to understand generally, that I had been
epgaged for a certain time in an excursion of amusement.
8o hard is the fate of the possessor of the philosopher’s
j stome, and so limited his power, as to have rendered all
; these precautions on my part indispensably necessary. Had
F not the various circumstances concurred, the detail of which
is here stated, the birth of Pandora’s mother in a maritime
state, the expedition of Pizarro to Peru, her uncle’s en-
gaging in this expedition and dying before it was com-
peted, and my own casual rencounter with his compagnon
du voyage, my project would too probably have been baffled.
A direct gift of the fortune I designed would never have
been admitted of ; and, had not the coincidence been emi-
nently favourable, even though I should have succeeded in
misleading every other party, I could not hope to have
" cluded the perspicacity and jealous honour of my son.
‘When 1 returned to Presburg, I again renewed my in-
tercourse with Pandora. The passion entertained by Dam-
ville-for the beautiful orphan was a secret to every person
at court ; they had managed so discreetly as to have avoided
¢évery hint of suspicion ; and, as it was universally known
, that the great palatine had an eye on this gallant soldier for
one of his daughters, few persons entertained a doubt that
. my son would speedily declare his election among the co-
beiresses of Nadasti. On the other hand, in the friendly
fatercourse between me and Pandora, nexther she nor my-
self felt that there was any thing to conceal, and it was
therefore a matter of complete notoriety. My blooming
youth of appearance was remarked ; by the majority of
bystanders we were judged formed for each other ; and,
before I was aware, the beautiful Hungarian was awarded
to me by the general voice as my destined bride. When
however 1 became acquainted with the rumour, I was con.
tented to smile at it; the consciousness in my own breast
bow far the public sagacity had wandered in its guess, gave
to that guess, in my apprehension, a certain air of whim-
sical and amusing.
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«towing on her. in the least questionable and exceptionable
manner. 2 dowry. that should place her upon an equality
with her enusins. the daughters of Nadasti, and deliver my
son fmm all apprehension of the unpleasing consequences
to result from the resentment of the great palatine. Na-
dasti was opulent. and the portions of his daughters very
considerable : and. however inclined, I could not exceed
this limit without risking the entire miscarriage of my pro-
ject.  Charles thought nothing too rich either in situation
or income to do honour to the mistress of his soul ; but,
separateiy from this enthusiastic sentiment, both he and
Pandora had too just a taste, not to prefer the simple ma-
Jesty of ancient nobility, to the expensive ostentations of
modern refinement.

Haviny dizested my plan I was obliged to travel as far
as Venice for the execution of it. The mother of Pandora
had been a Venetian, and the uncle of her mother was one
of the adventurers who had sailed with Pizarro for the con-
quest of Peru.  He had died before the completion of that
business, and had left behind him no relative so near to
him in blood as the lovely Pandora. By a singular piece
of good fortune, I encountered at Venice an individual who
had sailed in the same ship with the young lady’s uncle.
The uncle having died prematurely, the share he might
otherwise have obtained of the spoils of Peru was sunk in
the shares of the rest, and nothing was allowed to remain
that might have descended to his heirs. His friend and
countryman I found, though once rich with the booty he
made, had by a series of calamities, before he reached his
native home, been reduced to a state of poverty. The vi-
cissitudes he experienced, had produced in him the effect
of a very uncommon cagerness for acquisition. This man
I fixed on for my instrument ; I opened to him my plan,
and offered him a very ample gratification, provided he
acted successfully the part I assigned him. In concert with
each other we digested and forged the various docaments
that were best calculated to give credibility to the tale.
Having completed our arrangement, I set out for Presburg
without a moment’s delay, and directed my Venetian not to
follow till after a stipulated interval. He was not to enter
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nto full possession of his reward till he had completed the
ask he had undertaken. It was fixed that no person in
Hungary should be acquainted with my visit to Venice,
nt only be allowed to understand generally, that I had been
mgaged for a certain time in an excursion of amusement.
30 hard is the fate of the possessor of the philosopher’s
gone, and so limited his power, as to have rendered all
these precautions on my part indispensably necessary. Had
not the various circumstances concurred, the detail of which
is here stated, the birth of Pandora’s mother in a maritime
wate, the expedition of Pizarro to Peru, her uncle’s en-
gaging in this expedition and dying before it was com-
pleted, and my own casual rencounter with his compagnon
du voyage, my project would too probably have been baffled.
A direct gift of the fortune I designed would never have
been admitted of ; and, had not the coincidence been emi-
nently flvounble, even though I should have succeeded in
misleading every other party, I could not hope to have
dluded the perspicacity and jealous honour of my son.

‘When I returned to Presburg, I again renewed my in-
tercourse with Pandora. The passion entertained by Dam-
ville-for the beautiful orphan was a secret to every person
at court ; they had managed so discreetly as to have avoided
évery hint of suspicion ; and, as it was universally known
that the great palatine had an eye on this gallant soldier for
one of his daughters, few persons entertained a doubt that
my son would speedily declare his election among the co-
heiresses of Nadasti. On the other hand, in the friendly
fatercourse between me and Pandora, neither she nor my-
self felt that there was any thing to conceal, and it was
therefore a matter of complete notoriety. My blooming
youth of appearance was remarked ; by the majority of
bystanders we were judged formed for each other ; and,
before I was aware, the beautiful Hungarian was awarded
o me by the general voice as my destined bride. When
bowever 1 became acquainted with the rumour, I was con-
tented to smile at it; the consciousness in my own breast
bow far the public sagacity had wandered in its guess, gave
to that guess, in my apprehension, a certain air of whim-
tical and amusing.

¢a 4



456 YRAVELS OF ST. LBOW.

CHAPTER XLVI.

Sucn was the situation of the affair of Pandors, and
looked for the arrival of my Venetian confederate
suddenly I remarked an alteration in the carriage
beautiful ally. She had hitherto, on all occasions,
my conversation ; she now appeared sedulously tc
me. Her manner had been characterised by the
the sprightliness and general good humour, inciden
age, and congenial to her disposition. She was n¢
lancholy. Her melancholy assumed a tone correst
to the habits of her mind, and was peculiar and ind:
It had an ingenuous and defenceless air, inexpressil
culated to excite interest. It seemed to ask, what
done to deserve to be melancholy? You felt for
for 2 spotless lily depressed by the unpitying storm.
saw, that those enchanting features were never mac
face of sorrow, and that that bewitching voice ough
to have been modulated into an expression of heavi:

I was in the highest degree anxious to learn th
of this revolution, and was the farthest in the wor!
suspecting its real foundation. I pursued Pando:
so much importunity, and demanded an interview wi
irresistible earnestness, that she at length consented 1
it. We met in a remote part of the garden.
Henry,” said she, “do you thus persecute me ? '
my evil genius, the cause of the greatest calami
could ever have overtaken me.”

I started. ““ For heaven’s sake, beautiful Pandor
do you mean ?”

¢ I love the chevalier de Damville. I have lov
long ; he is dearer to me than life ; and he has cas
for ever !

¢ And am I the cause ? *

“ Yes, you, and you alone. I had for some ti
served a change in his behaviour, that he was unco!
grave, serious, and reserved. I endeavoured to soot!
I redoubled my blandishments in our next seasox
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reserved discourse ; I tenderly enquired into the source of
his grief.

“ For a long time he resisted my importunity. At
length, ‘Faithless girl,’ said he, ¢have you the cruelty to
ask the meaning of my depression? 'T'his is the extremity
of insult. Is it not enough that I know your incon.
stancy ? Is it not enough that I have found you, like the
rest of your frivolous sex, the mere slave of your sense of
sight, regardless of vows, regardless of an affection which
despised all interests but that of tenderness and love,
caught by the first appearance of something younger, softer,
and more courtly, than I pretend or desire to be? Will
nothing satisfy you but the confession of my unhappiness
from my own mouth? Do you require expostulation, in-
treaty, and despair, from your discarded lover, to fill up the
messure of your triumph »’

“ For a long time I was totally at a loss to apprehend
my dear chevalier's meaning.

¢ ¢No,’ continued he, ‘I am not jealous. There is no
temper I hold in such sovereign contempt as jealousy. I
am not of a disposition easily to conceive umbrage, or
lightly to doubt the protestations of the woman I adore. I
have been blind too long. But I see that you are eternally
together. I see that you take advantage of the distance at
which the despotic temper of Nadasti keeps us from each
other, to give all your time to my favoured rival. You
seem never to be happy out of his society. I was first led
to throw off the dulness of my unsuspecting security, by
the general voice of the public. The whole court gives you
to each other. Not a creature it holds, but has discerned
that passion, which you have the insolence to expect to
conceal from me. Since I have been awakened from my
security, I have seen it a thousand times. I have seen
your eyes seek and encounter each other. I have seen
them suddenly lxghted up by your interchanging glances.
I have seen the signs of your mutual intelligence. I have
seen with what impatience, the moment you could escape
from the crowded circle, you have joined each other, and
retired together. Ungenerous Pandora!

¢ ¢But do not imagine 1 will enter the lists with the gaudy

(W
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“ I endeavoured,” continued Pandora, “ by every ima-
ginabie protestation to convince my late faithful lover of his
mistake. Bat it was to no purpose ; all I could say only
tended to swell the tide of his fearful resentment.”

“ ¢ Be silent,” cried he: ¢ add no further to the cata-
logue of your wanton and causeless delusions. Do not
make me hate to much what I once so blindly and ardently
adored. 1 feel that I have an enemy within me, that would
fain co-operate with your deceptions and hypocrisy. I
fizd that man, treacherous to himself, is formed by nature
0 be the fool of your artful sex. But I will subdue this
propensity in me, though 1 die for it. I may be wretched ;
but I will not despise myself. Have I not seen your false-
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hood? Have not all my senses been witnesses of your
guilt ? . The miracle is that I could have been duped so
long. I have heard this stripling lover of yours inexhaust-
ible in your praises, and dwelling upon them with an ar-
dour that nothing but passion could have inspired. I have
seen, as I have already told you, the intelligence of your
eyes. I have seen those melting glances, I have heard
those tender and familiar tones between you, that bespoke
the most perfect confidence and the most entire mingling of
heart. . If I did not believe this, I should believe worse of
you. I should think your heart not merely capricious, but
an absolute prostitute ; prepared to bestow upon hundreds
those sweet, those nameless tendernesses of accent and
countenance, which I fondly imagined were reserved for
me alone. I should regard you as the worst and most per-
nicious acquisition that could fall to the lot of a man.
‘Go, Pandora,” added he: ‘my heart is chaste; my
., soul is firm. I can no longer be deceived by you; I will
not dispute your charms with the idle boy you have now
thought proper to favour.” And, saying thus, he burst
from me in an agony of impatience.
¢ Alas!” continued the sweet and ingenuous Pandora,
“ my dear Henry, what shall I do? How shall I remove -
the unreasonable imaginations of this noble mind? Bear
me witness, Heaven ! nothing could be more innocent than
the correspondence I allowed myself to hold with you. My
adorable Charles was continually calling you brother; I
scarcely ever heard him speak of you by any other appella-
tion. I regarded Charles as my husband ; I already viewed
you in anticipation as the brother of my lord. Excluded
as I was from frequent conversation with him whom I most
loved, I endeavoured to supply the deficiency by an unre-
served communication with you. The extreme resemblance
of your persons increased my gratification. You were his
picture, his speaking image. While I looked at you, I
said, ‘ Such once was my Charles, before he was the great
man, the gallant soldier, the accomplished cavalier, the
adored object, that now engrosses my affections.” Beside, I
knew that Charles loved you as much as he did any man on
earth, and that knowledge made you dear to me. You

h
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were constantly eager to dwell upon and describe his excel-
lences ; could I fail to be pleased with your conversation?
I own that the pleasure I took in it was unbounded, and
the emotions it awakened in my affectionate heart delicious.
But all this, candidly explained, was only an additional
proof of the tenderness and constancy of my earliest attach-
ment.

* And now, ever since the fatal day in which this con-
versation passed with my Charles, ke is absent from court,
and I know not whither he is gone. He has disdained to
seek any further explanation, nor do I know how to appeal
to his calmer feelings and more deliberate mind. One
thing however I had determined on, and that was, Henry,
strictly to avoid your society.

*¢ 1 trust, wherever my Charles is, he will hear of this.
I owe this expiation to his agonised feelings, and to the
appearances that in some degree justify his misconstruction.
I will wait patiently, till the simplicity and singleness of
my conduct have cleared my faith. 1If I should otherwise
have found pleasure and relief in your society, I will make
a merit with myself of sacrificing this to the apprehensive
delicacy of my Charles’s mind. In this single instance
your importunity has prevailed with me to dispense with
my rule: you were not to blame, and I thought upon more
mature reflection that I owed you an explanation. But
henceforth, if you have any kindness for me, or value for
him who has acted and felt towards you like a brother, 1
must eatreat you to co-operate with me in this, and that,
whezker in public or private, we may bestow no notice on
each other, and avoid all opportunities of communication.
To persuade you to this, was indeed a principal inducement
with me so far to deviate from the rule I had laid down tc
myself, as to admit this conversation.”

1 was extremely affected with the unhappiness of Pan.
dora. I exerted myself to console her. I promised that
nothing on my part should be wanting to remove every
shadow of doubt that hung upon her fidelity, and I ex.
horted her to believe that every thing would infallibly ter-
minate in the way most honourable and gratifying to herself
Pandora listened to me, and dried her tears. The con-
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versation was interesting and soothing to us both; we
regarded it as the last unreserved and sympathetic com-
munication we should ever have with each other ; it insen-
sibly grew longer and longer, and we knew not how to put
an end to it. We were still in this state of irresolution
when, looking up, I perceived Charles de Damville approache
ing from the further end of the walk that led to the alcove.

I would have withdrawn. I was anxious to remove the
unjust suspicion that hung upon his mind ; but the instant
that presented to him so strong an apparent confirmation of
them, the instant that by so doing must have worked up his
soul into tumult, did not appear a favourable one for ex-
planation. To withdraw was impossible. Pandora had
discerned her lover at the same moment with myself. She
was seized with a faintness. She would have sunk to the
ground ; but I caught her in my arms. I rested with one
knee on the earth; her head was reclined on my bosom.
Charles approached with a quicker pace.

“ Rise,” said he. ‘“ This is beyond my hopes. I left Pres-
burg with the purpose of not revisiting it for years ; but,
a8 I proceeded further and further from a place which had
lately been the centre of my affections, I began to doubt
whether I had not acted with precipitation, and to believe
that- there was yet some uncertainty hanging on my fate,
The seemingly earnest protestations of this delusive syren
rung in my ears; mechanically, without any formed reso-
Iution, I changed my course, and returned on my steps.
My doubts are now at an end. I find you taking instant
advantage of my absence to throw yourselves into each
other’s arms. The feelings I so lately uttered in your pre.
sence, Pandora, would have kept you apart, if my feelings
had been in the least sacred in your eyes, if all my sur-
mises had not been too true.”—He took by the hand the
weeping Pandora, and led her to the seat which a little
before she had quitted.

“ Why all this artifice? Why all this deceit? It is said
that we are not masters of our own hearts, and that no
human passion is formed to endure for ever. Influenced
by these maxims, I could have pardoned your inconstancy,
too fair, too fickle Pandora ! but why strain every nerve,

>
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to make me believe you still retained a passion you ha
discarded, to subject me to the lingering torture of deceit
instead of communicating to me a truth, agonising indee
to human frailty, but calculated to inspire fortitude am
decision ? This I cannot excuse: this racks me with th
bitterest of disappointments, disappointment in the virtue
I had ascribed to you; and convinces me, that you ar
neither worthy of me, nor worthy of happiness.

 And you too, D’ Aubigny, you have acted a part in thi
unworthy plot. I rescued you from prison, from a dun
geon from which, a few hours before, you had no hope ¢
coming forth alive. I took you under my protection, whe
you had no friend ; I placed you next myself ; I conceive
for you the affection of a brother; I loved you, next i
degree to the mistress of my soul. In return for all th:
I have done, and all that I felt for you, you have wit
insidious heart and every base disguise seduced from me tt
woman of my choice. Why not frankly and ingenuous]
have demanded her at my hands? The heart is free
your reciprocal passion, though I might have regretted i
I should have been unable to blame ; it is the cloak th:
you have drawn over it, that proves the baseness of i
origin. Do .you think I had not the courage cheerfull
and without 8 murmur to resign to you this illustrious fa
one? I feel that I was worthy to be openly treated. Hs
I seen in you a mutual and ingenuous passion, I would n
have been the bar to its just consummation. I would m
have sought the person of & woman, whose heart, in spi
perhaps of her better resolutions, was given to another.
should loathe myself for ever, were I capable of such a pa:
It was the sympathetic sentiment towards me, beating :
accord to the sentiment of my own bosom, that I once sa
in Pandora, and not either her peerless beauties, or the e:
cellences I imputed to her mind, that formed the maste
charm which fascinated my soul. I feel that I had tl
force, in the negation of my own happiness, to have draw
comfort and compensation from the happiness of two cre
tures I so dearly loved, as D’Aubigny and Pandora.

“ But this alleviation in the midst of what you ha
condemned me to suffer, you have ungenerously denic
me.’
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." I sought to interrupt my son. I could no longer bear to
see him involved in so painful an error, and not exert every
nerve_to rescue him from it. But his passions were

wrought higher than mine: he would not suffer me to

“Be silent, D’Aubigny! I cannot brook to be inter-
rupted now. My heart is full ; and I must have leave to
utter the sentiments that agitate and distend it.”

He advanced towards Pandora. He took hold of her
hand.

¢ Rise, madam. I shall not long trouble you with the

boisterous impetuousness of my passions. Do not resist me
now !”
- She rose, and followed him ; her face still covered with
her handkerchief, and drowned in tears. He led her to the
front of the alcove: he motioned me to approach; with
his other hand he took hold of mine. He seemed to lift
Pandora’s hand to his lips, as if to kiss it ; with a sudden
start he put it down again; he held it below the level of
his breast.

During this scene, Pandora and myself were speechless.
Most women, in the situation of Pandora, would, I suppose,
have spoken, and have been eager to vindicate themselves
from so groundless an imputation. But what she did was
peculiar to the delicacy and defencelessness of her personal
character. She was overwhelmed, and incapable of effort.
For my own part, my feelings were uncommonly compli-
cited. My apparent situation was a plain one, the situation
of a youth mistaken by his friend for the seducer of the
mistress of that friend ; and had my feelings been merely
relative to this situation, I could undoubtedly have spoken
without embarrassment. But with this were involved the
sentiments originating in my secret character, the senti-
ments of a man anxious to benefit, and who had devoted
himself to the interests of another ; of a father tremblingly
alive to the happiness of his son, and eager to dive into his
soul, that he might the more sensibly admire his virtues,
and with a more enlightened skill secure his fortune. I was
gilent : Charles de Damyville proceeded : —

¢ Thus,” said he, ¢ I join your hands; thusI withdraw



47 TRAVEZLS OF §T. LEON.

to make me believe you still retained a passion you had
discarded, wwbyctmemthehngenngmmreof deceit,
instead of communicating to me s truth, agonising indeed
to human frailty, but calculated to inspire fortitude and
decision ?  This I cannot excuse : this racks me with the
bitterest of disappointients, disappointment in the virtues
I had ascribed to you; and convinces me, that you are
neither worthy of me, nor worthy of happiness.

“ And you 100, D’ Aubigny, you have acted a part in this
unworthy plot. 1 rescued you from prison, from a dun-
geon from which, a few hours before, you had no hope of
coming forth alive. 1 took you under my protection, when
you had no friend ; I placed you next myself ; I conceived
for you the affection of a brother; I loved you, mext in
degree to the mistress of my soul. In return for all that
I have done, and all that 1 felt for you, you have with
insidious heart and every buse disguise seduced from me the
woman of my choice. Why not frankly and ingenuocusly
have demanded her at my hands? The heart is free;
your reciprocal passion, though 1 might have regretted it,
1 should have been unable to blame ; it is the cloak that
you have drawn over it, that proves the baseness of its
origin. Do .you think I had not the courage cheerfully
and without a murmur to resign to you this illustrious fair
one? | feel that I was worthy to be openly treated. Had
I seen in you a mutual and ingenuous passion, I would not
have been the bar to its just consummation. I would not
have sought the person of a woman, whose heart, in spite
perhaps of her better resolutions, was given to another. I
should loathe myself for ever, were I capable of such a part.
It was the sympathetic sentiment towards me, beating in
accord to the sentiment of my own bosom, that I once saw
in Pandora, and not either her peerless beauties, or the ex-
cellences 1 imputed to her mind, that formed the master-
charm which fascinated my soul. I feel that I had the
force, in the negation of my own happiness, to have drawn
comfort and compensation from the happiness of two crea-
tures I so dearly loved, as D’Aubigny and Pandora.

“ But this alleviation in the midst of what you have
condemned me to suffer, you have ungenerously denied

me.”
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. 1 sought to interrupt my son. I could no longer bear to
see him involved in so painful an error, and not exert every
nerve_to rescue him from it. But his passions were
wrought higher than mine: he would not suffer me to

“Be silent, D’Aubigny! I cannot brook to be inter-
rupted now. My heart is full ; and I must have leave to
‘utter the sentiments that agitate and distend it.”

He advanced towards Pandora. He took hold of her
hand.

¢ Rise, madam. I shall not long trouble you with the

boisterous impetuousness of my passions. Do not resist me
now !”
- She rose, and followed him ; her face still covered with
her handkerchief, and drowned in tears. He led her to the
front of the alcove: he motioned me to approach; with
his other hand he took hold of mine. He seemed to lift
Pandora’s hand to his lips, as if to kiss it ; with a sudden
start he put it down again; he held it below the level of
his breast.

During this scene, Pandora and myself were speechless.
Most women, in the situation of Pandora, would, I suppose,
have spoken, and have been eager to vindicate themselves
from so groundless an imputation. But what she did was
peculiar to the delicacy and defencelessness of her personal
character. She was overwhelmed, and incapable of effort.
For my own part, my feelings were uncommonly compli-
cated. My apparent situation was a plain one, the situation
of a youth mistaken by his friend for the seducer of the
mistress of that friend ; and had my feelings been merely
relative to this situation, I could undoubtedly have spoken
without embarrassment. But with this were involved the
sentiments originating in my secret character, the senti-
ments of a man anxious to benefit, and who had devoted
himself to the interests of another ; of a father tremblingly
alive to the happiness of his son, and eager to dive into his
soul, that he might the more sensibly admire his virtues,
and with a more enlightened skill secure his fortune. Iwas
silent : Charles de Damville proceeded : —

¢ Thus,” said he, I join your hands; thus I withdraw
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all my claims upon Pandora ; thus I remove every impedi-
ment to your wishes. This, Pandora, — this, D’ Aubigny,
1 was capable of, if you had treated me honourably, and
avowed an honest passion. You do not know Charles de
Damville. You have treated me, as none but the most
groveling soul could deserve to be treated. Had you been
ingenuous, I should have a consolation in what 1 am doing,
that now I cannot have. I can no longer persuade myself
that 1 am joining two worthy hearts to each other. I can
no longer relieve the bitterness of my own disappointment,
by the image of your future felicity. May I be mistaken!
May you be truly happy in each other! You cannot be
happy beyond the wishes formed in your favour, by him
who will remember, to the latest hour of his existence, how
much his heart was devoted to you both.”

Saying this, he burst away from us abruptly, and dis-
appeared. At first, as I listened to the heroic language of
my son, I asked myself whether it were the expression of
a warm heart or a cold one. It costs nothing to a cold
heart to ape the language of heroism, and to pretend to
make the greatest sacrifices, when its constitution has ren-
dered all effort unnecessary to the feat. But I looked in
the face of Charles, and forgot my doubts. His voice he
had indeed wound up to the tone of his speech ; it wasa
little tremulous, but in the main firm, serious, deliberate,
and elevated. But his countenance was the picture of dis-
tress, There sat enthroned, defying all banishment and
disguise, the anguish of his soul. His eye was haggard ;
his complexion was colourless and wan. He had been ab-
sent several days from Presburg; his appearance told me
that he could scarcely either have eaten or slept during the
period of his absence. He might talk of the generosity
with which he could resign Pandora; I read in his face
what that resignation had cost, and would go on to cost
him. Ingenuous, noble-hearted Charles ! I doubted whe-
ther, but for a reverse of the events he apprehended, he
would be able to survive it.

He had no sooner left us, than I applied myself to com-
fort Pandora. I swore to her that, in spite of every tem-
porary cloud, I would yet witness the union of her and her

|
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lored chevalier. I assured her that I would not rest, tilk
had forced Damville to hear me, and compelled him to .
edit the sincerity of my tale. .

How many things were there, that, in the scene which
wd just passed, I might have urged in answer to Damville,
it respecting which my situation imposed upon me the
ost rigorous silence! I might have said, ¢ You call your=
If my protector, my benefactor, my patron ; the real re=
tion between us is the reverse of the picture you have
tawn. I want not your protection; I am qualified, if I
lease, to be a patron to all the world. I am meditating
e most generous things in your behalf: this perfidious
iend, as you deem him, has devoted all his thoughts, and
ostponed all his gratifications, that he might prove himself
ibstantially and in the mest important particulars your
rend.”

More than this I might have said. I might have said,
*Tam your father. I have no inclinations, no passions con«
:avening your gratification. I love you with more than

father’s love ; I transfer to you all the affection I entet«
ained for your peerless, murdered mother! All my study
3 your happiness. You are to me the whole world, and
wre than the whole world. Extensive and singular as are
1y prerogatives, I fold them up; I forget them all ; and
hink of you alone.”

I cannot give a stronger proof than is conteined in what
have here stated, of the misery of my condition. I was
beated, as I have once before remarked, with the form of
man, but had nothing of the substance. I was endowed
rith the faculty of speech, but was cut off from its propef
od genuine use. I was utterly alone in the world, sepas
ited by an insurmountable barrier from every being of my
pecies. No man could understand me; no man could
ympathise with me ; no man could form the remotest guess
t what was passing in my breast. I had the use of words ;
eould address my fellow-beings ; I could enter inté diss
gue with them. I could discourse of every indifferent
zing that the universe contained ; I could talk of every
sing but my own feelings. This, and not the dungeon of*

B H
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Bethlem Gabor, is the true solitude. Let no man, after
me, pant for the acquisition of the philosopher’s stone !

Charles de Damville had again left Presburg, the very
instant he quitted the alcove. When I inquired for him
in the palace, I received this afflicting intelligence. I did
not hesitate 8 moment in resolving that I would pursue
his steps. It was of the utmost consequence that I shoulc
overtake him ; all that was most interesting to me hung
upon our interview. The preparations however of mj
Jjourney, though followed with ardour, inevitably reducec
me to the being some hours in the rear of my son. I wa
continually in his track, but could not come up with him:
to judge from events, you would have supposed that he hac
as strong a motive to fly, as I had to pursue. He led me
along the course of the Danube, to the source of that far.
famed and munificent river.

I reached the passage of the Rhine, and was on the poin’
of crossing into Alsace. But here 1 lost all notice of Charles
no enquiry I could make was effectual to procure me the
slightest intelligence. He had not crossed the river ; h
had proceeded neither to the right ner the left along it
banks. I was disappointed, mortified, and distressed. Wha
was I to do next? Could I return to Pandora? Wha
tale must I relate to this adorable creature, whom I ha
urged to depend upon my exertions? Could I leave he
however to the anguish and- uncertainty that must follov
upon her hearing no more either from her lover or myself:

I think I never felt more truly depressed than in thi
conjuncture. Most amply, most critically did the curse o
the opus magnum attend upon my projects, and render al
my exertions abortive. It was the same, whether my plan
were formed upon a larger or a smaller scale. . When
endeavoured to live in total obscurity in Madrid, when.
undertook to be the steward and the father of the people o
Hungary, and now that, with a chastised ambition I sought
what is permitted to all other human creatures, to provid
for ‘the honourable settlement of my only son, still, still m’
evil genius pursued me, and blasted every concern in whicl
¥ presumed to interfere. I had intruded between two faith
ful lovers: unfortunate they had been indeed, and consi
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derable obstacles were interposed to their felicity ; but
obstacles are commonly found to yield to firmness and con-
stancy ; and, without my fatal interference, Charles and
Pandora would one day have been happy. If by adverse
fates they had hitherto been kept asunder, still they un.
derstood each other, and rejoiced in their mutual confidence
and attachment. This, the consolation of all their sorrows
. and disappointments, it was mine to have destroyed. The
globe, for aught 1 knew, would speedily be interposed be-
.i tween them, and here I stood in the middle point, like one
of those invincible repulsive powers hid in the storehouse
+ of nature, forbidding to them all future retrogression to each
-other.

CHAPTER XLVII )
Taz picture which my distracted fancy thus set before the
eye of my mind, was not altogether verified in the event.
After a thousand fruitless inquiries and perquisitions, I
found, to my utter astonishment, that Charles, arresting
his career at the town of Fribourg, had returned upon his
steps, and sought a second time the metropolis of Austrian
Hungary. This was of the class of those events which we
sometimes meet with in the world, that baffle all calculs-
tion, and strike us like magic, or like madness, in their
suthors.
- I'had nothing to do, as I conceived, on this occasion,
- but to follow the example of my son, and like him to resume
 the route of Presburg. I yet hoped to witness, if not to
co-operate in, the reconciliation of Charles and Pandora.
My spirits in this respect were revived, and my prospects
made brighter, by the thoughts that these virtuous and
.meritorious lovers were at lant Jikely to be once again in-
‘dlosed within the cineture of the e city.  Add to which,
‘my Venetian confederate had not yet mude his sppesrance
at Presburg; and not only wan I under emgagenents to
give him the meeting there, hut it was alwo clesr that his

'R}
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errand could not be brought to its proper close without my |
assistance. .

I once more entered the city to which Pandora owed
her birth, Charles de Damville had preceded my arrival
several days. 1 should without delay have repaired to his
apartments, but that I found at my own lodgings a letter
from Benedetto Cabriera of Venice, informing me that he
was now in Presburg, and to avoid all cause for suspicion,
had taken up his residence in a remote quarter of the
town. From the enquiries I made, I became satisfied
that my son had in some degree resumed his usual occupa~
tions, and that there was no appearance of his again imme-
diately quitting the metropolis. I therefore felt my transe
action with Cabriera more urgent than an immediate
conference with Charles. Though I had sought that con-
ference with earnest expedition, yet I dreaded it. It might
require the maturest consideration and the nicest manage-
ment, to render it effectual for the purposes I sought. I
found from certain intelligence that Damville and Pandora
had yet had no explanation with each other. I therefore
regarded my exertions for that purpose as a final effort ;
and I was willing that every thing should be in train, and
the portion of Pandora fully adjusted, before X entered
upon that interesting scene. With Cabriera I had little
difficulty. The documents and evidences of his tale we
had concerted at Venice; and I presently found that he
told his story so plausibly, and supported it so consistently,
that it was admitted by every one without the smallest
suspicion.

No sooner had Cabriera opened his business to the per-
ties to whom the cognisance of it most praperly belonged,
than I once more presented myself to the beautiful and en
gaging niece of Nadasti. The instant I entered her aparte
ment, I was shocked with the extreme change of her pere
sonal appearance. All the airiness, aleriness and vivacity,
that had once so exquisitely adorned her, were gone. Thae
roses in her cheek were faded, and had given place to a dee
licate, but sickly paleness. Her arms, though always what
is called white, had before been round, and had been dise
tinguished by the purest hue of health, They were now
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emaciated, skinny, and colourless. Her eyes were hollow,
sd her eyelids inflamed with weeping. All these changes
had taken place in about five weeks that had elapsed since
I saw her last. I was so struck with the sight, that I in.
voluntarily started, and could scarcely command myself
engugh to refrain from tears. It was plain that she car-
sied an arrow in her bosom, which one hand only in the
wmiverse could extract with safety. As I approached, she
mised her lovely head that had been depressed with grief,
ad lifted her white arms with an expression of despair.

¢ Come nearer, my sweet Henry,” said she, I rejoice
fo see you ; though you have proved my worst enemy, the
destroyer of my peace. But your intentions, my kind boy,
my brother, for such I will still call you, have always been
good and innocent. But, ah, Henry, you have deluded
me ; you urged me to banish despair; and every day I see
more reason to despair.”

I asked if she had not seen the chevalier since his return
ts Presburg.

“ It were better for me,” replied Pandora, “if I had
2ot seen him. What has really happened, is worse than if
I had been denied to see him. I have met him every day
in the apartments of my aunt. To an indifferent eye it
would have appeared as if he neither sought nor avoided
me. He carries himself towards me with a cold and con-
sirained civility. But he neither demands an interview,
aor allows me the opportunity to utter a word to him in
private. Oh, D’Aubigny, I see too well that I have lost
him for ever. When he fled my presence, when he resolved
%0 seek some distant region, cruel as that conduct was, it
esnvinced me that I was of some importance to him. But
mow he passes by me in stern neglect; he has utterly driven
we from his heart. Indeed, my brother, this last blow is
#00 much ; I feel that I shall never recover it.”

¢ And does the chevalier,” cried I, “ appear at his ease?
Does he exhibit the wonted symptoms of his health and
triumphant spirit ?”

“ Away; too pleasing deluder!” replied Pandora.
& Cheat me not with false hopes! flatter me not with un-
»eal expectations! Damville does not appear to be well or

HE 8
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happy. Baut you have deceived me too much ; the disp- |©
pointments that you prepared for me are too excrucisting.
1 feel now at no time so high a degree of gloomy stis- \5
faction and composure, as when I press despair firmly to !
my breast. i
¢ But you, Henry,” continued she, * are probably wnin. .:
formed of my last and severest misfortune. I had a great
uncle in the list of the adventurers that achieved the con- !
quest of Peru; he has died, and unexpectedly bequeathed me
a fortune, that sets the portionless Pandora upon a level with
the wealthy heiresses of the great palatine himself. Fors
long time want of fortune was the only obstacle that stood
between me and all my hopes of happiness. Now that
poverty is no longer an evil to me, and wealth no longer
desirable, I have obtained this unwelcome acquisition.
You can have no conception how painful a sensation is
produced by this mockery, the gift of ample possessions to
the votary of despair.”

I endeavoured somewhat to encourage Pandora ; but she

obstinately rejected my soothings. I was the less impor-
tunate on this subject, as, since the return of my son, I
persisted to persuade myself that I should soon have some-
thing more substantial to offer her on his part, than mere
guesses and conjectures. The day after this conversation,
I boldly sought the presence of the chevalier. Till then,
I had, since our return to Presburg, avoided to meet him.
I now resolved to force from him a hearing; to assure
him, with the most solemn asseverations, of my own inno-
cence, and the constancy of his mistress ; to represent to
him in how eminent a degree the newly acquired estate of
Pandora was calculated to facilitate their mutual wishes ;
and finally, to offer him any pledge he should desire of the
gincerity of my declarations, even to the banishing myself
from the presence and intercourse of him and the lovely
Pandora for ever.

When I saw my son, his appearance and air advanced
a forcible claim on my compassion. I will not now de-
scribe them. Suffice it, that they completely proved, how
true was the sympathy, even to the minutest particulars,
between him and his mistress.. The difference was only in
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kind, and not in degree : hers a defenceless, a delicate and
truly feminine grief ; while his, amidst all its aggravations,
hed something in it of the champion and the hero. When
he felt most severely, he seemed to disdain himself for
what he felt ; and, though his struggles were excruciating,
be resolutely smoothed his manly front, and the loftiness
of his spirit produced on his cheek a generous and a settled
blush.

I have just said that I had resolved to force from him a
hearing. I was mistaken in my calculations on this point.
Dejected as his habits had lately been, he no sooner saw
me, than he advanced towards me with a fierce and im-
perative demeanour, that absolutely startled me.

“ How is it, man!” cried he, ¢ that you are at this
hour out of custody ?”

¢ Custody !” interdicted and astonished, repeated I.

¢ Yes, custody ! If such a wretch as thou art, be per-
mitted to go at large, what human institution, what human
possessions, shall ever be secure ?”

“ Good God,” said I, “ what am I to understand by
your present rage?” 1 know that you have considered me
as your personal enemy and the underminer of your hap-
piness. But, when first you accused me of this crime, you
treated me in a manner less violent and disdainful than
that which you now employ.”

¢ I brook not to explain. Read that letter. I received
it at Fribourg. That letter brought me back from the con-
fines of France to the spot where now we meet.”

I took up the letter. Its contents were nearly as fol-
low : —

LETTER.

¢ My dear Friend,—You will permit me to call you
#0, since to me, and me only, you have recently thought
proper to confide your projects, and your unfortunate pas-
gion for the charming Pandora. What you related to me
on the subject convinced me how much she was unworthy
of your love, and how basely she has conducted herself
towards you. Yet you will yourself feel some compassion
for her, when you learn who it is upon whom she has be-

HEH %
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stowed this unmerited preference. Know then that this
wretched D’Aubigny is no other than the notorious Chs-
tillon, the infamous impostor, who, by his machinations
about a year ago preserved the Turkish provinces of Hun-
gary from being conquered by the christian arms. The
man is moreover a magician, the pretended or real poe-
sessor of the philosopher’'s stone. He is therefore doubly
worthy of death, first as a traitor, the abettor and com-
forter of the common enemy of the christian faith, and,
sccondly, as a dealer in the black art, and a2 man notoriously
sold and delivered over to the devil.

“ 1 have received this information from the most unques-
tionable authority. A soldier in my old corps, who has
lately escaped from a Turkish prison, no sooner saw him
than he identified his person. I happened to be near the
fellow at the moment, when, by an unexpected exclamation,
he betrayed his discovery. It immediately struck me that
the circumstance might be of importance to your interests ;
and, therefore, taking the soldier aside, I charged him not
to mention to any one what he had observed. To render
his secrecy the more secure, I have since removed him to
a garrison at some distance from Presburg; and I have
myself mentioned the circumstance to no living creature,
that 1 might first receive your instructions on the subject,
and act in all respects concerning it as you shall judge
proper. The blackness of the character of the man sets all
exaggeration at defiance, . This very individual, whom you
liberatul from the bowels of the earth, who by the most
treacherous arts won your confidence, and upon, whom you
lavishly heaped every imaginable distinction, was all the
while conscious to himself, that he was the character that
of all that live you hated most ; in one word, the renegado
Chatillon. He acted consistently with his preceding con-
duct and his recent disingenuousness, when he seduced
from you the affections of the woman of your choice.

‘1 am concerned to add, that, on the very day that I
made this discovery, this Chatillon D’Aubigny disappeared
from Presburg, nor can I by any effort learn whither he is
gone. It is impossible he should have been informed by any
human meansof the detection that had happened. But indeed

;
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it is vain to attempt to form any reasonable conjecture, re-
epecting a character so mysterious and inexplicable.
¢ Your devoted friend,
‘ ANDREW, count of BATHORL"”

“ Well, sir,” seeing I had finished the perusal, * and
what have you now to allege? When I saw you simply as
“the favoured lover of Pandora, however treacherous and dis-
honourable I might deem your conduct towards me, I quitted
the field. I did not trust myself to be a judge in my own
cause. I did not confide in my estimate of your un-

.worthiness, when I was myself wholly concerned. I had:

some time before received an invitation from the duke
&' Aumale, who was collecting a number of generous and
high-spirited nobles to accompany Mary queen of Scots
1o the barbarous fields of her native realm. I at first de-
clined, I now accepted, the invitation ; I set out for Paris
to join him. I found that letter waiting my arrival at Fri-
bourg, and I returned. Deeply as Pandora has sunk in
‘my esteem, I determined I would never allow her to be
thrown away upon the infamous Chatillon.

“ You haunt my steps. I heard of you again and again
on my route as I returned from Fribourg. I arrive at
Presburg, and presently after you again make your appear-
ance. What further villanies have you to act? What new
treacheries have you devised against me ? This morning I
eonsented to the representations of count Bathori, and agreed
that you should be delivered up to justice. Why then are
you not in custody ?

¢ When I consider the mystery and inscrutableness of
-your character, I am lost in conjecture. You are said to be
a magician, a dealer in the unhallowed secrets of alchymy
and the elizir vite. In cases like this, all the ordinary
yules of human sagacity and prudence are superseded, the
.wisest man is a fool, and the noblest spirit feels the very
ground he stood on struck from under his feet. How can
X know that the seduction of Pandora’s affections is not
owing to magical incantations, who in that case is rather
an object for compassion than for censure ? How can I tell
that the fraternal resemblance borne by your features to
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my own, and the sudden and ardent partiality that rose in
my bresst when first I saw you, have not been produced by
the most detested arts ? Magic dissolves the whole princi-
ple and arrangement of human action, subverts all genercus
enthusiasm and dignity, and renders life itself loathsome
and intolersble.

“ This is to me the most painful of all subjects. I hada
father whom I affectionately loved : he became the dupe of
these infernal secrets. 1 had a mother, the paragon of the
creation : that father murdered her. All the anguish I
ever felt, has derived its source from alchymy and magic.
While the infamous Chatillon thus stands before me, I feel
all the long-forgotten wounds of my heart new opened, and
the blood bursting afresh from every vein. I have rested,
and been at peace ; and now the red and venomed plague,
that tarnished the years of my opening youth, returns to
blast me. Begong, infamous, thrice-damned villain ! and
let me never see thee more !

““ Wretch that you are ! ” continued Charles ; for he saw
me motioning to withdraw, —1I felt that all further expostu-
lation and discussion on my part was useless, — ¢ wretch
that you are ! what is it that you are about todo? Think
no to escape my vengeance! In the midst of all the tu-
multuous passions you waken in my breast, I still feel in
myself the soldier and the man of honour. I am not a thief-
taker or a bailiff. You are within my power, and that is
your present protection. I will not now deliver you up to
the justice of the state, but will hurl against you my per~
sonal defiance. I am willing to meet you man to man: I
thirst to encounter you as my worst and mest mortal foe,
who has perpetrated against me the basest injuries, and ex-
cited in my bosom the most hateful sensations. Though
you were fenced with all the legions of hell, I fear you not ;
and seeing that, after all that is past, you have once again
intruded into my presence, I here bind myself by all that is
sacred to pursue you to the death.”

What could I answer to such an attack? I saw at once
that the case, as to all future harmony between me and my
son was desperate and irremediable. What hope could I
entertain further? What had hitherto been the result of
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our ill-fated intercourse? Every offence and prejudice that
can gall the human mind had been brought forward in it in
turn. I had wounded Damville in the most sensible point
of private life, and had blasted his hopes there where he
stored them all. I had offended his most rooted political
prepossessions, by aiding the Turk, and feeding a nation
that perished with hunger. I was an equivocal character,
assuming different names, and wandering over the world
with different pretences. Last of all, I had revived in his
mind the images of his father and his mother,—all that had
once been most dear, and now was most painful, to his recol~
lection ; and had tortured his fancy with nameless horrors.
These sentiments could never be removed. All the explan«
ations in the world could never reconcile me to his mind ;
and I felt that I had that within, which, in what was to
come, as it had in what was past, must for ever annihilate
all confidence between us. At once therefore I accepted his
challenge, arranged with him the terms of a hostile encoun-
ter on the following morning, and immediately after bid
adien to Presburg, and to the sight of every soul contained
within its walls, for ever.

This is, I powerfully feel, the last adventure that I shall
ever have the courage to-commit to writing. A few minutes
more, and I will lay down my pen, and resolve in the most
solemn and sacred manner never to compose another line.
Indeed, all other adventures must necessarily be frigid and
ubinteresting, compared with that which I have now de-
scribed. Great God, what a fate was mine! Anxious as
1 had been to prove myself in the most momentous respects
the benefactor of my son, dismissing all other thoughts and
cares from my mind, journeying with this sole object in
view, from Presburg to Venice, and from Venice to
Presburg, from Hungary to the banks of the Rhine, and
from the banks of the Rhine back again to Hungary, —
the whole scene was now terminated by a declaration on his
-part, that nothing could appease the animosity he cherished
against me, short of rioting in the blood of his father’s
heart. 1 was reduced to the necessity either of lifting my
sword against my son, of running myself upon the point of
his weapon, or of forfeiting the engagement between us,
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and suffering him to brand me as a coward in the face of
Christendom. I mention not this, because the variety of
objects of choice produced in me the slighest hesitation.
Weary as 1 was of life, I could cheerfully have consented
to die, but not to stain the sword of Charles de Damville
with my vital blood. I prevented him from being the as-
sasin of his father’s life; I could not prevent him from
being the assasein of his father’s character. He was sssi-
duous and indefatigable in spreading against me the blackest
invectives, which he regarded as the most unerring truths.
All Hungary has resounded for thirty years with the atro-
cities of the sieur de Chatillon ; what is here recorded con-
tains the whole and unvarnished truth on the subject.
This narrative however shall never see the light, till the
melanchaly hour when Charles de Damville shall be no
more.

Yet in the midst of the anguish, the disappointment of
every cherished hope, which rends my soul, I have one
consolation, and that an invaluable one, in the virtues, the
glory, and the happiness of my son. I said I would forget
every gratification and sentiment of my own in him ; I am
now more than ever instigated to do so. When I quitted
Presburg, 1 left Cabriera behind me in that city, and I
took care to obtain a parting interview with him, He
afterwards gave me the meeting, as we then concerted, at
Trieste in the duchy of Carniola. It happened, as I had
flattered myself the event would prove, that, the visible
source of umbrage being removed, Charles and Pandora in
po long time came to a mutual understanding, and were
finally made happy in each other. I had been the fortu-
nate means of supplying to this excellent and incomparable
creature the only defect under which she laboured, a want
of fortune ; her uncle, having no longer a pretence to
oppose their mutual passion, united their hands ; and, at
the time of which I am speaking, they were regarded as
the most graceful and accomplished couple in the whole
Hungarian dominions. The chevalier de Damville is con-
sidered in that country as the great bulwark of the Christian
frontier, and the most generous and illustrious pupil in
the school of the Bayards and the Scanderbegs. Cabriers,
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worn out with years and fatigues, but still grasping and-
avaricious to his latest hour, expired in my arms in the
city of Trieste ; and by his death yielded me this content~
ment, that henceforth the only obvious means for detecting
my beneficent fraud in securing the dower of Pandora was
for ever removed.

That the reader may enter the more fully into my sen-
timent of congratulation upon the happiness of my son,
and rise from the perusal of my narrative with a more
soothing and pleasurable sensation, I will here shortly reca-
pitulate the good qualities that had been unfolded in this
truly extraordinary young man from his earliest infancy.
He was a child, only nine years of age, at the period of the
truly affecting and exemplary behaviour the reader may re-
member him to have displayed, while I was at Paris squan«
dering the property of my family at the gaming-table. In
the alienation of mind produced in me by that dreadful
catastrophe, he was my constant attendant, my careful
nurse, and my affectionate friend. When, twelve months
after, we were driven by our calamities out of Switzerland,
and I lay extended to all human appearance on the bed of
death, Charles was the comforter of his mother, the friend
of his sisters, and even, young as he was, contributed to the
maintenance of my starving family by the labour of his in<
fant hands. At Dresden, as yet no more than seventeen
years of age, he was assailed by one of the severest trials
with which the mind of man can in any case be beset. But
he hesitated not a moment. Obliged to choose between
poverty and innocence, with the sacrifice of all his habi«
tudes, and the loss of every friend, on the one side, and
wealth, new to his enjoyment, with ignominy or an equi-
vocal character, on the other, his determination was instant
and unalterable. Cast, at 80 immature an age, alone and
portionless, upon the world, he almost immediately, by his
gallantry, his winning qualities, and his virtues, gained to
himself a friend in one of the greatest captains of the age.
Unaided by the brilliancy of family or fortune, he acquired
the character of the bravest soldier in Hungary, where all
were brave. This last trial, to which I had been the un
designing means of subjecting him, was none of the least
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arduous. Love often entails imbecility on the noblest of
mankind : but Charles surmounted the most perilous at-
tacks of this all-conquering passion. When he thought

Pandors unworthy, he tore himself from her, and would !
not admit a struggle. When he believed she loved another, °

he disdained to claim a heart that seemed alienated from
him, and himself joined the hands of his mistress and his
rival. He might have died ; he could not disgrace himself.
I was the hero’s father ! —but no! I am not blinded by
paternal partiality ; —but no! he was indeed what I thought
him, as near the cligax of dignity and virtue as the frailty
of our nature will admit. His virtue was at length crowned
with the most enviable reward the earth has to boast,—
the faithful attachment of a noble-minded and accomplished
woman. I am happy to close my eventful and somewhat
melancholy story with so pleasing a termination. What-
ever may have been the result of my personal experience of
human life, I can never recollect the fate of Charles and
Pandora without confessing with exultation, that this busy
and anxious world of ours yet contains something in its
stores that is worth living for.

THE END.
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